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EDITOR’S PREFACE, 

The circumstances which have led to the publi¬ 
cation of this volume are briefly these. 

During one of the Editor’s official visits to Bal¬ 

moral, her Majesty very kindly allowed him to see 

several extracts from her journal relating to excur¬ 

sions in the Highlands of Scotland. He was much 

interested by them, and expressed the interest 

which he felt. It then occurred to her Majesty 

that these extracts, referring, as they did, to some 

of the happiest hours of her life, might be made 

into a book, to be printed privately, for presenta¬ 

tion to members of the Boyal Family and her Maj¬ 

esty’s intimate friends, especially to those who had 

accompanied and attended her in these tours. 

It was then suggested to her Majesty by some 

persons, among them a near and dear relative of 

the Queen, and afterward by the Editor, that this 

work, if made known to others, would be very in¬ 

teresting to them as well as to the Boyal Family 

and to her Majesty’s intimate friends. The Queen, 

however, said that she had no skill whatever in 
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authorship; that these were, for the most part, 

mere homely accounts of excursions near home; 

and that she felt extremely reluctant to publish 

any thing written by herself. 

To this the Editor respectfully replied that, if 

printed at all, however limited the impression, and 

however careful the selection of persons to whom 

copies might be given, some portions of the vol- 

vume, or quite as probably incorrect impressions 

of its contents, might find their way into the pub¬ 

lic journals. It would therefore, he thought, be 

better at once to place the volume within the 

reach of her Majesty’s subjects, who would, no 

doubt, derive from it pleasure similar to that 

which it had afforded to the Editor himself. 

Moreover, it would be very gratifying to her sub¬ 

jects, who had always shown a sincere and ready 

sympathy with the personal joys and sorrows of 

their Sovereign, to be allowed to know how her 

rare moments of leisure were passed in her High¬ 

land home, when every joy was heightened, and 

every care and sorrow diminished, by the loving 

companionship of the Prince Consort. With his 

memory the scenes to which this volume refers 

would always be associated. 

Upon these considerations her Majesty eventu¬ 

ally consented to its publication. 
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While the book was being printed, the Editor 

suggested that it would gain in interest if other 

extracts were added to it, describing her Majesty’s 

progresses in England, Ireland, and the Channel 

Islands. 

The Queen was pleased to assent, and the addi¬ 

tions were accordingly made. 

It will easily be seen that this little work does 

not make any pretension to be more than such a 

record of the impressions received by the Royal Au¬ 

thor in the course of these journeys as might here¬ 

after serve to recall to her own mind the scenes 

and circumstances which had been the source of 

so much pleasure. All references to political ques¬ 

tions, or to the affairs of government, have, for ob¬ 

vious reasons, been studiously omitted. The book 

is mainly confined to the natural expressions of a 

mind rejoicing in the beauties of nature, and throw¬ 

ing itself, with a delight rendered keener by the 

rarity of its opportunities, into the enjoyment of a 

life removed, for the moment, from the pressure of 

public cares. 

It would not be becoming in the Editor to 

dwell largely upon the merits of this work. He 

may, however, allude to the picturesque descrip- 
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tions of scenery in which the work abounds; to 

the simplicity of diction throughout it; and to the 

perfect faithfulness of narration which is one of its 

chief characteristics; for in every page the writer 

describes what she thinks and feels, rather than 

what she might be expected to think and feel. 

Moreover, he may point out the willingness to 

be pleased, upon which so much of the enjoyment 

of any tour depends; and also the exceeding kind¬ 

liness of feeling—the gratitude even—with which 

the Royal Tourists recognize any attention paid to 

them, or any manifestation of the cordial attach¬ 

ment felt toward them, by any of her Majesty’s 

subjects, from the highest to the humblest, whom 

they happen to meet with in the course of their 

journeys. 

The Editor thinks that he should not be doing 

justice to the Royal Author’s book—not doing 

what, if it were any other person’s work which 

was intrusted to his editing, he should do—if he 

were to forbear giving utterance to the thoughts 

which occurred to him in reference to the notes 

to the volume. 

These notes, besides indicating that peculiar 

memory for persons, and that recognition of per¬ 

sonal attachment which have been very noticeable 
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ill our sovereigns, illustrate, in a striking manner, 

the patriarchal feeling (if one may apply such a 

word as “patriarchal” to a lady) which is so 

strong in the present occupant of the throne. 

Perhaps there is no person in these realms who 

takes a more deep and abiding interest in the 

welfare of the household committed to his charge 

than our gracious Queen does in hers, or who feels 

more keenly what are the reciprocal duties of 

masters and servants. 

Nor does any one wish more ardently than her 

Majesty that there should be no abrupt severance 

of class from class, but rather a gradual blending 

together of all classes, caused by a full community 

of interests, a constant interchange of good offices, 

and a kindly respect felt and expressed by each 

class to all its brethren in the great brotherhood 

that forms a nation. 

Those whose duty it has been to attend upon 

the Queen in matters of business must have no¬ 

ticed that her Majesty, as a person well versed in 

the conduct of affair's, is wont to keep closely to 

the point at issue, and to speak of nothing but 

what is directly connected with the matter before 

her. But whenever there is an exception to this 

rule, it arises from her Majesty’s anxious desire to 

make some inquiry about the welfare of her sub- 

A 2 
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jects—to express her sympathy with this man’s 

sorrow^, or on that man’s bereavement—to ask 

what is the latest intelligence about this disaster, 

or that suffering, and what can be done to remedy 

or assuage it—thus showing, unconsciously, that 

she is, indeed, the Mother of her People, taking 

the deepest interest in all that concerns them, 

without respect of persons, from the highest to 

the lowest. 

The Editor thinks that one point of interest 

which will incidentally be disclosed by this pub¬ 

lication is the aspect of the Court in these our 

times. What would not the historian give to 

have similar materials writhin his reach when 

writing about the reigns of the great Queen Eliz¬ 

abeth or the good Queen Anne ? There is always 

something in the present which has the appear¬ 

ance of being trivial and prosaic; but the future 

historian will delight in having details before him 

furnished by this book and by the Life of the 
Prince Consortwhich will enable him fully to 

describe the reign of Victoria, and justly to appre- 

* A work which has mot with a very cordial reception 

from the public, and which, from what the Editor has seen, 

will not by any means diminish in interest as it proceeds 

to describe the full and busy life of the Prince as a man. 
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ciate the private life of a Sovereign whose public 

life will enter so largely into the annals of the 

nineteenth century. 

One more remark the Editor can not refrain 

from making, namely, that it is evident that her 

Majesty never takes for granted the services and 

attentions which are rendered to her, and which 

we all know would be rendered to her from duti¬ 

ful respect and regard, but views them as especial 

kindnesses shown to herself, and to which she 

makes no claim whatever from her exalted posi¬ 

tion as a Sovereign. 

This latter trait, very characteristic of the Royal 

Author, gives, throughout, an additional charm to 

the book, which, on that account alone, and apart 

even from its many other merits, will, the Editor 

doubts not, be gratefully and affectionately wel¬ 

comed by the public. 

London, January, 1868. 
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First Visit to Scotland. 

On Board the Royal George Yach t, 
Monday, August 29,1842. 

At five o’clock in the morning we left Windsor 

for the railroad, tlie Duchess of Norfolk, Miss Ma¬ 

tilda Paget, General Wemyss, Colonel Bouverie, 

and Mr. Anson following us. Lord Liverpool, 

Lord Morton, and Sir James Clark, who also ac¬ 

company us, had already gone on to Woolwich. 

We reached London at a quarter to six, got 

into our carriages, and arrived at Woolwich before 

seven. Albert and I immediately stepped into 

our barge. There was a large crowd to see us 

embark. The Duke of Cambridge, Lord Jersey, 

Lord Haddington, Lord Bloomfield, and Sir 

George Cockburn were present in full uniform. 

Sir George handed me into the barge. It was 

raining very hard when we got on board, and 

therefore we remained in our sitting-room. 

I annex a list of our squadron: 
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1. The ship “Pique,” 36 guns. 

2. The sloop “Daphne,” 18 guns — (both of 

which join us at the Nore). 

3. The steam vessel “Salamander” (with the 

carriages on board). 

4. The steam vessel “ Rhadamanthus” (Lord 

Liverpool and Lord Morton on board). 

5. The steam vessel “ Monkey” Tender, which 

has towed us till nine o’clock (Mr. Anson and the 

equerries on board). 

6. The steam vessel “ Shearwater,” which is 

now towing us (Sir James Clark on board). 

7. The steam vessel “ Black Eagle” (which has 

the ladies on board, and which tows us in front 

of the “ Shearwater’”). 

8. The steam vessel “Lightning” (with the 

Jager Benda, and our two dogs, “ Eos” and “ Cair- 

nach,” on board) in front, which has gone to take 

our barge on board from the “ Pique.” 

9. The steam vessel “ Fearless” (for survey). 

This composes our squadron, besides which the 

Trinity-House steamer goes with us, and also a 

packet. Innumerable little pleasure steam-boats 

have been following us covered with people. 
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Tuesday, August 30. 

We beard, to our great distress, that we bad 

only gone 58 miles since eight o’clock last nigbt. 

How annoying and provoking this is! We re¬ 

mained on deck all day lying on sofas; tbe sea 

was very rough toward evening, and I was very 

ill. We reached Flamborough Head, on the York¬ 

shire coast, by half past five. 

Wednesday, August 31. 

At five o’clock in the morning we heard, to our 

great vexation, that we had only been going three 

knots an hour in the night, and were 50 miles 

from St. Abb's Head. 
We passed Coquet Island and Bamborough 

Castle on the Northumberland coast, which I was 

unfortunately unable to see; but from my cabin 

I saw Feme Island, with Grace Darling’s light¬ 

house on it; also Rocky Islands and Holy Island. 

At half past five I went on deck, and immediate¬ 

ly lay down. We then came in sight of the 

Scotch coast, which is very beautiful, so dark, 

rocky, bold, and wild, totally unlike our coast. 

We passed St. Abb's Head at half past six. Num¬ 

bers of fishing-boats (in one of which was a piper 
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playing) and steamers full of people came out 

to meet us, and on board of one large steamer 

they danced a reel to a band. It was a beautiful 

evening, calm, with a fine sunset, and the air so 
pure. 

One can not help noticing how much longer the 

days are here than they were in England. It 

was not really dark till past eight o’clock, and on 

Monday and Tuesday evening, at Windsor, it was 
nearly dark by half past seven, quite so before 

eight. The men begged leave to dance, which 
they did to the sound of a violin played by a lit¬ 
tle sailor-boy; they also sang. 

We remained on deck till twenty-five minutes 
to nine, and saw many bonfires on the Scotch 

coast — at Dunbar — Lord Haddington’s place, 

Tyninghame, and at other points on the coast. 
We let off four rockets, and burned two blue- 

lights. It is surprising to see the sailors climb 
on the bowsprit and up to the top of the mast¬ 

head—this, too, at all times of the day and night. 

The man who carried the lantern to the main-top 

ran up with it in his mouth to the top. They are 
so handy and so well conducted. 

We felt most thankful and happy that we were 
near our journey’s end. 
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Thursday, September 1. 

At a quarter to one o’clock we heard the an¬ 

chor let down—a welcome sound. At seven we 

went on deck, where we breakfasted. Close on 

one side were Leith and the high hills towering 

over Edinburg, which was in fog; and on the 

other side was to be seen the Isle of May (where 

it is said Macduff held out against Macbeth), the 

Bass Bock being behind us. At ten minutes past 

eight we arrived at Granton Pier, where we were 

met by the Duke of Buccleuch, Sir Robert Peel, 

and others. They came on board to see us, and 

Sir Robert told us that the people were all in the 

highest good-liumor, though naturally a little dis¬ 

appointed at having waited for us yesterday. 

We then stepped over a gangway on to the pier, 

the people cheering and the Duke saying that he 

begged to be allowed to welcome us. Our ladies 

and gentlemen had landed before us, safe and 

well, and we two got into a barouche, the ladies 

and gentlemen following. The Duke, the equer¬ 

ries, and Mr. Anson rode. 

There were, however, not nearly so many peo¬ 

ple in Edinburg, though the crowd and crush 

were such that one was really continually in fear 

of accidents. More regularity and order would 
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have been preserved had there not been some 

mistake on the part of the Provost about giving 

due notice of our approach. The impression Edin¬ 

burg has made upon us is very great; it is quite 

beautiful, totally unlike any thing else I have 

seen; and, what is even more, Albert, who has 

seen so much, says it is. unlike any thing he ever 

saw; it is so regular—every thing built of mass¬ 

ive stone—there is not a brick to be seen any 

where. The High Street, which is pretty steep, 

is very fine. Then the Castle, situated on that 

grand rock in the middle of the town, is most 

striking. On the other side the Calton Hill, with 

the National Monument, a building in the Gre¬ 

cian style; Nelson's Monument; Burns's Monu¬ 
ment; the Jail; the National School, etc. — all 

magnificent buildings, and with Arthur's Seat in 

the background, overtopping the whole, form al¬ 

together a splendid spectacle. The enthusiasm 

was very great, and the people very friendly and 

kind. The Royal Archers Body Guard* met us 

* The Duke of Buccleuch told me the other day that the 

Archers Guard was established by James I., and was com¬ 

posed of men who were mounted and armed from head to 

foot, and who were bound always to be near the Sover¬ 

eign’s person. At Flodden Field, King .Tames IV.’s body, 

it is said, was found covered and surrounded by the bodies 

of the Archers Guard. 
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and walked with us the whole way through the 

town. It is composed entirely of noblemen and 

gentlemen, and they all walked close by the car¬ 

riage, but were dreadfully pushed about. Among 

them were the Duke of Roxburgh and Lord El- 

^ cho on my side, and Sir J. Hope on Albert’s side. 

Lord Elcho (whom I did not know at the time) 

pointed out the various monuments and places to 

me as we came along. When we were out of the 

town we went faster. Every cottage is built of 

stone, and so are all the walls that are used as 

fences. 

The country and people have quite a different 

character from England and the English. The 

old women wear close caps, and all the children 

and girls are barefooted. I saw several handsome 

girls and children with long hair; indeed, all the 

poor girls, from sixteen and seventeen down to 

two or three years old, have loose flowing hair— 

a great deal of it red. 

As we came along we saw Gra/igmillar Castle, 

a ruin where Mary, Queen of Scots, used to live. 

We reached Dalkeith at eleven—a large house, 

constructed of reddish stone, the greater part built 

by the Duchess of Monmouth, and the park is 

very fine and large. The house has three fronts, 

with the entrance on the left as you drive up. 



24 Life in the Highlands. 

The Duchess of Buccleuch arrived directly after 

us, and vve were shown up a very handsome stair¬ 

case to our rooms, which are very comfortable. 

We both felt dreadfully tired and giddy. 

We drove out together. The park is very 

extensive, with a beautiful view of Arthur's Seat 

and the Pentland Hills ; and there is a pretty 

drive overhanging a deep valley. At eight we 

dined — a large party. Every body was very 

kind and civil, and full of inquiries as to our 

voyage. 

Dalkeith House, Friday, September 2. 

At breakfast I tasted the oatmeal porridge, 

which I think very good, and also some of the 

“Finnan baddies.'” We then walked out. The 

pleasure-grounds seem very extensive and beauti¬ 

ful, wild and hilly. We walked down along the 

stream (the Kiver Fsk), up a steep bank to a lit¬ 

tle cottage, and came home by the upper part of 

the walk. At four o’clock we drove out with the 

Duchess of Buccleuch and the Duchess of Nor¬ 

folk—the Duke and equerries riding, the others 

in another carriage. We drove through Dal¬ 

keith, which was full of people, all running and 

cheering. 
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Albert says that many of the people look like 

Germans. The old women, with that kind of cap 

which they call a “ mutch,” and the young girls 

and children with flowing hair, and many of them 

pretty, are very picturesque ; you hardly see any 

women with bonnets. 

Such a thick “ Scotch mist” came on that we 

were obliged to drive home through the village 

of Lasswade, and through Lord Melville’s Park, 

which is very fine. 

Saturday, September 3. 

At ten o’clock we set off-—we two in the ba¬ 

rouche, all the others following—for Edinburg. 

We drove in under Arth/ur's Seat, where the 

crowd began to be very great, and here the Guard 

of Royal Archers met us; Lord Elclio walking 

near me, and the Duke of Roxburgh and Sir J. 

Hope on Albert’s side. We passed by Holyrood 

Chapel, which is very old and full of interest, and 

Ilolyrood Palace, a royal-looking old place. The 

procession moved through the Old Town up the 

High Street, which is a most extraordinary street 

from the immense height of the houses, most of 

them being eleven stories high, and different fam¬ 

ilies living in each story. Every window was 

crammed full of people. 

B 
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They showed us Knox's House, a curious old 

building, as is also the Regent Murray's House, 

which is in perfect preservation. In the Old 

Town the High Church, and St. Paul's in the 

New Town, are very fine buildings. At the bar¬ 

rier the Provost presented us with the keys. 

The girls of the Orphan Asylum, and the 

Trades in old costumes, were on a platform. Far¬ 

ther on was the New Church, to which—strange 

to say, as the church is nearly finished — they 

were going to lay the foundation-stone. We at 

length reached the Castle, to the top of which we 

walked. 

The view from both batteries is splendid, like 

a panorama in extent. We saw from them Her- 

iols Hospital, a beautiful old building, built, in 

the time of James, by a jeweler, whom Sir Walter 

Scott has made famous in his Fortunes of Nigel. 

After this, we got again into the carriages and 

proceeded in the same way as before, the pressure 

of the crowd being really quite alarming; and 

both I and Albert were quite terrified for the 

Archers Guard, who had very hard work of it, 

but were of the greatest use. They all carry a 

bow in one hand, and have their arrows stuck 

through their belts. 

Unfortunately, as soon as we were out of Ed- 
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inburg, it began to rain, and continued raining 

the whole afternoon without interruption. We 

reached Dalmeny, Lord Roseberry’s, at two o’clock. 

The park is beautiful, with the trees growing 

down to the sea. It commands a very fine view 

of the Forth, the Isle of May, the Bass Rock, and 

of Edinburg, but the mist rendered it almost im¬ 

possible to see any thing. The grounds are very 

extensive, being hill, and dale, and wood. The 

house is quite modern: Lord Roseberry built 

it, and it is very pretty and comfortable. We 

lunched there. The Roseberry’s were all civility 

and attention. We left them about half past 

three, and proceeded home through Leith. 

The view of Edinburg from the road before 

you enter Leith is quite enchanting; it is, as Al¬ 

bert said, “ fairy-like,” and what you would only 

imagine as a thing to dream of, or to see in a pic¬ 

ture. There was that beautiful large town, all of 

stone (no mingled colors of brick to mar it), with 

the bold Castle on one side, and the Colton Hill 
on the other, with those high, sharp hills of Ar¬ 

thur's Seat and Salisbury Crags towering above 

all, and making the finest, boldest background 

imaginable. Albert said he felt sure the Acropo¬ 

lis could not be finer; and I hear they sometimes 

call Edinburg “ the modern Athens.” The Arch- 
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ers Guard met us again at Leith, which is not a 

pretty town. 

The people were most enthusiastic, and the 

crowd very great. The Porters all mounted, with 

curious Scotch caps, and their horses decorated 

with flowers, had a very singular effect; but the 

fishwomen are the most striking-looking people, 

and are generally young and pretty women—very 

clean and very Dutch-looking, with their white 

caps and bright-colored petticoats. They never 

marry out of their class. 

At six we returned well tired. 

Sunday, September 4. 

We walked to see the new garden which is 

being made, and saw Mackintosh there, who was 

formerly gardener at Claremont. The view of 

Dalkeith (the village, or rather town) from thence 

is extremely picturesque, and Albert says very 

German-looking. We returned over a rough sort 

of bridge, made only of planks, which crosses the 

Msk, and which, with the ’wooded banks on each 

side, is excessively pretty. Received from Lady 

Lyttelton good accounts of our little children. At 

twelve o’clock there were prayers in the house, 

read by Mr. Ramsay, who also preached. 
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At half past four the Duchess drove me out in 

her own phaeton, with a very pretty pair of chest¬ 

nut ponies, Albert riding with the Duke and Col¬ 

onel Bouverie. We drove through parts of the 

park, through an old wood, and along the banks 

of the South Esk and the North Esk, which meet 

at a point from which there is such a beautiful 

view of the Pentland Hills. Then we drove, by 

a private road, to Neiohattle, Lord Lothian’s place. 

The park is very fine, and the house seems large; 

we got out to look at a mosi magnificent beech- 

tree. The South Esk runs close before the house, 

by a richly wooded bank. 

From thence we went to Dalhousie, Lord Dal- 

housie’s. The house is a real old Scotch castle, 

of reddish stone. We got out for a moment, 

and the Dalhousies showed us the drawing-room. 

From the window you see a beautiful wooded 

valley, and a peep of the distant hills. 

Lord Dalhousie said there had been no British 

sovereign there since Henry IV. We drove home 

by the same way that we came. The evening . 

was—as the whole day had been—clear, bright, 

and frosty, and the Moorfoot Hills (another range) 

looked beautiful as we were returning. It was 

past seven when we got home. 
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Monday, September 5. 

I held a Drawing-room at Dalkeith. to-day, in 

the gallery. The Ministers and Scotch Officers 

of State were in the room, and the Royal Archers 

were in attendance in the room and outside of it, 

like the Gentlemen-at-Arms in London. Before 

the Drawing-room I received three addresses— 

from the Lord Provost and Magistrates, from the 

Scotch Church, and from the Universities of St. 

Andreius, Glasgow, and Edinburg — to which I 

read answers. Albert received his just after I did 

mine, and read his answers beautifully. 

Tuesday, September G. 

At nine o’clock we left Dalkeith as we came. 

It was a bright, clear, cold, frosty morning. As 

we drove along we saw the Pentlands, which 

looked beautiful, as did also Arthur'''s Seat, which 

we passed quite close by. The Salisbury Crags, 

too, are very high, bold, and sharp. Before this 

we saw Oraigmillar. We passed through a back 

part of the town (which is most solidly built), 

close by HerioCs Hospital, and had a very fine 

view of the Castle. 

I forgot to say that, when we visited the Castle, 
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we saw the Regalia, which are very old and curi¬ 

ous (they were lost for one hundred years) ; also 

the room in which James VI. of Scotland and the 

First of England was horn — such a very, very 

small room, with an old prayer written on the 

wall. We had a beautiful view of Edinburg and 

the Forth. At Craigleiih (only a half-way house, 

nine miles) we changed horses. The Duke rode 

with us all the way as Lord Lieutenant of the 

county until we arrived at Dalmeny, where Lord 

Hopetoun met us and rode with us. At eleven 

we reached the South Queensferry, where we got 

out of our carriage and embarked in a little 

steamer, the ladies and gentlemen of our carriages 

going in another. We went a little way up the 

Forth to see Hopetoun House, Lord Hopetoun’s, 

which is beautifully situated between Hopetoun 

and Dalmeny. We also saw Dundas Castle, be¬ 

longing to Dundas of Dundas, and farther on, be¬ 

yond Hopetoun, Blackness Castle, famous in his¬ 

tory. On the opposite side you see a square tow¬ 

er, close to the water, called Bosyth, where Oliver 

Cromwell’s mother was said to have been born, 

and in the distance Dunfermline, where Robert 

Bruce is buried. We passed close by a very 

pretty island in the Forth, with an old castle on 

it, called Inchgarvie ; and we could see the Forth 
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winding beautifully, and had a distant glimpse of 

Edinburg and its fine Castle. We landed safely 

on the other side at North Queensferry, and got 

into our carriages. Captain Wemyss, elder broth¬ 

er to General Wemyss, rode with us all the way 

beyond Cowdenbeath (eight miles). The first vil¬ 

lage we passed through on leaving the Queens¬ 

ferry was Inverkeithi/ng. We passed by Sir P. 

Durham’s property. 

We changed horses at Cowdenbeath. At a 

quarter past one wre entered Kinross-shire. Soon 

after, the countiy grew prettier, and the hills ap¬ 

peared again, partly wooded. We passed Loch 

Leven, and saw the castle on the lake from which 

poor Queen Mary escaped. There the country is 

rather flat, and the hills are only on one side. We 

changed horses next at Kinross. Soon after this, 

the mountains, which are rather barren, began‘to 

appear. Then we passed the valley of Glen Farg ; 

the hills are very high on each side, and complete¬ 

ly wooded down to the bottom of the valley, 

where a small stream runs on one side of the road 

—it is really lovely. 

On leaving this valley you come upon a beauti¬ 

ful view of Strathearn and Moncrieffe Hill. We 

were then in Perthshire. We changed horses next 

at the Fridge of Earn (12 miles). At half past 
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three we reached Dupplin, Lord Kinnoull’s. All 

the time the views of the hills, and dales, and 

streams were lovely. The last part of the road 

very bad traveling, up and down hill. Dupplin 

is a very fine modern house, with a very pretty 

view of the hills on one side, and a small water¬ 

fall close in front of the house. A battalion of 

the 42d Highlanders was drawn up before the 

house, and the men looked very handsome in their 

kilts. We each received an address from the no¬ 

bility and gentry of the county, read by Lord 

Kinnoull; and from the Provost and Magistrates 

of Perth. We then lunched. The Willoughby s, 

Kinnairds, Ruthvens, and Lord Mansfield, and one 

of his sisters, with others, were there. After lunch¬ 

eon we walked a little way in the grounds, and 

then at five o’clock we set off again. We very 

soon came upon Perth, the situation of which is 

quite lovely; it is on the Tciy, with wooded hills 

skirting it entirely on one side, and hills are seen 

again in the distance, the river winding beautifully. 

Albert was charmed, and said it put him in mind 

of the situation of Basle. The town itself (which 

is very pretty) was immensely crowded, and the 

people very enthusiastic; triumphal arches had 

been erected in various places. The Provost pre¬ 

sented me with the keys, and Albert with the 

B 2 
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freedom of the city. Two miles beyond is Scone 
(Lord Mansfield’s), a fine-looking house of reddish 

stone. 

Lord Mansfield and the Dowager Lady Mans¬ 

field received us at the door, and took us to our 

rooms, which were very nice. 

Wednesday, September 7. 

We walked out, and saw the mound on which 

the ancient Scotch kings were always crowned; 

also the old arch with James VL’s arms, and the 

old cross, which is very interesting. 

Before our windows stands a sycamore - tree 

planted by James VI. A curious old book was 

brought to us from Perth, in which the last signa¬ 

tures are those of James I. (of England) and of 

Charles I., and we were asked to write our names 

in it, and we did so. Lord Mansfield told me yes¬ 

terday that there were some people in the town 

who wore the identical dresses that had been worn 

in Charles I.’s time. At eleven o’clock we set off 

as before. We drove through part of Perth, and 

had a very fine view of Scone. A few miles on, 

we passed the field of battle of Luncarty, where 

tradition says the Danes were beaten by Lord Ej*- 

roll’s ancestor. We also passed Lord Lynedoch’s 
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property. We then changed horses at the “ New 

Inn” at Auchtergaven. The Grampians came now 
distinctly into view; they are, indeed, a grand 
range of mountains. 

To the left we saw Tullybugles, where it is said 
the Druids used to sacrifice to Bel; there are a 

few trees on the top of the mountain. 

To the left, but more immediately before us, we 

saw Birnam, where once stood Birnam Wood, so 
renowned in Macbeth. We passed a pretty shoot¬ 

ing place of Sir W. Stewart’s, called Bohallion, 

nearly at the foot of Birnam. To the right we 

saw the Stormont and Strathtay. Albert said, as 
we came along between the mountains, that to the 

right, where they were wooded, it was very like 
Thuringen, and on the left more like Switzerland. 

Murthly, to the right, which belongs to Sir W. 

Stewart, is in a very flue situation, with the Tay 
winding under the hill. This lovely scenery con¬ 

tinues all along to JDunJceld. Lord Mansfield rode 

' -with us the whole way. 
Just outside Dunkeld, before a triumphal arch, 

Lord Glenlyon’s Highlanders, with halberds, met 

us, and formed our guard—a piper playing be¬ 
fore us. Dunkeld is beautifully situated, in a 

narrow valley, on the banks of the Tay. We 
drove in to where the Highlanders were all drawn 

o 
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up, in the midst of their encampments, and where 

a tent was prepared for us to lunch in. Poor Lord 

Glenlyon received us; but he had suddenly be¬ 

come totally blind, which is dreadful for him. 

He was led about by his wife; it was veiy mel¬ 

ancholy. His blindness was caused by over-fa¬ 

tigue. The Dowager Lady Glenlyon, the Mans¬ 

fields, Kinnoulls, Buccleuchs, and many others, 

were there. We walked down the ranks of the 

Highlanders, and then partook of luncheon ; the 

piper played, and one of the Highlanders* danced 

the “sword dance.” (Two swords crossed are 

laid upon the ground, and the dancer has to dance 

across them without touching them.) Some of 

the others danced a reel. 

At a quarter to four we left Durikeld as we 

came, the Highland Guard marching with us till 

we reached the outside of the town. The drive 

was quite beautiful all the way to Tayviouth.\ 

* Charlie Christie, now steward to the present Dowager 

Duchess of Athole. 

f I revisited Taymouth last autumn, on the 3d of October, 

from Dunkeld (incognita), with Louise, the Dowager Duch¬ 

ess of At hole, and Miss Mac Gregor. As we could not have 

driven through the grounds without asking permission, and 

we did not wish to be known, we decided upon not attempt¬ 

ing to do so, and contented ourselves with getting out at a 

gate close to a small fort, into which we were led by a worn- 
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The two highest hills of the range on each side 

are (to the left, as you go on after leaving Bun- 

Iceld') Craig-y-Barns and (to the right, imme¬ 

diately above Dunkeld) Craigvinean. The Tag 
winds along beautifully, and the hills are richly 

wooded. We changed horses first at Balance 
gard (nine miles), to which place Captain Mur¬ 

ray, Lord Glenlyon’s brother, rode with us. The 

hills grew higher and higher, and Albert said it 

was very Swiss-looking in some parts. High 

ribbed mountains appeared in the distance, high¬ 

er than any we have yet seen. This was near 

Aberfeldy (nine miles), which is charmingly situ¬ 

ated and the mountains very lofty. At a quarter 

to six we reached Taymouth. At the gate a 

guard of Highlanders, Lord Breadalbane’s men, 

an from the gardener’s house, near to which we had stop¬ 

ped, and who had no idea who we were. 

We got out, and looked from this height down upon the 

house below, the mist having cleared away sufficiently to 

show us every thing; and then, unknown, quite in private, 

I gazed—not without deep emotion—on the scene of our 

reception twenty-four years ago, by dear Lord Breadalbane, 

in a princely style, not to be equaled in grandeur and poetic 

effect. 

Albert and I were then only twenty-three, young and 

happy. How many are gone that were with us then ! 

I was very thankful to have seen it again. 

It seemed unaltered—1866. 



88 Life in the Highlands. 

met us. Taymouth lies in a valley surrounded 

by very high, wooded bills; it is most beautiful. 

The bouse is a kind of castle, built of granite. 

Tbe coup-cTceil was indescribable. There were a 

number of Lord Breadalbane’s Highlanders, all 

in tbe Campbell tartan, drawn up in front of tbe 

bouse, with Lord Breadalbane himself in a High¬ 

land dress at their bead, a few of Sir Neil Menzies’ 

men (in tbe Menzies red and white tartan), a 

number of pipers playing, and a company of tbe 

92d Highlanders, also in kilts. Tbe firing of the 

guns, the cheering of tbe great crowd, the pic¬ 

turesqueness of tbe dresses, tbe beauty of the sur¬ 

rounding country, with its rich background of 

wooded bills, altogether formed one of tbe finest 

scenes imaginable. It seemed as if a great chief 

taih in olden feudal times was receiving bis sov¬ 

ereign. It was princely and romantic. Lord and 

Lady Breadalbane took us up stairs, tbe ball and 

stairs being lined with Highlanders. 

Tbe Gothic staircase is of stone and very fine; 

tbe whole of the bouse is newly and exquisitely 

furnished. Tbe drawing-room, especially, is splen¬ 

did. Thence you go into a passage and a library, 

which adjoins our private apartments. They 

showed us two sets of apartments, and we chose 

those which are on the right hand of the corridor 
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or anteroom to the library. At eight we dined. 

Staying in the house, besides ourselves, are the 

Buccleuchs and the two Ministers, the Duchess of 

Sutherland and Lady Elizabeth Leveson Gower, 

the Abercorns, Roxburghs, Kinnoulls, Lord Laud¬ 

erdale, Sir Anthony Maitland, Lord Lome, the 

Fox Maules, Belhavens, Mr. and Mrs. William 

Russell, Sir J. and Lady Elizabeth, and the Misses 

Pringle, and two Messrs. Baillie, brothers of Lady 

Breadalbane. The dining-room is a fine room in 

Gothic style, and has never been dined in till this 

day. Our apartments also are inhabited for the 

first time. After dinner the gardens were most 

splendidly illuminated—a whole chain of lamps 

along the railings, and on the ground was written 

in lamps, “ Welcome Victoria—Albert.” 

A small fort, which is up in the woods, was il¬ 

luminated, and bonfires were burning on the tops 

of the hills. I never saw any thing so fairy-like. 

There were some pretty fireworks, and the whole 

ended by the Highlanders dancing reels, which 

they do to perfection, to the sound of the pipes, 

by torchlight, in front of the house. It had a 

wild and very gay effect. 
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Taymouth, Thursday, September 8. 

Albert went off at half past nine o’clock to 

shoot with Lord Breadalbane. I walked out with 
the Duchess of Norfolk along a path overlooking 

the Tay, which is very clear, and ripples and foams 

along over the stones, the high mountains form¬ 

ing such a rich background. We got up to the 
dairy, which is a kind of Swiss cottage, built of 

quartz, very clean and nice. From the top of it 
there is a very pretty view of Loch Tay. 

We returned home by the way we came. It 

rained the whole time, and very hard for a little 

while. Albert .returned at half past three- He 
had had excellent sport, and the trophies of it 

were spread out before the house—nineteen roe¬ 
deer, several hares and pheasants, and three brace 

of grouse; there was also a capercailzie that had 

been wounded, and which I saw afterward — a 
magnificent large bird. 

Albert had been near Aberfeldy, and had to 

shoot and walk the -whole way back, Lord Bread¬ 

albane himself beating, and 300 Highlanders out 

We went out at five, with Lady Breadalbane and 
the Duchess of Sutherland; we saw part of Loch 

Tay, and drove along the banks of the Tay under 
fine trees, and saw Lord Breadalbane’s American 

buffaloes. 
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Friday, September 9. 

Albert off again ‘after nine o’clock, to shoot. 

Soon after he left I walked out with the Duchess 

of Norfolk across the iron bridge, and along a 

grass walk overhanging the Toy. 

Two of the Highland Guard (they were sta¬ 

tioned at almost every gate in the park) followed 

us, and it looked like olden times to see them 

with their swords drawn. 

We then walked to a loda;e on the same road. 

A fat, good-humored little woman, about forty 

years old, cut some flowers for each of us, and the 

Duchess gave her some money, saying,“From her 

Majesty.” I never saw any one more surprised 

than she was; she, however, came up to me, and 

said very warmly that my people were delighted 

to see me in Scotland. It came on to rain very 

heavily soon afterward, but we walked on. We 

saw a woman in the river, with her dress tucked 

up almost to her knees, washing potatoes. 

The rain ceased just as we came home, but it 

went on pouring frequently. Albert returned at 

twenty minutes to three, having had very hard 

work on the moors, wading up to his knees in 

bogs every now and then, and had killed nine 

brace of grouse. We lunched; then we went to 
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the drawing-room, and saw from the window the 

Highlanders dancing reels; but, unfortunately, it 

rained the whole time. There were nine pipers 

at the castle; sometimes one, and sometimes three 

played. They always played about breakfast¬ 

time, again during the morning at luncheon, and 

also whenever we went in and out; again before 

dinner, and during most of dinner-time. We both 

have become quite fond of the bagpipes. 

At a quarter past five we drove out with the 

Duchess of Buccleucli and the Duchess of Suth¬ 

erland (poor Lady Breadalbane not being very 

well), Lord Breadalbane riding the whole time 

before us. We took a most beautiful drive, first 

of all along part of the lake and between the hills 

— such thorough mountain scenery — and with 

little huts, so low, so full of peat smoke, that one 

could hardly see any thing for smoke. We saw 

Ben Lawers, which is said to be 4000 feet high, 

very well; and farther on, quite in the distance, 

Ben More — also the Glenlyon, and the River 

Lyon, and many fine glens. It was quite dark 

when we came home at half past seven. At 

eight we dined; Lord and Lady Ruthven and 

Lord and Lady Duncan dined here. After din¬ 

ner came a number of people, about ninety, and 

there was a ball. It opened with a quadrille, 
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which I danced with Lord Breadalbane, and Al¬ 

bert with the Duchess of Buccleuch. A number 

of reels were danced, which it was very amusing 

and pretty to see. 

Saturday, September 10. 

We walked to the dairy and back—a fine 

bright morning; the weather the two preceding 

days had been very unfortunate. I drove a little 

way with Lady Breadalbane, the others walking, 

and then got out, and each of us planted two 

trees, a fir and an oak. We got in again, and 

drove with the whole party down to the lake, 

where we embarked. Lady Breadalbane, the 

Duchess of Sutherland, and Lady Elizabeth went 

by land, but all the others went in boats. With 

us were Lord Breadalbane, and the Duchess of 

Norfolk and Duchess of Buccleuch ; and two pip¬ 

ers sat on the bow and played very often. I have 

since been reading in The Lady of the Lake, and 

this passage reminds me of our voyage: 

“ See the proud pipers on the bow, 
And mark the gaudy streamers flow 
From their loud chanters down, and sweep 
The furrow’d bosom of the deep, 
As, rushing through the lake amain, 
They plied the ancient Highland strain.” 
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Our row of 16 miles up Loch Tay to Auchmore, 
a cottage ot Lord Breadalbane’s, near the end of 

the lake, was the prettiest thing imaginable. We 

saw the splendid scenery to such great advantage 

on both sides—Ben Lowers, with small waterfalls 

descending its sides, amid other high mountains 

wooded here and there; with Kenrnore in the dis¬ 

tance; the view, looking back, as the loch winds, 

was most beautiful. The boatmen sang two Gae¬ 

lic boat-songs, very wild and singular; the lan¬ 

guage so guttural, and yet so soft. Captain Mc- 

Dougall, who steered, and who is the head of the 

McDougalls, showed us the real “brooch of Lorn,” 

which was taken by his ancestor from Robert 

Bruce in a battle. The situation of Auchmoi'e is 

exquisite; the trees, growing so beautifully down 

from the top of the mountains, quite into the 

water, and the mountains all round, make it an 

enchanting spot. We landed and lunched in the 

cottage, which is a very nice little place. The day 

was very fine; the Highlanders were there again. 

We left Auchmore at twenty minutes past three, 

having arrived there at a quarter before three. 

The kindness and attention to us of Lord and of 

Lady Breadalbane (who is very delicate) were un¬ 

bounded. We passed Killin, where there is a 

mountain stream running over large stones, and 

forming waterfalls. 
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Tlie country we came to now was very wild, 

beginning at Glen Dochart, through which the 

Dochart flows; nothing but moors and very high 

rocky mountains. We came to a small lake 

called, I think, Laragilly, amid the wildest and 

finest scenery we had yet seen. Glen Ogle, which 

is a sort of long pass, putting one in mind of the 

prints of the Kyher Pass, the road going for some 

way down hill and up hill, through these very 

high mountains, and the escort in front looking 

like mere specks from the great height. We also 

saw Ben Voirlich. At Loch Earn Head we 

changed horses. Lord Breadalbane rode with us 

the whole way up to this point, and then he put 

his Factor (in Highland dress) up behind our car¬ 

riage. It came on to rain, and rained almost the 

whole of the rest of the time. We passed along 

Loch Earn, which is a veiy beautiful long lake 

skirted by high mountains, but is not so long or 

so large as Loch Tay. Just as we turned and 

went by St.Fillans, the view of the lake was very 

fine. There is a large detached rock with rich 

verdure on it, which is very striking. 

We also saw Glenartney, the mountain on 

which Lord Willoughby has his deer forest. We 

passed by Sir D. Dundas’s place, Dunira, before 

we changed horses at Comrie, for the last time, 
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and then by Mr. Williams’s, and by Ochtertyre, 
Sir W. Keith Murray’s. 

Triumphal arches were erected in many places. 

We passed through Crieff, and a little past seven 

reached Drummond Castle, by a very steep ascent. 

Lord Willoughby received us at the door, and 

showed us to our rooms, which are small, but nice. 

Besides Lord and Lady Willoughby and the two 

Misses Willoughby, and our own people, the din¬ 

ner-party was composed of the Duchess of Suth¬ 

erland and Lady Elizabeth L. Gower, Lord and 

Lady Carington, Mr. and Mrs. Ileathcote, the Duke 

de Richelieu, Lord Ossulston, Mr. Drummond, and 

the officers of the Guard. 

Drummond Castle, Sunday, September 11. 

We walked in the garden, which is really very 

fine, with terraces, like an old French garden. 

Part of the old castle and the archway remains. 

At twelve o’clock we had prayers in the draw¬ 

ing-room, which were read by a young clergyman, 

who preached a good sermon. 

It poured the whole afternoon, and, after writ¬ 

ing, I read to Albert the three first cantos of The 

Lay of the Last Minstrel, which delighted us both ; 

and then we looked over some curious, fine old 
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prints by Ridinger. At eight we dined. The 

Duchess of Sutherland and Lady Elizabeth had 

gone; but Lord and Lady Abercorn and Lord 

and Lady Kmnoull and their daughter added to 

the party. 

Monday, September 12. 

Albert got up at five o’clock to go out deer¬ 

stalking. I walked out with the Duchess of 

Norfolk. 

All the Highlanders (Lord "Willoughby’s peo¬ 

ple, 110 in number) were drawn up in the court, 

young Mr. Willoughby and Major Drummond be¬ 

ing at their head, and I walked round with Lady 

Willoughby. All the arms they wore belonged 

to Lord Willoughby; and there was one double- 

liilted sword which had been at the battle of 

Bannockburn. I hear that at Dunkeld there were 

nearly 900 Highlanders, 500 being Athole men ; 

and, altogether, with the various Highlanders who 

were on guard, there were 1000 men. 

At length—a little before three—to my joy, 

Albert returned, dreadfully sunburnt, and a good 

deal tired; he had shot a stag. He said the ex¬ 

ertion and difficulty were very great. He had 

changed his dress at a small farm-house. Glen- 
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cirt-riey is ten miles from Drummond Castle; he 

drove there. Campbell of Monzie (pronounced 

“ Monie”), a young gentleman who has a place 

near here, went with him, and was, Albert said, 

extremely active. To give some description of 

this curious sport, I will copy an extract from a 

letter Albert has written to Charles,* giving a 

short account of it: 

“Without doubt deer-stalking is one of the 

most interesting of pursuits. There is not a tree 

or a bush behind which you can hide yourself. . . 

One has, therefore, to be constantly on the alert 

in order to circumvent them, and to keep under 

the hill out of their wind, crawling on hands and 

knees, and dressed entirely in gray.” 

At half past four we drove out with Lady Wil¬ 

loughby and the Duchess of Buccleuch. We drove 

through Fern Tower (belonging to the widow of 

the first Sir D. Baird), where we stopped the car¬ 

riage ; then to Abercaimy, Major Moray’s. We 

got out there a moment to look at the very fine 

house he is building, then drove home by Monzie 

(Campbell of Monzie’s) and Sir W. Murray’s, and 

had a very good view of the Highland hills—a 

very fine day. At eight we dined. The Belha- 

vens, Seftons, Cravens, Campbell of Monzie, and 

* My half-brother, Prince Leiningen, who died in 1850. 
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various others, composed the party. After dinner 

more people came—several in kilts; and many 

reels were danced: Campbell of Monzie is an ex¬ 

ceedingly good dancer. We danced one country 

dance—I with Lord Willoughby, and Albert with 

Lady Carington. 

Tuesday, September 13. 

We had to start early, and therefore got up 

soon after seven o’clock; breakfast before eight. 

At nine we set off. The morning was very foggy 

and hazy. We passed near Lord Strathallan’s 

place, and stopped for a moment where old Lady 

Strathallan was seated. Lord Willoughby rode 

with us the whole way till we arrived here. Soon 

after this we came to a very extraordinary Roman 

encampment at Ardoch, called the “ Lindrum.” 

Albert got out, but I remained in the carriage, 

and Major Moray showed it to him. They say it 

is one of the most perfect in existence. 

We changed horses at Greenbaning, and passed 

through Dunblane. At twelve o’clock we reached 

Stirling, where the crowd was quite fearful, and 

the streets so narrow that it was most alarming; 

and order was not very well kept. Up to the 

Castle, the road or street is dreadfully steep: we 

C 
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had a foot procession before us the whole way, 

and the heat was intense. The situation of the 

Castle is extremely grand; but I prefer that of 

Edinburg Castle. Old Sir Archibald Christie ex¬ 

plained every thing to us very well. We were 

shown the room where James II. killed Douglas, 

and the window out of which he was thrown. 

The ceiling is most curious. A skeleton was found 

in the garden only twenty-five years ago, and there 

appears to be little doubt it was Douglas’s. From 

the terrace the view is very extensive, but it was 

so thick and hazy that we could not see the High¬ 

land hills well. . Sir A. Christie showed us the 

field of the battle of Bannockburn / and the 

“ Knoll,” close under the walls of the Castle, from 

which the ladies used to watch the tournaments: 

all the embankments yet remain. We also saw 

Knox’s pulpit. 

We next passed through Falkirk, and changed 

horses at Callander Park, Mr. Forbes’s, both he 

and Sir Michael Bruce having ridden with us 

from beyond Stirling. We passed Lord Zetland 

on the road, and shortly after reaching Linlith¬ 

gow, where we changed horses, Lord Ilopetoun 

met us. Unfortunately, we did not see the Palace, 

which, I am told, is well worth seeing. The Duke 

of Buccleuch met us soon after this, and, accompa- 
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nied by a large number of bis tenants, rode with 

us on horseback to Dalkeith. We changed horses 

at Kirkliston, and lastly at the outskirts of Edin- 

bvn'g. There were a good many people assembled 

at Edinburg ; but we were unable to stop. We 

reached Dalkeith at half past five. 

The journey was 65 miles, and. I was very tired, 

and felt most happy that we had safely arrived 

here. 

Dalkeith, Wednesday, September 14. 

This is our last day in Scotland/ it is really a 

delightful country, and I am very sorry to leave 

it. We walked out and saw the fine green-house 

the Duke has built, all in stone, in the Renaissance 

style. At half past three o’clock we went out 

with the Duchess of Buccleucli, only Colonel Bou- 

verie riding with us. We drove through Melville 
Pan'k, and through one of the little collier villages 

(of which there are a great many about Dalkeith), 

called Loanhead, to Rosslyn. 

We got out at the chapel, which is in excellent 

preservation; it wras built in the fifteenth century, 

and the architecture is exceedingly rich. It is the 

burying-place of the family of Lord Rosslyn, who 

keeps it in repair. Twenty Barons of Rosslyn are 
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buried there in armor. A great crowd had col¬ 

lected about the chapel when we came out of it. 

From Hosslyn we then drove to Hawthornden, 

which is also beautifully situated at a great height 

above the river. To our great surprise we found 

an immense crowd of people there, who must have 

run over from Hosslyn to meet us. 

We got out, and went down into some of the 

very curious caves in the solid rock, where Sir 

Alexander Ramsay and his brave followers con¬ 

cealed themselves, and held out for so long a time. 

The Duchess told us there were many of these 

caves all along the river to Hosslyn. 

We came home through Bonnyrigg, another 

collier village, and through Dalkeith. 

Thursday, /September 15. 

We breakfasted at half past seven o’clock, and 

at eight we set off, with the Duchess of Buccleuch, 

Lord Liverpool, and Lord Hardwicke following. 

The ladies and equerries had embarked earlier. 

The day was very bright and fine. The arrange¬ 

ments in Edinburg, through which we had to 

pass, were extremely well managed, and excellent 

order was kept. We got out of the carriage on 

the pier, and went at once on board the “ Tri- 
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dent,” a large steam-boat belonging to tbe Gener¬ 

al Steam Navigation Company. The Duke and 

Duchess of Buccleuch, Lady J. Scott, the Emlyns, 

Lord Cawdor, and Lady M. Campbell, came on 

board with us, and we then took leave of them. 

W i both thanked the Duke and Duchess for their 

extreme kindness, attention, and hospitality to us, 

which really were very great—indeed, we had felt 

ourselves quite at home at Dalkeith. 

As the fair shores of Scotland receded more and 

more from our view, we felt quite sad that this 

very pleasant and interesting tour was over; but 

we shall never forget it. 

On board the “ Trident” (where the accommo¬ 

dation for us was much larger and better than on 

board the “ Royal George,” and which was beau¬ 

tifully fitted up) were Admiral Sir E. Bruce, a 

pleasant old man, Commander Bullock, and three 

other officers. The “Rhadamanthus,” with some 

servants and carriages, set off last night, as well as 

the “ Shearwater,” with Lord Liverpool and Lord 

Ilardwicke on board. 

The “ Salamander” (with Mr. and Mrs. Anson 

on board), the “Fearless,” and the “Royal George” 

yacht set off at the same time with us, but the 

wind being against us, we soon lost sight of the 

yacht, and, not very long after, of all our steam- 
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ers except the “ Monarch,” which belongs to the 

General Steam Navigation Company, and had 

some of our horses on board. It started nearly 

at the same time, and was the only one which 

could keep up with us. We passed Tantallon 

Castle, a grand old ruin on the coast, and quite 

close to the Bass Bock, which is very fine, and 

nearly opposite Tantallon. It was entirely cov¬ 

ered with sea-gulls and island geese, which swarm 

in thousands and thousands, quite whitening its 

sides, and hovering above and around it. 

At two o’clock we passed the famed St. Ahh\s 

Head, which we had so longed to see on our first 

voyage to Scotland. I read a few stanzas out of 

Marmion, giving an account of the voyage of the 

nuns to Holy Island, and saw the ruins of the 

convent on it; then Bamborough Castle, and a 

little farther on the Feme Islands. We were 

very sorry to hear that poor Grace Darling had 

died the night before we passed the first time. 

Friday, September 16. 

We heard that we had passed Flamborough 

Head at half past five in the morning. The 

“ Black Eagle” we passed at half past eight last 

night, and we could only just see her smoke by 
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the time we came on deck. At half past nine 

I followed Albert on deck; it was a fine, bright 

morning. We had some coffee, and walked about; 

we were then quite in the open sea; it was very 

fine all day. At five we were close to the “ Rhad- 

amanthus,” which had been in sight all day. We 

had a very pleasant little dinner on deck, in a 

small tent made of flags, at half past five. We 

passed Yarmouth at about a quarter to six—very 

flat — and looking, Albert said, like a Flemish 

town. We walked up and down on deck, ad¬ 

miring the splendid moonlight, which was reflect¬ 

ed so beautifully on the sea. 

We went below at half past seven, and I read 

the fourth and fifth cantos of The Lay of the Last 
Minstrel to Albert, and then we played on the 

piano. 

Saturday, September 17. 

At three o’clock in the morning we were 

awakened by loud guns, which, however, were 

welcome sounds to us, as we knew that we were 

at the Nore, the entrance of the river. About 

six we heard the “ Rliadamanthus” had just pass¬ 

ed us, and they said we were lying off Southend, 

in order to let the “Black Eagle” come up. It 

was a very bright day, though a little hazy. 
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The shipping in the river looked very pretty 

as we passed along. At ten minutes past ten we 

got into the barge and landed. The Duchess of 

Norfolk and Miss Matilda Paget and the equer¬ 

ries were all there, but the others we knew noth¬ 

ing of. Sir James Clark had been on board the 

“Trident” with us. We drove off at once to the 

railway terminus, and reached Windsor Castle at 

half past twelve o’clock. 

Visit to Blair Athole. 

Monday, September 9,1844. 

We got up at a quarter to six o’clock. We 

breakfasted. Mamma came to take leave of us; 

Alice and the baby* were brought in, poor little 

things, to wish us “good-by.” Then good Bertief 

came down to see us, and Vicky % appeared as 

“voyageuse,” and was all impatience to go. At 

seven we set off with her for the railroad, Vis- 

* Prince Alfred, then only five weeks old. 

f Name by which the Prince of Wales is always called 

in his family. 

J Victoria, Princess Royal. 
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countess Canning and Lady Caroline Cocks in 

our carriage. A very wet morning. We got 

into the carriage again at Paddington, and pro¬ 

ceeded to Woolwich, which we reached at nine. 

Vicky was safely put into the boat, and then 

carefully carried on deck of the yacht by Ren- 

wick,* the sergeant-footman, whom we took with 

us in the boat on purpose. Lord Liverpool, Lord 

Aberdeen, and Sir James Clark met us on board. 

Sir Robert Peel was to have gone with us, but 

could not, in consequence of his little girl being 

very ill. 

Blair Athole, Wednesday, September 11. 

At six o’clock we inquired and heard that we 

were in the port of Dundee. Albert saw our oth¬ 

er gentlemen, who had had a very bad passage. 

Tuesday night they had a dreadful storm. Dun¬ 

dee is a very large place, and the port is large and 

open ; the situation of the town is very fine, but 

the town itself is not so. The Provost and peo¬ 

ple had come on board, and wanted us to land 

later, but we got this satisfactorily arranged. At 

half past eight we got into our barge with Vicky, 

* Now pensioned: promoted to Gentleman Porter in 

1854. A very good servant, and a native of Galashiels. 

C 2 
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and our ladies and gentlemen. The sea was 

bright and blue; the boat danced along beauti¬ 

fully. We had about a quarter of a mile to row. 

A staircase, covered with red cloth, was arranged 

for us to land upon, and there were a great many 

people; but every thing was so well managed that 

all crowding was avoided, and only the Magis¬ 

trates were below the platform where the people 

were. Albert walked up the steps with me, I 

holding his arm and Vicky his hand, amid the 

loud cheers of the people, all the way to the car¬ 

riage, our dear Vicky behaving like a grown-up 

person—not put out, nor frightened, nor nervous. 

We got into our post-chaise, and at the same time 

Renwick took Vicky up in his arms and put her 

in the next carriage with her governess and nurse. 

There was a great crowd in Dundee, but every 

thing was very well managed, and there would 

have been no crowding at all, had not, as usual, 

about twenty people begun to run along with the 

carriage, and thus forced a number of others to 

follow. About three miles beyond Dundee we 

stopped at the gate of Lord Camperdown’s place: 

here a triumphal arch had been erected, and Lady 

Camperdown, and Lady Duncan and her little 

boy, with others, were all waiting to welcome us, 

and were very civil and kind. The little boy, 
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beautifully dressed in the Highland dress, was 

carried to Vicky, and gave her a basket with fruit 

and flowers. I said to Albert I could hardly be¬ 

lieve that 6ur child was traveling with us—it put 

me so in mind of myself when I was the “ little 

Princess.” Albert observed that it was always 

said that parents lived them lives over again in 

their children, which is a very pleasant feeling. 

The country from here to Cupar Angus is very 

well cultivated, and you see hills in the distance. 

The harvest is only now being got in, but is very 

good, and every thing much greener than in En¬ 
gland. Nothing could be quieter than our jour¬ 

ney, and the scenery is so beautiful! It is very 

different from England: all the houses built of 

stone; the people so different—sandy hair, high 

cheek-bones; children with long shaggy hair, and 

bare legs and feet; little boys in kilts. Near Dun- 

keld, and also as you get more into the Highlands, 
there are prettier faces. Those jackets which the 

girls wear are so pretty; all the men and women, 

as well as the children, look very healthy. 

Cupar Angus is a small place—a village—14 

miles from Dundee. There you enter Perthshire. 
We crossed the River Isla, which made me think 

of my poor little dog “ Isla.” For about five or 

six miles we went along a very pretty but rough 
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cross-road, with the Grampians in the distance. 

We saw Birnam Wood and Sir W. Stewart’s 

place in that fine valley on the opposite side of 

the river. All along such splendid scenery, and 

Albert enjoyed it so much—rejoicing in the beau¬ 

ties of nature, the sight of mountains, and the 

pure air. 

The peeps of Dunlceld, with the Kiver Tay deep 

in the bottom, and the view of the bridge and ca¬ 

thedral, surrounded by the high wooded hills, as 

you approached it, were lovely in the extreme. 

We got out at an inn (which wras small, but very 

clean) at Dunlceld, and stopped to let Vicky have 

some broth. Such a charming view from the win¬ 

dow ! Vicky stood and bowed to the people out 

of the window. There never was such a good 

traveler as she is, sleeping in the carriage at her 

usual times, not put out, not frightened at noise 

or crowds, but pleased and amused. She never 

heard the anchor go at night on board ship, but 

slept as sound as a top. 

Shortly after leaving Dunlceld, which is 20 miles 

from Blair, and 15 from Cupar Angus, we met 

Lord Glenlyon in a carriage; he jumped out, and 

rode with us the*whole wray to Blair—and a most 

beautiful road it is. Six miles on, in the woods 

to the left, we could see Kinnaird House, where 
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the late Lady Glenlyon (Lord Glenlyon’s mother, 

who died about two or three months ago) used 

to live. Then we passed the point of Logierait, 
where there are the remains of an ancient castle 

—the old Regality Court of the Dukes of Athole. 

At Moulinearn we tasted some of the “Athole 
brose,” which was brought to the carriage. 

We passed Pitloclirie, a small village, Faskally, 
a very pretty place of Mr. Butter’s, to the left, and 

then came to the Pass of Killieoranhie, which is 

quite magnificent; the road winds along it, and 

you look down a great height, all wooded on both 

sides, the Garry rolling below it. I can not de¬ 

scribe how beautiful it is. Albert was in perfect 

ecstasies. Lade, Mr. Mclnroy’s, to the right, is 

very pretty. Blair Athole is only four or five 

miles from the Killiecrankie Pass. Lord Glen¬ 

lyon has had a new approach made. The house 

is a large plain white building, surrounded by 

high hills, which one can see from the windows. 

Lord and Lady Glenlyon, with their little boy, 

received us at the door, and showed us to our 

rooms, and then left us. 
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Blair Castle, Blair Athole, ) 

Thursday, September 12. j 
We took a delightful walk of two hours. Im¬ 

mediately near the house the scenery is very 

wild, which is most enjoyable. The moment you 

step out of the house you see those splendid hills 

all round. We went to the left through some 

neglected pleasure-grounds, and then through the 

wood, along a steep winding path overhanging 

the rapid stream. These Scotch streams, full of 

stones, and clear as glass, are most beautiful: the 

peeps between the trees, the depth of the shadows, 

the mossy stones, mixed with slate, -etc., which 

cover the banks, are lovely; at every turn you 

have a picture. We were up high, but could not 

get to the top; Albert in such delight; it is a 

happiness to see him, he is in such spirits. We 

came back by a higher drive, and then went to the 

Factor’s house, still higher up, where Lord and 

Lady Glenlyon are living, having given Blair up 

to us. We walked on to a corn-field where a 

number of women were cutting and reaping the 

oats (“ shearing” as they call it in Scotland'), with 

a splendid view of the hills before us, so rural and 

romantic, so unlike our daily Windsor walk (de¬ 

lightful as that is); and this chancre does such 
' O 
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good—as Albert observes, it refreshes one for a 

long time. We then went into the kitchen-garden, 

and to a walk from which there is a magnificent 

view. This mixture of great wildness and art is 

perfection. 

At a little before four o’clock Albert drove me 

out in the pony phaeton till nearly six—such a 

drive! Really to be able to sit in one’s pony 

carriage, and to see such wild, beautiful scenery 

as we did, the farthest point being only five miles 

from the house, is an immense delight. We drove 

along Glen Tilt, through a wood overhanging the 

River Tilt, which joins the Garry, and as we left 

the wood we came upon such a lovely view— 

Ben-y-Ghlo straight before us—and under these 

high hills the River Tilt gushing and winding 

over stones and slates, and the hills and mount¬ 

ains skirted at the bottom with beautiful trees— 

the whole lit up by the sun—and the air so pure 

and fine; but no description can at all do it jus¬ 

tice, or give an idea of what this drive was. 

Oh! what can equal the beauties of nature! 

What enjoyment there is in them! Albert en¬ 

joys it so much; he is in ecstasies here. He has 

inherited this love for nature from his dear father. 

We went as far as the Marble Lodge, a keeper’s 

cottage, and came back the same way. 
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Monday, September 16. 

After our luncheon at half past three, Albert 

drove me (Lord Glenlyon riding with us) to the 

Falls of the Bruar. We got out at the road, and 

walked to the upper falls, and down again by the 

path on the opposite side. It is a walk of three 

miles round, and a very steep ascent; at every 

turn the view of the rushing falls is extremely 

fine, and looking back on the hills, which were so 

clear and so beautifully lit up, with the rapid 

stream below, was most exquisite. We threw 

stones down to see the effect in the water. The 

trees which surround the falls were planted by 

the late Duke of Athole in compliance with 

Burns’s “Petition 

The evening was beautiful, and we feasted our 

eyes on the ever-changing, splendid views of the 

hills and vales as we drove back. Albert said 

that the chief beauty of the mountain scenery con¬ 

sisted in its frequent changes. We came home at 

six o’clock. 

* The Humble Petition of Bruar Water to the Noble 

Duke of Athole. 
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Tuesday, September 17. 
At a quarter to four o’clock we drove out, Al¬ 

bert driving me, and the ladies and Lord Glenlyon 

following in another carriage. We drove to the 

Pass of Killiecranhie, which looked in its greatest 
beauty and splendor, and appeared quite closed, 

so that one could not imagine how one was to get 

out of it. We drove over a bridge to the right, 

where the view of the pass both ways, with the 

Garry below, is beautiful. We got out a little 
way beyond this and walked on a mile to the 

Falls of the Tummel, the stream of which is fa¬ 

mous for salmon: these falls, however, are not so 

fine, or nearly so high, as those of the Bruar. We 

got home at half past six; the day was fast fading, 
and the lights were lovely. 

We watched two stags fighting just under our 

window; they are in an inclosure, and roar inces¬ 

santly. 

Wednesday, September 18. 
At nine o’clock we set off on ponies to go up 

one of the hills, Albert riding the dun pony and 

I the gray, attended only by Lord Glenlyon’s ex¬ 

cellent servant, Sandy McAra, in his Highland 
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dress. We went out by the back way across the 

road, and to the left through the ford, Sandy lead¬ 

ing my pony and Albert following closely, the 

water reaching up above Sandy’s knees. We 

then went up the hill of Tuttoch, first straight up 

a very steep cabbage-field, and then in a zigzag 

manner round, till we got up to the top; the po¬ 

nies scrambling up over stones and every thing, 

and never making a false step; and the view all 

round being splendid and most beautifully lit up. 

We went up to the very highest top, which can 

not be seen from the house or from below; and 

from here the view is like a panorama: you see 

the Falls of the Bruar, Ben-y-Chat, Ben Vrackie, 

Ben-y-Ghlo, the Killiecrankie Bass, and a whole 

range of distant hills on the other side, which one 

can not at all see from below. In the direction 

of Taymouth you also see Balnacarcloch, the first 

stage from Blair. Blair itself and the houses in 

the village looked like little toys from the great 

height we were on. It was quite romantic. Here 

we were, with only this Highlander behind us 

holding the ponies (for we got off twice and 

walked about)—not a house, not a creature near 

us, but the pretty Highland sheep, with their 

horns and black faces—up at the top of Tuttoch, 
surrounded by beautiful mountains. 
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W e came back the same way that we went, and 

stopped at the ford to let the ponies drink before 

we rode through. We walked from inside the 

gate, and came home at half past eleven—the most 

delightful, most romantic ride and walk I ever 

had. I had never been up such a mountain, and 

then the day was so fine. The hill of Tulloch 

is covered with grass, and is so delightfully soft 

to walk upon. 

Thursday, September 19. 

Albert set off, immediately after luncheon, deer¬ 

stalking, and I was to follow and wait below in 

order to see the deer driven down. At four 

o’clock I set off with Lady Glenlyon and Lady 

Canning, Mr. Oswald and Lord Charles Wellesley 

riding, by the lower Glen Tilt drive. We stopped 

at the end, but were still in the wood; Sandy was 

looking out and watching. After waiting we 

were allowed to come out of the carriage, and 

came upon the road, where we saw some deer on 

the brow of the hill. We sat down on the 

ground, Lady Canning and I sketching, and Sandy 

and Mr. Oswald, both in Highland costume (the 

same that they all wear here, viz., a gray cloth 

jacket and waistcoat, with a kilt and a Highland 
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bonnet), lying on the grass and looking through 

glasses. After waiting again some time, we were 

told in a mysterious whisper that “ they were com- 

ing,” and indeed a great herd did appear on the 

brow of the hill, and came running down a good 

ay, when, most provokingly, two men who were 

" alking on the road—which they had no business 

to have done—suddenly came in sight, and then 

the herd all ran back again, and the sport was 

spoiled. After waiting some little while we ob- 

ser\ ed Albert, Lord Glenlyon, and the keepers on 

the brow of the hill, and we got into the carriage, 

drove a little way, went over the bridge, where 

there is a shepherd’s “ shiel,” and got out and 

waited for them to join us, which they did almost 

immediately, looking very picturesque with their 

rifles. My poor Albert, had not even fired one 

shot for fear of spoiling the whole thing, but had 

been running about a good deal. The group of 

keepers and dogs was very pretty. After talking 

and waiting a little while, we walked some way 

on, and then Albert drove home with us. 

Saturday, September 21. 

After breakfast Albert saAv Lord Glenlyon, who 

proposed that he should go deer-stalking, and that 
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I should follow him. At twenty minutes to eleven 

we drove off with Lady Canning for Glen Tilt. 

The day was glorious, and it would have been a 

pity to lose it, but it was a long, hard day’s work, 

though extremely delightful and enjoyable, and 

unlike any thing I had ever done before. I should 

have enjoyed it still more had I been able to be 

with Albert the whole time. 

We drove nearly to Peter Fraser’s house, which 

is between the Marble Lodge and Forest Lodge. 

Here Albert and 1 walked about a little, and 

then Lady Canning and we mounted our ponies 

and set off on our journey, Lord Glenlyon leading 

my pony the whole way, Peter Fraser, the head- 

keeper (a wonderfully active man), leading the 

way; Sandy and six other Highlanders carrying 

rifles and leading dogs, and the rear brought up 

by two ponies with our luncheon-box. Lawley,* 

Albert’s Jager, was also there, carrying one of Al¬ 

bert’s rifles; the other Albert slung over his right 

shoulder, to relieve Lawley. So we set off, and 

wound round and round the hill, which had the 

most picturesque effect imaginable. Such a splen- 

* A very good man. Ilis health obliged him to give lip 

being a Jager in 1848; he was then appointed a Page, in 

which position he continued till he died, in November, 

1865. 
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did view all round, finer and more extensive the 

higher we went! The day was delightful, but 
the sun very hot. We saw the highest point of 

Ben-y-Ghlo, which one can not see from below, 

and the distant range of hills we had seen from 

Tulbch was beautifully softened by the slightest 
haze. W e saw Loch Vach. The road was very 

good, and as we ascended we had to speak in a 

whisper, as indeed we did almost all day, for fear 

of coming upon deer unawares. The wind was, 
however, right, which is every thing here for the 

deer. I wish we could have had Landseer with 
us to sketch our party, with the background, it 

was so pretty, as were also the various “ halts,” 
etc. If I only had had time to sketch them ! 

hS e stopped at the top of the Chrianan, whence 

you look down an immense height. It is here 
that the eagles sometimes sit. Albert got off and 

looked about in great admiration, and walked on 
a little, and then remounted his pony. We then 

went nearly to the top of Cairn Chlamain, and 

here we separated, Albert going off with Peter, 

Lav ley, and two other keepers, to get a “quiet 

shot,” as they call it; and Lady Canning, Lord 

Glenlyon, and I went up quite to the top, which 

is deep in moss. Here we sat down, and staid 

some time sketching the ponies below, Lord Glen- 
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lyon and Sandy remaining near us. The view 

was quite beautiful, nothing but mountains all 
around us, and the solitude, the complete soli¬ 

tude, very impressive. We saw the range of Mar 
Forest, and the inner range to the left, receding 

from us as we sat facing the hill, called Scarsach, 

where the counties of Perth, Aberdeen, and Inver¬ 

ness join. My pony was brought up for me, and 

we then descended this highest pinnacle, and pro¬ 
ceeded on a level to meet Albert, whom I descried 

coming toward us. We met him shortly after; 

he had had bad luck, I am sorry to say. We then 

sat down on the grass and had some luncheon; 

then I walked a little with Albert, and we got on 

our ponies. As we went on toward home some 

deer were seen in Glen Chroime, which is called 
the “Sanctum,” where it is supposed that there 

are a great many. Albert went off soon after 
this, and we remained on Sr on a Chro for an 

hour, I am sure, as Lord Glenlyon said by so do¬ 

ing we should turn the deer to Albert, whereas 

if we went on we should disturb and spoil the 
whole thing. So we submitted. Albert looked 

like a little speck creeping about on an opposite 

hill. We saw four herds of deer, two of them 

close to us. It was a beautiful sight. 
Meanwhile I saw the sun sinking gradually, 
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and I got quite alarmed lest we should be be¬ 

nighted, and we called anxiously for Sandy, who 

had gone away for a moment, to give a signal to 

come back. We then began our descent, “ squint¬ 

ing” the hill, the ponies going as safely and se¬ 

curely as possible. As the sun went down the 

scenery became more and more beautiful, the sky 
crimson, golden-red, and blue, and the hills look¬ 

ing purple and lilac, most exquisite, till at length 
it set, and the hues grew softer in the sky and 

the outlines of the hills sharper. I never saw 

any thing so fine. It soon, however, grew very 

dark. 

At length Albert met us, and he told me he 

had waited all the time for us, as he knew how 

anxious I should be. He had been very unlucky, 

and had lost his sport, for the rifle would not go 

off just when he could have shot some fine harts; 

yet he was as merry and cheerful as if nothing 
had happened to disappoint him. We got down 

quite safely to the bridge; our ponies going most 

surely, though it was quite dusk when we were at 

the bottom of the hill. We walked to the Marble 

Lodge, and then got into the pony carriage and 

drove home by very bright moonlight, which made 
every thing look very lovely; but the road made 
one a little nervous. 
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w e saw a flight of ptarmigan, with their white 

wings, on the top of Sr on a Cliro; also plovers, 

grouse, and pheasants. We were safely home by 

a quarter to eight. 

Tuesday, October 1. 

At a quarter past eight o’clock we started, and 

were very, very sorry to leave Blair and the dear 

Highlands! Every little trifle and every spot I 

had become attached to; our life of quiet and lib¬ 

erty, every thing was so pleasant, and all the High¬ 

landers and people who went with us I had got 

to like so much. Oh! the dear hills, it made me 

very sad to leave them behind! 

Lord Glenlyon rode with us, and we went back 

exactly the same road we came—through Killie- 

cranhie, Pitlochrie, saw Logierait, etc. The bat¬ 

tle of Killiecrankie was fought in a field to your 

left, as you come from Blair and before you come 

to the pass; and Lord Dundee was shot in a gar¬ 

den immediately above the field at TJrrard (for¬ 

merly called Kinrory), which belongs to Mr. Stew¬ 

art of TJrrard; the Stewarts of TJrrard used for¬ 

merly to live on Craig TJrrard. We reached 

DunkelxL at half past eleven. Mr. Oswald and Mr. 

Patrick Small Keir, with a detachment of High- 

D 
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landers, were there. We drove up to the door of 

the cottage at Duniceld and got out there. It is 

beautifully situated, and the cottage is very pret¬ 

ty, with a good view of the river from the win¬ 

dows. Craig-y-Barns is a fine rocky hill to the 

left as you drive from Blair. 

We walked to look at the beginning of the new 

house which the late Duke of Athole commenced, 

but which has been left unfinished, and also at a 

beautiful larch-tree, the first that was brought to 

Scotland. I rode back on “ Arghait Bhean”* for 

the last time, and took a sad leave of him and of 

faithful Sandy McAra. We walked into the ruins 

of the old cathedral and into that part which the 

late Duke fitted up for service, and where there 

is a fine monument of him. I should never have 

recognized the grounds of Duniceld, so different did 

they look without the encampment.f Beautiful 

as Duniceld is, it does not approach the beauty 

and wildness of Blair. 

After twelve o’clock we set off again, and, to 

our astonishment, Lord Glenlyon insisted upon 

riding on with us to Dundee, which is 50 miles 

from Blair! Captain J. Murray also rode with 

us from Duniceld. It made me feel sad to see the 

* This pony was given to me by the Duke of Athole in 

1847,and is now alive at Osborne. f Vide page 36. 
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country becoming flatter and flatter. There was 

a great crowd at Owpar Angus, and at Dundee a 

still larger one, and on the pier the crush was very 

great. 

We took leave of Lord Glenlyon with real re¬ 

gret, and he seemed quite unhappy at our going. 

No one could be more zealous or kinder than he 

was. 

There was a fearful swell when we went in the 

barge to the yacht. 

Thursday, October 3. 

The English coast appeared terribly flat. Lord 

Aberdeen was quite touched when I told him I 

was so attached to the dear, dear Highlands, and 

missed the fine hills so much. There is a great 

peculiarity about the Highlands and Highlanders, 

and they are such a chivalrous, fine, active people. 

Our stay among them was so delightful. Inde¬ 

pendently of the beautiful scenery, there was a 

quiet, a retirement, a wildness, a liberty, and a sol¬ 

itude that had such a charm for us. 

The day had cleared up and was bright, but 

the air very heavy and thick, quite different from 

the mountain air, which was so pure, light, and 

brisk. At two o’clock we reached Woolwich, and 
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shortly after disembarked. We proceeded straight 

to the railroad, and arrived at Windsor Castle at 

a few minutes past four. 

Tour round tiie West Coast of Scotland, 

and Visit to Ardverikie. 

Wednesday, August 11,1847. 

We proceeded from the Osborne Pier on board 

the yacht. Our two eldest children, my brother 

Charles, the Duke and Duchess of Norfolk, Lord 

Grey (Secretary of State), Lady Jocelyn, General 

Wemyss, Sir James Clark, and Miss Hildyard, 

accompanied us. 

We have -with us the following steamers: The 

“ Black Eagle,” “ Garland,” “ Undine,” “ Fairy,” 

and “ Scourge” (war steamers). The two equer¬ 

ries are on board the “ Black Eagle.” 

We were soon under wreigk, and as Osborne 

vanished from our sight, I thought of our poor 

children left behind. 
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On hoard the Victoria and Albert, 

in Dartmouth Harbor, 
Thursday, August 12. 

I have not much to relate. Our voyage has 

not been what we intended, rnais Vhomme propose 
et Dieu dispose; for, instead of being at Falmouth, 

we are only at Dartmouth ! We started at five 

o’clock, and soon after felt the vessel stop, and on 

inquiring, heard that the fog was so thick it was 

impossible to proceed. At last Captain Smitliett 

was sent out in the “ Garland” to report on the 

state of the weather, and he soon returned, say¬ 

ing that all was clear enough to proceed outside 

The Needles (we were in A him Bay); so we 

started again, and after breakfast we came on 

deck, where I remained working and talking, 

feeling quite unwell; but toward one the ground 

swell had increased, and we decided to run into 

the harbor we now are in. 

On Board the Victoria and Albert, 
Milford Haven, South Wales, 

Saturday, A ugust 14. 

Arrived here this afternoon at five. I will 

give an account of what has passed since leaving 
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Dartmouth. Thursday evening, after dining with 

Charles, we went on deck, and found the whole 

town illuminated, and the effect of its curious 

high houses running down quite into the still sea, 

which reflected the illumination, was lovtely, the 

night being so fine and calm. 

Friday, August 13. 

We started at four, and reached the Scilly 

Islands at three in the afternoon; it had been 

very rough. The numerous little rocky islands, 

in the midst of which we are lying, are very 

curious. 

St. Mary's, the principal island, has a little 

town, a church, and a small harbor. Exactly 

opposite, on the Isle of Fresco, is Mr. Smith’s 

house: he has the lease of all the islands from 

the Duchy of Cornwall. Farther to the left is 

St. Agnes, with a light-house and innumerable 

rocks. 

Albert (who, as well as Charles, has not been 

unwell, while I suffered very much) went with 
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Charles and Bertie to see one of the islands. The 

children recover from their -sea-sickness directly. 

When Albert and the others returned, soon after 

five, we went with our ladies and gentlemen in 

the barge across the harbor—where, bine as the 

sea was, it was still rather rough—and landed at 

a little pier at St. Mary's. The harbor, surmount¬ 

ed by the old fort of the Star Castle, reminded me 

of the harbor of St.IIeliers. We got into a pony 

carriage belonging to Mr. Smith, with Charles and 

Lady Jocelyn, and drove through the place, which 

looks like a small fishing town, and then round 

the fortifications of the castle, where there is a 

very pretty walk overhanging the sea, the rock 

being covered with fern, and heath, and furze. 

The extensive view of the islands and rocks 

around is very beautiful. The town is built 

upon a very narrow strip of land, with a small 

bay on either side. We got out at the old cas¬ 

tle, which bears the date of one of the Edwards. 

The view from the battlements is very fine. We 

returned the same way we went, a little before 

seven. % 

Saturday, August 14. 

We started at five o’clock, and the yacht then 

began to roll and pitch dreadfully, and I felt again 
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very unwell; but I came on deck at three in the 

afternoon; tlie sea then was like glass, and we 

were close to tlie Welsh coast. 

This harbor, Milford Haven, is magnificent; 

the largest we have; a fleet might lie here. We 

are anchored just off Milford. Pembroke in front, 

in the distance. The cliffs, which are reddish- 

brown, are not very high. Al¬ 

bert and Charles went in the “ Fai¬ 

ry” to Pembroke, and I sketched. 

Numbers of boats came out, with 

Welsh women in their curious 

high - crowned men’s hats ; and 

Bertie was much cheered, for the 

people seemed greatly pleased to 

see the “Prince of Wales.” Albert returned at 

a quarter to eight. 

A very pretty dairy-maid, in complete Welsh 

costume, was brought on board for me to see. 

We found Milford illuminated when we went on 

deck, and bonfires burning every where. 

Sunday, August 15. 

We started again at four o’clock, but this time 

had a beautiful day, with the sea smooth the 

whole way. About eleven we saw the mountain- 
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ous coast of Caernarvonshire; tlie hills, which 

are, in fact, high mountains, are bold and finely 

shaped, and, Albert said, reminded him much 

of Ischia, with the beautiful deep blue sea and 

bright sky. 

Having arrived at the entrance of the Menai 

Straits, we all left the “ Victoria and Albert,” and 

went on board the “ Fairy.” The “ Victoria and Al¬ 

bert,” with the “ Black Eagle” (the two equerries 

having joined us), the “ Undine,” and “ Scourge,” 

proceeded round the Isle of Anglesea by Holy- 

head, and in the “ Fairy,” accompanied by the 

“ Garland,” we went into the Straits. As we en¬ 

tered, the view of the fine mountains, with their 

rich verdure—Snowdon rising splendidly in the 

midst—and of the fields and woods below, was 

really glorious. To the left the country is ex¬ 

tremely flat. Then Caernarvon came in sight, 

with its grand old castle so finely situated. We 

stopped for a few moments off here, but did not 

land. The mountains disappeared for a wThile, 

and then reappeared more beautiful than ever. 

We passed close to Plas Newydd, where we had 

spent six weeks fifteen years ago. I felt as if I 

remembered it all very well, but admired the 

scenery even more than I had expected from my 

previous recollection. 

D 2 
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We passed the famous Swilly Hocks, and saw 

tlie works they are making for the tube for the 

railroad, and then went under the Menai Bridge, 

and stopped immediately on the other side. 

There were crowds of loyal people in steamers 

and boats, playing “ God save the Queen,” and 

cheering tremendously. Albert and Charles land¬ 

ed and walked over the bridge. When they re¬ 

turned we went on again, and stopped in a most 

beautiful spot, with almost Swiss scenery, oppo¬ 

site Penrhyn Castle, Colonel Douglas Pennant’s 

(which I saw in the late possessor’s time unfin¬ 

ished), and near Bangor, with its wooded banks, 

through which one can see the high road to Beau¬ 

maris. The purple hills, with the verdure below, 

and the blue sea, were extremely picturescpie. 

Albert and Charles went to see Penrhyn. As 

soon as they returned we dined below in the 

“ Fairy,” and at eight we returned, with the chil¬ 

dren and all our people, to the “ Victoria and Al¬ 

bert.” The evening was beautiful, and the day 

very successful. 

Monday, August 16. 

We woke soon after four o’clock, when getting 

under weigh, and were surprised to feel the yacht 

stop not an hour after. Something had gone 
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wrong with the paddle-wheel—just as happened 

last year—and it took full two hours to set it 

light. Then at seven we started afresh. A beau¬ 

tiful morning, with a very smooth sea. By half 

past ten we were in sight of the Isle of Man, 
which is a fine island, with bold hills and cliffs. 

A little before twelve we reached the point of the 

bay on which is the town of Douglas, very pret¬ 

tily situated, with a picturesque castle near the 

light-liouse, on the extreme point of the bay. We 

stopped off here for ten minutes or a quarter of 

an hour—the rocks were covered with people. 

From Douglas to Ilamsay Bay the hills and cliffs 

are high and bold, though Ramsay itself is low. 

For about two hours we were out of sight of 

land, and I was below writing. When I came on 

deck at three o’clock the Scotch coast was quite 

close; the Mull of Galloway, and then Wigtown¬ 

shire. Albert declared he saw the Irish coast, but 

I could not descry it. At five we came in sight 

of Loch Ryan, and saw, to the left, Ailsci Craig 

rising more than 1000 feet perpendicularly from 

the sea. Loch Ryan is very fine, and the hills 

and glens are lovely, particularly little Glen Fin- 

nie. The loch is very large, and the hills here are 

very high and wooded. The little town is called 

Stranraer. 
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Tuesday, August 17. 

At six o'clock we began to move. A beautiful 

morning. At about eight we were close to the 

Ailsa Rock or Craig, the formation of which is 

very curious. There were thousands and thou¬ 

sands of birds — gannets — on the rock, and we 

fired a gun off three times in order to bring them 

in reach of a shot—Albert and Charles tried, but 

in vain. We next came in sight of the beautiful 

Isle of Arran. The finest point is when you are 

before the Holy Island, and in sight of the Goat- 

fell range of mountains. The highest is about 

2800 feet: they are peculiarly fine from their bold 

pointed outlines. Before them is Lamldsh. Aft¬ 

er passing Holy Island we came to Brodick Bay, 

which is beautiful, with high hills and a glen; in 

front of which, and surrounded by wood, is the 

castle which Lord Douglas is building. Not long 

after this we came in sight of the AA of Bute, and 

entered the Clyde, the view of which from Mr. 

Stuart’s and Lord Bute’s property is beautiful: 

high wooded banks, the river opening out and 

widening, surrounded by the distant mountains. 

A small place to the right called Largs is very 

prettily situated. 

At half past twelve we reached Greenock, the 
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port of Glasgow. The shore and the ships were 

crowded with people, there being no less (as I 

since learned) than thirty-nine steamers, overfilled 

with people, which almost all followed us ! Such 

a thing never urns seen. Add to these steamers 

boats and ships of all descriptions, moving in all 

directions, but not getting out of the way! We, 

however, got safe on board the “ Fairy,” and 

steamed up the Clyde: it was hazy, and we could 

not see the distance well. We passed the small 

town of Port Glasgow, and about one o’clock 

were at Dumbarton Castle. Its situation is very 

fine, the rock rising straight out of the river, the 

mountains all round, and the town of Dumbarton 

behind it, making it very picturesque. We land¬ 

ed just below the Castle, and went with Charles 

and the children in a carriage to the fort. There 

was a great crowd, but excellent order kept. We 

went to the battery, but had to mount many steps 

to get to it. Wallace was confined here; and it 

was one of the last castles which held out for 

Mary, Queen of Scots. From the battery there is 

a very extensive view of the Clyde and Dumbar¬ 

ton, and we ought to have been able to see Ben 
Lomond, but it was in mist. 

We got back to the “ Fairy” by half past two, 

and returned to Greenock, escorted by nineteen 
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steamers. Steamed past Greenock, and went on 

toward Loch Long, passing Lloseneath to the right, 

where the present Duke and Duchess of Argyll 

live. Loch Long is indeed splendid, 15 miles in 

length, surrounded by grand hills, with such beau¬ 

tiful outlines, and very green—all so different 

from the eastern part of Scotland—the loch wind¬ 

ing along most beautifully, so as to seem closed at 

times. Charles said it reminded him of Switzer• 

land and the Tyrol. The finest point of Loch 
Long is looking toward Loch Goil. We had a 

very good sight of the mountain called The Cob¬ 

bler, the top of which resembles a man sitting and 

mending his shoe! At the end of the loch we 

got a glimpse of Ben Lomond, and were, in fact, 

very near Loch Lomond. 

We returned as we came. There was no sun, 

and once or twice a little mist, but still it was 

beautiful. We went on to JRothsay, which we 

reached at eight o’clock, and immediately went on 

board the “Victoria and Albert,” greatly tired, but 

much amused and interested. 

The children enjoy every thing extremely, and 

bear the novelty and excitement wonderfully. 

The people cheered the “ Duke of Kothsay”* very 

* A title belonging to the eldest son of the Sovereign 

of Scotland, and therefore held by the Prince of Wales as 
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much, and also called for a clieer for the “Princess 

of Great Britain.” Every where the good High¬ 

landers are very enthusiastic. Hothsciy is a pretty 

little town, built round a fine bay, with hills in 

the distance, and a fine harbor. When we went 

on deck after dinner, we found the whole town 

brilliantly illuminated, with every window lit up, 

which had a very pretty effect. 

Wednesday, August 18. 

A bright fresh morning, the hills slightly tipped 

with clouds. At eight o’clock we all went on 

board the “Fairy,” and went up the Kyles of Bute, 

which, as you advance, become very fine, the hills 

lying so curiously one behind the other, sometimes 

apparently closing up all outlet. 

eldest son of the Queen, the representative of the ancient 

Kings of Scotland. 
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We saw Arran to the left, looking very grand 

in the distance. We have been turning about a 

good deal since yesterday, for we went by Arran 

and Holy Island, and then left Little and Great 

Cumbray to our left, and went up to Dumbarton 

and back, and on to Loch Long, and then to Iioth- 

say, leaving Arran to our left; then, after passing 

Arran, we entered Loch Fyne. I, however, had a 

headache, and was obliged to lie down below, and 

only came on deck again when we were within an 

hour of Inverary, where the lake widens, and the 

hills on either side are very green and undulat¬ 

ing, but not very high. 

The approach to Inverary is splendid; the loch 

is very wide; straight before you a fine range of 

mountains splendidly lit up—green, pink, and 

lilac; to the left, the little town of Inverary ’ and 

above it, surrounded by pine -woods, stands the 

Castle of Inverary, square, with turrets at the 

corners. 

Our reception was in the true Highland fash¬ 

ion. The Duke and Duchess of Argyll (dear 

Lady Elizabeth Leveson Gower), the Duchess of 

Sutherland, Lord Stafford, Lady Caroline Leveson 

Gower, and the Blantyres, received us at the land¬ 

ing-place, which was all ornamented with heather. 

The Celtic Society, including Campbell of Islay, 
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his two sons (one grown tip and the other a very 

pretty little hoy), with a number of his men, and 

several other Campbells, were all drawn up near 

to the carriage. We got into a carriage with the 

two Duchesses, Charles and the Duke being on 

the box (we had left the children on board the 

“ Fairy”), and took a beautiful drive among mag¬ 

nificent trees, and along a glen where we Ben 

Sheerar, etc. The weather was particularly fine, 

and we were much struck by the extreme beauty 

of Inverary, presenting as it does such a combina¬ 

tion of magnificent timber, with high mountains, 

and a noble lake. 

The pipers walked before the carriage, and the 

Highlanders on either side, as we approached the 

house. Outside stood the Marquis of Lorn, just 

two years old, a dear, white, fat, fair little fellow 

with reddish hair, but very delicate features, like 

both his father and mother: he is such a merry, 

independent little child. He had a black velvet 

dress and jacket, with a “ sporran,” scarf, and High¬ 

land bonnet. We lunched at two with our hosts, 

the Highland gentlemen standing with halberds 

in the room. We sent for our children, who ar¬ 

rived during luncheon time. We left Inverary 

before three, and took the children with us in the 

carriage. The Argyjds, the Duchess of Suther- 
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land, and the others, accompanied us on board the 

“ Fairy,” where we took leave of them. 

The light on the hills was beautiful as we 

steamed down Loch Fyne. At five we reached 

Lochgilp, and all landed at Lochgilphead, a small 

village where there were numbers of people, and, 

among others, Sir John P. Orde, who lent his car¬ 

riage and was extremely civil. We and our peo¬ 

ple drove through the village to the Orman Canal, 

where we entered a most magnificently decorated 

barge, drawn by three horses, ridden by postillions 

in scarlet. We glided along very smoothly, and 

the views of the hills—the range of Cruachan— 

were very fine indeed; but the eleven locks we 

had to go through—(a very curious process, first 

passing several by rising, and then others by go¬ 

ing down)—were tedious, and instead of the pas¬ 

sage lasting one hour and a half, it lasted upward 

of two hours and a half, therefore it was nearly 

eight o’clock before we reached Loch Crinan. 

We instantly went on board the “Victoria and 

Albert,” but it was too late to proceed to Oban; 

we had, therefore, to lengthen our voyage by a 

day, and spent the night at Crinan. It is a very 

fine spot, hills all round, and, in the distance, those 

of the island of Jura. The yacht had had a good 

passage round the Midi of Cantire. We dined 
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with Charles, and went on deck; and the blaze 

of the numerous bonfires — the half moon, the 

stars, and the extreme stillness of the night—had 

a charming effect. 

Thursday, August 19. 
A beautiful day. At nine o’clock we left Cri- 

nan, proceeding to the right, up splendid passes, 

with myriads of islands, and such enchanting 

views that I can not enumerate them. We pass¬ 

ed first up the Sound of Jura, where numbers of 

people met us in small boats decorated with little 

flags; then up the Pass of Kerrera to Oban, one 

of the finest spots we have seen, with the ruins 

of the old Castle of Dunoll/y and a range of high 

mountains in the distance. To the left, after leav¬ 

ing Oban, we saw the Isle of Kerrera, and to the 

right Dv/nstaffnage Castle, whence came the famous 

stone which supports the “ Coronation Chair,” in 

which the sovereigns are crowned at Westminster 
Abbey. Alexander II. is said to be buried here. 

We passed close by the flat rock, called The Lady's 

Pock, on which a McLean left his wife, hoping she 

would be washed away—she was saved, however. 

We then came into the Sound of Mull by To¬ 

bermory, a small place prettily situated, and from 
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thence the views continued beautiful. At one 

o’clock we were in sight of the Isles of Hum, Fig, 

and Mack (rather large islands, which Lord Salis¬ 

bury bought a few years ago). Next we passed 

the long, flat, curious islands of Coll and Tiree. 

The inhabitants of these islands have, unhappily, 

been terrible sufferers during the last winter from 

famine. A little farther on we saw, to our right, 

the Treshinisli Isles, very curiously-shaped rocks: 

one is called The Dutchman's Cap, and has the 

most strange shape, thus: 

At three we anchored close before Staffa, and 

immediately got into the barge with Charles, the 

children, and the rest of our people, and rowed 

toward the cave. As we rounded the point, the 

wonderful basaltic formation came in sight. The 

appearance it presents is most extraordinary; and 

when we turned the corner to go into the re¬ 

nowned FingaTs Cave, the effect wras splendid, 

like a great entrance into a vaulted hall: it 

looked almost awful as we entered, and the barge 

heaved up and down on the swell of the sea. It 

is very high, but not longer than 227 feet, and 
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narrower than I expected, being only 40 feet 

wide. The sea is immensely deep in the cave. 

The rocks, under water, were all colors—pink, 

blue, and green—which had a most beautiful and 

varied effect. It was the first time the British 

standard, with a Queen of Great Britain, and her 

husband and children, had ever entered FingaVs 

Cave, and the men gave, three cheers, which 

sounded very impressive there. We backed out, 

and then went on a little farther to look at the 

other cave, not of basaltic formation, and at the 

point called The Herdsman. The swell was be¬ 

ginning to get up, and perhaps an hour later we 

could not have gone in. 

We returned to the yacht, but Albert and 

Charles landed again at Staff a. They returned 

in three quarters of an hour, and we then went 

on to Iona: here Albert and Charles landed, and 

were absent an hour. I and the ladies sketched. 

We saw from the yacht the ruins of the old 

cathedral of St. Oran. When Albert and Charles 

returned, they said the ruins were very curious: 

there had been two monasteries there, and fine old 

crosses and tombs of ancient kings were still to 

be seen. I must see it some other time. On Al¬ 

bert’s return we went on again, and reached To¬ 

bermory at nine. The place was all illuminated. 
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Friday, August 20. 

A wet morning when we rose at half past 

seven, and it was pouring with rain when we left 

Tobermory at half past eight. I went down, and 

drew and painted. It cleared up about half past 

ten, and I came on deck. The scenery in Lock 

Linnlie was magnificent—such beautiful mount¬ 

ains. From Lock Linnke we entered Lock Fit, 

and passed the entrance of Lock Leven to the 

right, at the end of which is Glencoe, so famous 

for its beautiful scenery, and for the horrible mas¬ 

sacre of the Macdonalds in William III.’s time. 

A little before one we arrived at Fort William, 

a very small place. The afternoon was very 

bright, and the scenery fine. After luncheon 

Albert and Charles set off in the “ Fairy” to see 

Glencoe. They returned at twenty minutes past 

seven, and Albert thought Glencoe was very fine, 

though not quite so much so as he had expected. 

They had driven in an extraordinary carriage, 

with seats for thirty. The people, who recog¬ 

nized Albert, were so loyal that they took the 

horses out and insisted on drawing the carriage. 

The evening was excessively cold and showery. 

I am quite sorry we shall have to leave our 

yacht to-morrow, in which we have been so com- 
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fortably housed, and that this delightful voyage 

and tour among the Western Lochs and Isles is 

at an end—they are so beautiful, and so full of 

poetry and romance, traditions, and historical as¬ 

sociations. 

Ardverikie, Loch Laggcm, ) 
Saturday, August 21. j 

Alas! a very wet morning. We were ready 

long before nine o’clock, but had to wait, as our 

carriages were not ready. At last we all landed 

at Fort William, where there was a great gather¬ 

ing of Highlanders in their different tartans, with 

Lord Lovat and Mr. Stuart Mackenzie at their 

head. We got into our carriage with Charles and 

the two children ; there was a great crowd to see 

us off. We went by a very wild and lonely road, 

the latter part extremely fine, with mountains 

and streams that reminded us of Glen Tilt. We 

changed horses only once, and came at length in 

sight of Loch Laggan. It is a beautiful lake (small 

in comparison to what we have seen) surrounded 

by very fine mountains: the road by its side is 

extremely pretty. We saw Lord Abercorn’s 

house of Ardverikie long before we came to it. 

At Laggan there is only a small inn, and at the 

end of the lake, a ferry. Here, in spite of the 
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pouring rain, were assembled a number of High¬ 

landers, with Macpherson of Cluny (always call¬ 

ed Cluny Macpherson) and three dear little boys 

of his, Davidson of Tulloch, and others, with Lord 

Abercorn, in full Highland dress. We stepped 

out of our carriage and stood upon the floating 

bridge, and so crossed over in two or three min¬ 

utes. We then drove on, in our pony carriages, 

to Ardverikie, and arrived there in about twenty 

minutes. It is quite close to the lake, and the 

view from the windows, as I now write, though 

obscured by rain, is very beautiful, and extremely 

wild. There is not a village, house, or cottage 

within four or five miles: one can only get to it 

by the ferry, or by rowing across the lake. The 

house is a comfortable shooting lodge, built of 

stone, with many nice rooms in it. Stags’ horns 

are placed along the outside and in the passages, 

and the walls of the drawing-room and anteroom 

are ornamented with beautiful drawings of stags, 

by Landseer. 

There is little to say of our stay at Ardverikie / 

the country is very fine, but the weather was 

most dreadful. 

On the 28th, about five o’clock, Albert drove 

me out across the ferry, along the Kingussie road, 

and from here the scenery was splendid: high 
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bold bills, with a good deal of wood; glens, with 

the Pattock, and a small waterfall; the meadows 

here and there, with people making hay, and cotta¬ 

ges sprinkled sparingly about, reminded us much 

of Thuringen. We drove to the small farm where 

Colonel Macpherson now lives, called Strathma- 
shie, and back again, 16 miles in all. We were 

delighted with the scenery, which is singularly 

beautiful, wild, and romantic, with so much fine 

wood about it, which greatly enhances the beau¬ 

ty of a landscape. 

Thursday, September 16. 

Albert left at six this morning to go to Inver¬ 

ness and see the Caledonian Canal. 

Friday, September 17. 

At two o’clock I left Ardverikie with the chil¬ 

dren, and reached Fort William at half past six, 

where I had the happiness of finding Albert on 

board the yacht. All had gone off well; but the 

weather had been very bad. Albert said Doch- 
faur was beautiful, the house new and very ele¬ 

gant, with a fine garden, and Mr. and Lady Geor¬ 

gina Baillie very pleasant people. 

E 
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Albert had to go to Inverness, and to stay for a 

ball that was held there; and he was every where 

extremely well received. This morning he saw 

the Falls of Foyers, which, he tells me, are very 

grand indeed, and of a great height; and he says 

that the Caledonian Canal is a most remarkable 

work. 

Lock Iiyan, Saturday, September' 18. 
At five o’clock we left Fort William. Rather 

a fine morning, but very squally, and the sea 

rough, even where we were. When we came on 

deck we were close to the Isle of Jura, which has 

such a fine, bold outline. We went on to Loch 

Crinan, where we got into the barge: here it was 

very rough and pouring with rain, so unlike the 

beautiful evening when we were here a month 

ago. We landed at Crinan. Mr. Malcolm, whose 

castle is just opposite, received us there, and we 

entered the canal-boat at ten. We proceeded 

more quickly than the last time; the people kept 

running along as before, and there was a piper at 

each lock. It rained almost the whole time. We 

reached Ijoclujilphead at twelve, in pouring rain, 

and embarked on board the “ Black Eagle.” The 

yacht had again to go round the Mull of Cantire 
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and meet us at Campbeltown. What a contrast 

to the weather we had when we came! 

We got under weigh, and proceeded by Kil- 

brannan Sound and Arran. We went on deck 

for a little while, but were driven below by the 

rain; later, however, it was possible to keep on 

deck. We reached Campbeltown, a small and not 

pretty place, at the foot of Cantire, at twenty min¬ 

utes to five. About half an hour after we arrived 

the yacht came in, with the “ Garland,” “ Fairy,” 

and “Scourge,” and we immediately went on 

board. They had had a very bad passage, and 

Captain Crispin said he was very glad that we 

had not been on board the “Victoria and Albert.” 

This rather alarmed us for the next day’s voyage, 

the more so as the evening was squally and the 

sky very unpromising. There was a long consul¬ 

tation as to what was to be done, and at last it 

was decided that we should start at four in the 

morning, and if it were very rough, we should 

either run into Loch Ryan, the Mull of Gallo way, 

the Bay of Ramsay, or into Douglas in the Isle 
of Man. 

Loch Ryan, Sunday, September 19. 

We set off at four o’clock, the yacht rolling 

considerably; but it was quite bearable; how- 
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ever, at seven they came to shut down the port¬ 

holes, expecting a heavy sea, and Lord Adolphus 

saw Albert, who had just got up, and said it 

would be very rough; upon which it was de¬ 

cided to put back a little way, and to go into 

Loch Ryan / we accordingly did so, and anchor¬ 

ed there at half past eight—such a dreary, rainy 

day—one could hardly recognize what was so 

fine when we were last in here. 

Both now, and the time before when we were 

in Locli Ryan, Lord Orkney very civilly sent us 

game and all sorts of things. 

At twelve o’clock Lord Adolphus read the 

short sea service. We then talked over our voy¬ 

age, and what could be done; the day was very 

wretched, pouring with rain and blowing hard. 

It was at last decided to start again at three, and 

get this evening to the Mull of Galloway, which 

would only take us three hours, though it would 

probably be rough. As soon as we were out of 

the locli the yacht began to pitch, and the sea 

was dreadfully rough. I was very ill. Albert, 

however, stood it perfectly, and the children very 

tolerably. Presently we came in sight of the 

Mull of Galloway, a great rock with a light-house 

on it; and this was our last glimpse of dear Scot¬ 

land. 
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Monday, September 20. 

At six o’clock we got under weigli, and after 

considerable “ rockings,” wliicli lasted for nearly 

two hours, we were near the Isle of Man, in 

smooth water, and at half past eight anchored in 

Hamsay Bay. 
Albert went on shore, and meantime the Bish¬ 

op of Sodor and Man, with others, came on board. 

Albert returned at twelve. At one o’clock we 

started again. We had to go slowly at first, as 

our paddle-wheel again got wrong, and because 

we should otherwise have arrived before we were 

expected. 

We anchored at seven in Fleetwood Harbor; 
the entrance was extremely narrow and difficult. 

W e were lashed close to the pier, to prevent our 

being turned by the tide; and -when I went on 

deck there was a great commotion, such running 

and calling, and pulling of ropes, etc. It was a 

cheerless evening, blowing hard. 

Tuesday, September 21. 

At ten o’clock we landed, and proceeded by 

rail to London. 
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Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood, 

Land of my sires! what mortal hand 

Can e’er untie the filial band 

That knits me to thy rugged strand 1 

Still, as I view each well-known scene, 

Think what is now, and what hath been, 

Seems as, to me, of all bereft, 

Sole friends thy woods and streams are left j 

And thus I love them better still, 

Even in extremity of ill. 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel. 



First Impressions of Balmoral. 

Balmoral, Friday, September 8,1848. 

We arrived at Balmoral at a quarter to three. 

It is a pretty little castle in the old Scottish style. 

There is a picturesque tower and garden in front, 

with a high wooded hill; at the back there is 

wood down to the Dee, and the hills rise all 

around. 

There is a nice little hall, with a billiard-room; 

next to it is the dining-room. Up stairs (ascend¬ 

ing by a good broad staircase), immediately to 

the right, and above the dining-room,' is our sit¬ 

ting-room (formerly the dining-room), a fine large 

room, next to which is our bedroom, opening into 

a little dressing-room, which is Albert’s. Oppo¬ 

site, down a few steps, are the children’s and Miss 

Hildyard’s three rooms. The ladies live below, 

and the gentlemen up stairs. 

We lunched almost immediately, and at half 

past four we walked out, and went up to the top 

of the wooded hill opposite our windows, where 

E 2 
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there is a cairn, and up which there is a pretty 

winding path. The view from here, looking down 

upon the house, is charming. To the left you look 

toward the beautiful hills surrounding Loch-no- 

Gar, and to the right, toward Ballater, to the glen 

(or valley) along which the Dee winds, with beau¬ 

tiful wooded hills, which reminded us very much 

of the Thuringerwald. It was so calm and so 

solitary, it did one good as one gazed around; and 

the pure mountain air was most refreshing. All 

seemed to breathe freedom and peace, and to make 

one forget the world and its sad turmoils. 

The scenery is wild, and yet not desolate; and 

every thing looks much more prosperous and cul¬ 

tivated than at Laggan. Then the soil is delight¬ 

fully dry. We walked beside the Dee, a beauti¬ 

ful, rapid stream, which is close behind the house. 

The view of the hills toward Invercauld is exceed¬ 

ingly fine. c^ 
When I came in at half past six, Albert went 

out to try his luck with some stags which lay 

quite close in the woods, but he was unsuccessful. 

They come down of an evening quite near to the 

house. 
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Fikst Ascent of Loch-na-Gae. 

Saturday, September 16,1848. 

At half past nine o’clock Albert and I set off 

in a post-chaise, and drove to the bridge in the 

wood of Balloch Buie, about five miles from Bal¬ 
moral, where our ponies and people were. Here 

we mounted, and were attended by a keeper of 

Mr. Farquliarson’s as guide, Macdonald* — who, 

with his shooting-jacket, and in his kilt, looked a 

picture—Grantf on a pony, with our luncheon in 

* A J'ager of the Prince’s, who came from Fort Augus¬ 

tus in the west: he was remarkably tall and handsome. 

The poor man died of consumption at Windsor, in May, 

1860. His eldest son was Attache to the British Legation 

in Japan. The third son, Archie, is Jiiger to the Prince of 

Wales, and was for a year with the beloved Prince. 

f Head keeper. lie had been nearly twenty years with 

Sir Robert Gordon, nine as keeper; he was born in Brae- 

mar in the year 1810. He is an excellent man, most trust¬ 

worthy, of singular shrewdness and discretion, and most 

devotedly attached to the Prince and myself. He has a 

fine intelligent countenance. The Prince was very fond of 

him. He has six sons—the second, Alick, is wardrobe-man 

to our son Leopold: all are good, well-disposed lads, and 

getting on well in their different occupations. His moth¬ 

er, a fine, hale old woman of eighty years, “ stops” in a 

small cottage which the Prince built for her in our village. 
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two baskets, and Batterbury* on another pony. 

We went through that beautiful wood for about 

a mile, and then turned and began to ascend grad¬ 

ually, the view getting finer and finer; no road, 

but not bad ground—moss, heather, and stones. 

Albert saw some deer when we had been out 

about three quarters of an hour, and ran off to 

stalk them, while I rested; but he arrived just a 

minute too late. He 'waited for me on the other 

side of a stony little burn, which I crossed on my 

pony, after our faithful Highlanders had moved 

some stones and made it easier. We then w'ent 

on a little way, and I got off and walked a bit, 

and afterward remounted, Macdonald leading my 

pony. The view of Beii-na-Bhourcl, and indeed 

of all around, was very beautiful; but as we rose 

higher we saw mist over Locli-na-Gar. Albert 

left me to go after ptarmigan, and went on with 

Grant, while the others remained with me, taking 

the greatest care of me. Macdonald is a good 

honest man, and was indefatigable, and poor Bat- 

terbury was very anxious also. 

lie himself lives in a pretty lodge called Croft, a mile from 

Balmoral, which the Prince built for him. 

* A groom (now dead some years) who followed me in 

his ordinary dress, with thin hoots and gaiters, and seemed 

any thing but happy. He was replaced by a gillie. 
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I saw ptarmigan get up, and Albert fire; lie 

then disappeared from my sight, and I rode on. 

It became cold and misty when we were on Locli- 

no-Gar. In half an hour, or rather less, Albert 

rejoined me with two ptarmigan, having come up 

by a shorter way. Here it was quite soft, easy 

walking, and we looked down on two small lochs 

called No Nian, which were very striking, being 

so high up in the hills. Albert was tired, and 

remounted his pony; I had also been walking a 

little way. The ascent commenced, and with it a 

very thick fog, and when we had nearly reached 

the top of Loch-no-Gar the mist drifted in thick 

clouds so as to hide every thing not within one 

hundred yards of us. Near the peak (the fine 

point of the mountain which is seen so well from 

above Grant’s house) we got off and walked, and 

climbed up some steep stones to a place where 

we found a seat in a little nook, and had some 

luncheon. It was just two o’clock, so we had 

taken four hours going up. 

But, alas ! nothing whatever to be seen; and it 

was cold, and wet, and cheerless. At about 

twenty minutes after two we set off on our way 

downward, the wind blowing a hurricane, and the 

mist being like rain, and every thing quite dark 

with it. Bowman (Mr. Farquharson’s keeper) 
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and Macdonald, wlio preceded us, looked like 

ghosts. We walked some way till I was quite 

breathless, and remounted my pony, well wrapped 

up in plaids; and we came down by the same 

path that Albert had come up, which is shorter, 

but steeper; the pony went delightfully, but the 

mist made me feel cheerless. 

Albert kept ahead a little while for ptarmigan, 

but he gave it up again. When we had gone on 

about an hour and a quarter or an hour and a 

half, the fog disappeared like magic, and all was 

sunshine below, about one thousand feet from the 

top I should say. Most provoking—and yet one 

felt happy to see sunshine and daylight again. 

The view, as one descends, overlooking Inver- 

cauld and the wood which is called Bollock Buie, 

is most lovely. We saw some deer in the wood 

below. We rode on till after we passed the 

burn, and had nearly got to the wood. We came 

another way down, by a much rougher path; and 

then, from the road in the wood, we walked up 

to the Falls of the Garbkalt, which are beautiful. 

The rocks are very grand, and the view from the 

little bridge, and also from a seat a little lower 

down, is extremely pretty. We found our car¬ 

riages in the road, and drove home by six o’clock. 

We met Captain Gordon, and then Lord John 
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Russell and Sir James Clark. They had come to 

look after us, and when we'got home we found 

the two ladies at the door waiting most anxiously 

for us. 

A “Drive” in the Balloch Buie. 

September 18,1848. 

At a quarter past ten o’clock we set off in a 

post-chaise with Bertie, and drove beyond the 

house of Mr. Farquharson’s keeper in the Balloch 

Buie. We then mounted our ponies, Bertie rid¬ 

ing Grant’s pony on the deer-saddle, and being 

led by a gillie, Grant walking by his side. Mac¬ 

donald and several gillies were with us, and we 

were preceded by Bowman and old Arthur Far- 

quharson, a deer-stalker of Invercauld’s. They 

took us up a beautiful path winding through the 

trees and heather in the Balloch Buie ; but when 

we had got about a mile or more they discovered 

deer. A “ council of war” was held in a whisper, 

and we turned back and went the whole way 

down again, and rode along to the keeper’s lodge, 

where we turned up the glen immediately below 

Craig Daign, through a beautiful part of the 
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wood, and went on along the track till we came 

to the foot of the craig, where we all dismounted. 

We scrambled up an almost perpendicular place 

to where there was a little box, made of hurdles, 

and interwoven with branches of fir and heather, 

about five feet in height. There we seated our¬ 

selves with Bertie, Macdonald lying in the heather 

near us, watching and quite concealed; some had 

gone round to beat, and others again were at a 

little distance. We sat quite still, and sketched 

a little; I doing the landscape and some trees, Al¬ 

bert drawing Macdonald as he lay there. This 

lasted for nearly an hour, when Albert fancied he 

heard a distant sound, and, in a few minutes, Mac¬ 

donald whispered that he saw stags, and that Al¬ 

bert should wait and take a steady aim. We then 

heard them coming past. Albert did not look 

over the box, but through it, and fired through 

the branches, and then again over the box. The 

deer retreated; but Albert felt certain he had hit 

a stag. He ran up to the keepers, and at that 

moment they called from below that they “ had 

got him,” and Albert ran on to see. I waited for 

a bit, but soon scrambled on with Bertie and Mac¬ 

donald’s help; and Albert joined me directly, and 

we all went down and saw a magnificent stag, “ a 

royal,” which had dropped, soon after Albert had 
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liit him, at one of the men’s feet. The sport was 

successful, and every one was delighted, Macdon¬ 

ald and the keepers in particular; the former say¬ 

ing “ that it was her Majesty’s coming out that 

had brought the good luck.” I was supposed to 

have “ a lucky foot,” of which the Highlanders 

“think a great deal.” We walked down to the 

place we last came up, got into the carriage, and 

were home by half past two o’clock. 

The First Stay at Alt-na-Giuthasach. 

August 30,1849. 

After writing our letters, we set off on our po¬ 

nies, with Miss Dawson, Macdonald, Grant, Bat- 

terbury, and Hands Coutts; Harms is Gaelic for 

James, and is pronounced “ Ilamish.” The road 

has been improved since last year, and, though it 

is still very rough, there are no fords to pass, nor 

real difficulties any longer. We rode the whole 

way, and Albert only walked the last two miles, 

lie took a Gaelic lesson during our ride, asking 

Macdonald, who speaks it with great purity, many 

words, and making him talk to Jemmie Coutts. 
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Albert has already picked up many words; but 

it is a very difficult language, for it is pronounced 

in a totally different way from that in which it is 

written. 

We arrived at our little “botliie” at two o’clock, 

and were amazed at the transformation. There 

are two huts, and to the one in which we live a 

wooden addition has been made. We have a 

charming little dining-room, sitting-room, bed¬ 

room, and dressing-room, all en suite / and there 

is a little room where Caroline Dawson (the Maid 

of Honor) sleeps, one for her maid, and a little 

pantry. In the other house, which is only a few 

yards distant, is the kitchen, where the people 

generally sit, a small room where the servants 

dine, and another, which is a sort of store-room, 

and a loft above in which the men sleep. Marga¬ 

ret French (my maid), Caroline’s maid, Lohlein* 

(Albert’s valet), a cook, Shacklef (a footman), and 

Macdonald, are the only people with us in the 

* This faithful and trusty valet nursed his dear master 

most devotedly through his sad illness in December, 18G1, 

and is now always with me as my personal groom of the 

chambers or valet. I gave him a house near Windsor 

Castle, where he resides when the Court are there. He is 

a native of Coburg. His father has been for fifty years 

Forster at Ftilbacli, close to Coburg. 

f Who was very active and efficient. He is now a Page. 
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house, old John Gordon and his wife excepted. 

Our rooms are delightfully papered, the ceilings 
as well as walls, and very nicely furnished. We 

lunched as soon as we arrived, and at three 

walked down (about twenty minutes’ walk) to 
the loch called u Muich,” which some say means 

“ darkness” or “ sorrow.” Here we found a large 
boat, into which we all got, and Macdonald, Dun¬ 

can, Grant, and Coutts rowed; old John Gordon 

and two others going in another boat with the 

net. They rowed up to the head of the loch, to 

where the Muich runs down out of the Dim Loch, 

which is on the other side. 

The scenery is beautiful here, so wild and grand 
—real severe Highland scenery, with trees in the 
hollow. We had various scrambles in and out 
of the boat and along the shore, and saw three 

hawks, and caught seventy trout. I wish an art¬ 

ist could have been there to sketch the scene; it 

was so picturesque—the boat, the net, and the 
people in their kilts in the water and on the 

shore. In going back, Albert rowed and Mac¬ 
donald steered; and the lights were beautiful. 

We came home at a quarter past seven. At 
eight we dined, Lohlein, Macdonald, and Shackle 

waiting on us. After dinner we played with 

Caroline Dawson at whist with dummy, and aft- 
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erward walked round the little garden. The si¬ 

lence and solitude, only interrupted by the wav¬ 

ing of the fir-trees, were very solemn and striking. 

A Beat m the Abergeldie Woods. 

September 3,1849. 

At a quarter past eleven we drove (the three 

gentlemen going in another carriage) to the road 

along which we went with Lord Portman the 

other day, and up to a small path, where I 

mounted my pony, Albert and the others walk¬ 

ing. We came to Geannac7ioil, and Albert was 

much pleased with the splendid view. The lights 

were most beautiful, but the heat was overpower¬ 

ing, and the sun burning. 

We turned to the rio;ht when out on the moors, 

where I got off and walked; and we seated our¬ 

selves behind a large stone, no one but Macdonald 

with us, who loaded the guns, and gave notice 

when any thing was to be seen, as he lay upon 

the ground. The gentlemen were below in the 

road; the wood was beat, but nothing came, so 

we walked on, and came down a beautiful thick- 
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ly-wooded glen; and after a good deal of scram¬ 

bling to get there, and to get up one side of tlie 

glen, we sat down again. We then scrambled 

over to the opposite side, where we again con¬ 

cealed ourselves; in this beat Albert shot a roe, 

and I think would have shot more had they not 

been turned back by the sudden appearance of 

an old woman, who, looking like a witch, came 

along through the wood with two immense 

crutches, and disturbed the whole thing. Al¬ 

bert killed the roe just as she was coming along, 

and the shot startled her very much; she was 

told to come down, which she did, and sat be¬ 

low in the glen, motionless, having - covered her 

head with her handkerchief. When two of the 

beaters came down and were told to take up the 

roe, they first saw the old woman, and started, 

and stared with horror—which was very amus¬ 

ing to see. I rode a little way afterward, and 

then we seated ourselves behind a bush, in the 

rear of the wood, close to the distillery; but this 

beat brought nothing. Albert killed a young 

black cock before we came to the second beat. 

We were home at a quarter past three o’clock. 
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Visit to the Dhu Loch, etc. 

September 11,1849. 

Tlie morning was very fine. I heard the chil¬ 

dren repeat some poetry in German, and then at 

ten o’clock we set off with Lady Douro in our 

carriage, and drove on beyond Inch Bobbard, 

changing horses near BirJchall, and stopping for 

a moment at the linn of Muich ; here we found 

the ponies, which we mounted, forded the river, 

and were almost immediately at the hut. We 

stopped there only for an instant, and remounted 

our ponies directly; Grant, Macdonald (who led 

my pony the whole time, and was extremely use¬ 

ful and attentive), Jemmie Coutts (leading Lady 

Douro’s pony), Charlie Coutts, and John Brown 

going with us, old John Gordon leading the way. 

It was half past twelve when we began ascend¬ 

ing the hill immediately behind the house, and 

proceeded along over the hills to a great height, 

whence the view was very fine, quite overhang¬ 

ing the loch, and commanding an extensive view 

of Glen Muich beyond on the opposite side. The 

road got worse and worse. It was particularly 

bad when we had to pass the Burn of the Glas- 
salt, which falls into the loch, and was very full. 
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There had been so much rain that the burns and 

rivers were very full, and the ground quite soft. 

We rode over the Strone Hill, the wind blowing 

dreadfully hard when we came to the top. Al¬ 

bert 'walked almost from the first, and shot a hare 

and a grouse; he put up a good many of them. 

We walked to a little hollow immediately above 

the Dhu Loch, and at half past three seated our¬ 

selves there, and had some very welcome lunch¬ 

eon. The loch is only a mile in length, and very 

wild; the hills, which are very rocky and precip¬ 

itous, rising perpendicularly from it. 

In about half an hour we began our journey 

homeward. We came straight down beside the 

Muich, which falls in the most beautiful way over 

the rocks and stones in the glen. We rode down, 

and only had to get off to cross the Glassalt, 
which was an awkward ford to scramble over. 

The road was rough, but certainly far less soft 

and disagreeable than the one we came by. I 

rode “ Lochnagar” at first, but changed him for 

Colonel Gordon’s pony, as I thought he took fright 

at the bogs; but Colonel Gordon’s was broken- 

winded, and struggled very much in the soft 

ground, which was very disagreeable. 

We were only an hour coming down to the 

boat. The evening was very fine, but it blew 
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very hard on the lake, and the men could not 

pull, and I got so alarmed that I begged to land, 

and Lady Douro was of my opinion that it was 

much better to get out. We accordingly landed, 

and rode home along a sort of sheep-path on the 

side of the lake, which took us three quarters of 

an hour. It was very rough and very narrow, for 

the hill rises abruptly from the lake; we had sev¬ 

en hundred feet above us, and I suppose one hun¬ 

dred feet below. However, we arrived at the hut 

quite safely at twenty minutes to seven, thankful 

to have got through all our difficulties and ad¬ 

ventures, which are always veiy pleasant to look 

back upon. 

We dined a little before eight with Lady 

Douro, and played two rubbers of whist with her. 

Old John Gordon amused Albert by saying, in 

speaking of the bad road we had gone, “ It’s some¬ 

thing steep and something rough,” and “this is 

the only best,” meaning that it was very bad, 

which was a characteristic reply. 
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Ascent of Ben-na-Biioukd. 

September 6,1850. 

At half past ten o’clock we set off with Lady 

Douro and Ernest Leiningen,* and drove to In- 

vercaulel, about three quarters of a mile beyond 

the house, where we found our people and ponies, 

together with Arthur Farquharson, Shewin, and 

others. We then walked a little way, after which 

we mounted our ponies and began the ascent to¬ 

ward Ben-na- Bliourd; Macdonald leading my 

pony, good little “ Lochnagar,” and James Coutts 

Lady Douro’s. There is an excellent path, almost 

a narrow road, made up to within the last two 

miles and a half, which are very steep and rocky. 

The scenery is beautiful. We first rode up a 

glen (where a stone of the house in which Finla, 

the first of the Farquharsons, was born, is still 

shown) through which the Glasscdt runs. Far¬ 

ther on comes a very narrow, rocky, and precipi¬ 

tous glen, called the Sluggan, said to mean the 

“swallow,” or “swallowing.” Some little dis¬ 

tance after this the country opens widely before 

you, with Ben-na-Bhourd rising toward the left; 

and then you enter the Forest of Mar, which the 

* Our nephew. 

F 
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Duke of Leeds rents from Lord Fife. There is a 

very pretty little shooting-box, called Sluggan 

Cottage, which is half way from Invercauld to the 

top of Ben-na-Bhourd. Below this is the Quoich, 
which we forded. The last bit of the real road is 

a long steep ascent on the brow of a hill, the name 

of which means the “ Tooth’s craig.” (Macdonald 

translated all the names for us.) The ascent, aft¬ 

er the path ceases, is very stony; in fact, nothing 

but bare granite. Albert had walked a great 

deal, and we ladies got off after it became more 

uneven, and when we were no longer very far 

from the top. We came upon a number of 

“ cairngorms,” which we all began picking up, 

and found some very pretty ones. At the top, 

which is perfectly flat, the ground is entirely com¬ 

posed of stones or wet swampy moss, and the 

granite seems to have stopped just a few feet be¬ 

low. We sat down at a cairn and had our lunch¬ 

eon. The wind was extremely cold, but when¬ 

ever we got out of it the air was very hot. The 

view from the top was magnificent and most ex¬ 

tensive: Ben-na-Bhourd is 3940 feet high. We 

saw Ben-y-Ghlo very clearly, Cairngorm and Ben 
Muich JDhui quite close, but in another direction; 

the Moray Firth, and, through the glass, ships 

even could be seen; and on the other side rose 
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Locli-na-Gar, still the jewel of all the mountains 

here. 

After luncheon we began our downward prog¬ 

ress, and walked the whole of the steep part till 

we reached the path; we came down very quick¬ 

ly, my pony making great haste, though he had 

half a mind to kick. Albert found some beauti¬ 

ful little rock crystals in the Sluggan, and walked 

the remainder of the way; we ladies left our 

horses about a quarter of a mile before*we met 

the carriage. The whole distance from Inver- 

cauld to the top of Ben-na-Bhourd is nine miles, 

so we must have been at least 18 miles riding 

and walking. It has been a delightful expe¬ 

dition. It was six o’clock when we reached the 

carriage, and we were at home at a little past 

seven. 

Tiie Gatiieking. 

September 12,1850. 

We lunched early, and then went at half past 

two o’clock, with the children and all our party, 

except Lady Douro, to the Gathering at the Castle 

of Braemar, as we did last year. The Duffs, Far- 
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qubarsons, the Leeds’s, and those staying with 

them, and Captain Forbes* and forty of his men 

who had come over from Strntli Don, were there, f 

Some of our people were there also. There were 

the usual games of “ putting the stone,” “ throwing 

the hammer” and “ caber,” and racing up the hill 

of Craig Clieunnich, which was accomplished in 

less than six minutes and a half; and we were all 

much pleased to see our gillie Duncan,^ who is 

an active, good-looking young man, win. He was 

far before the others the whole way. It is a fear¬ 

ful exertion. Mr. Farquharson brought him up 

to me afterward. Eighteen or nineteen started, 

and it looked very pretty to see them run off in 

their different colored kilts, with their white shirts 

* Now Sir Charles Forbes, of Castle Newe. 

f A work recently published, entitled Highlanders of 

Scotland, by Kenneth Macleay, Esq., R.S.A., contains ex¬ 

cellent portraits of some of the men of these and other of 

the principal Highland clans, as well as of the Retainers 

of the Royal Household. 

\ One of our keepers since 1851: an excellent, intelligent 

man, much liked by the Prince. He, like many others, spit 

blood after running the race up that steep hill in this short 

space of time, and he has never been so strong since. The 

running up hill has in consequence been discontinued. He 

lives in a cottage at the back of Craig Gowan (command¬ 

ing a beautiful view) called Robrecli, which the Prince 

built for him. 
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(tlie jackets or doublets they take off for all the 

games), and scramble up through the wood, emerg¬ 

ing gradually at the edge of it, and climbing the 

hill. 

After this we went into the castle and saw 

some dancing; the prettiest was a reel by Mr. 

Farquharson’s children and some other children, 

and the “ Ghillie Callum” beautifully danced by 

John Athole Farquharson, the fourth son. The 

twelve children were all there, including the baby, 

who is two years old. 

Mamma, Charles, and Ernest joined us at Brae- 

mar. Mamma enjoys it all very much; it is her 

first visit to Scotland. We left after the dancing. 

Salmon Leistering. 

September 13,1850. 

We walked with Charles, the boys, and Vicky 

to the river side above the bridge, where all our 

tenants were assembled with poles and spears, or 

rather “ leisters,” for catching salmon. They all 

went into the river, walking up it, and then back 

again, poking about under all the stones to bring 

fish up to where the men stood with the net. It 
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liad a very pretty effect; about one hundred men 

wading through the river, some in kilts with poles 

and spears, all very much excited. Not succeed¬ 

ing the first time, we went higher up, and moved 

to three or four different places, but did not get 

any salmon, one or two escaping. Albert stood 

on a stone, and Colonel Gordon and Lord James 

Murray waded about the whole time. Duncan, 

in spite of all his exertions yesterday, and having 

besides walked to and from the Gathering, was 

the whole time in the water. Not far from the 

laundry there was another trial, and here we had 

a great fright. In one place there was a very 

deep pool, into which two men very foolishly 

went, and one could not swim; we suddenly saw 

them sink, and in one moment they seemed drown¬ 

ing, though surrounded by people. There was a 

cry for help, and a general rush, including Albert, 

toward the spot, which frightened me so much, 

that I grasped Lord Carlisle’s arm in great agony. 

However, Dr. Robertson* swam in and pulled the 

man out, and all was safely over; but it was a 

horrid moment. 

* The gentleman who has hatl from the beginning the 

entire management of our property at Balmoral, etc. lie 

is highly esteemed, and is a most amiable man, who has 

carried out all the Prince’s and my wishes admirably. 
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A salmon was speared here by one of the men, 

after which we walked to the ford, or quarry, 

where we were very successful, seven salmon be¬ 

ing caught, some in the net, and some speared. 

Though Albert stood in the water some time, he 

caught nothing; but the scene at this beautiful 

spot was exciting and picturesque in the extreme. 

I wished for Landseer’s pencil. The sun was in¬ 

tensely hot. We did not get back till after three 

o’clock, and then took luncheon. The Ducheso 

of Gordon came to see us afterward; and while 

she was still with us, Captain Forbes (who had 

asked permission to do so) marched through the 

grounds with his men, the pipers going in front. 

They stopped, and cheered three - times - three, 

throwing up their bonnets. They then marched 

off, and we listened with pleasure to the distant 

shouts and the sound of the pibroch. 

We heard afterward that our men had carried 

all Captain Forbes’s men on their backs through 

the river. They saw the fishing going on, and 

came to the water’s edge on the opposite side; 

and on being greeted by our people, said they 

would come over, on which ours went across in 

one moment and carried them over—Macdonald 

at their head carrying Captain Forbes on his back. 

This was very courteous, and worthy of chivalrous 

times. 
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Locn Muich. 

September 16,1850. 

We reached the hut at three o’clock. At half 

past four we walked down to the loch, and got 

into the boat with our people; Duncan, Brown,* 

* The same who, in 1858, became my regular attendant 

out of doors every where in the Highlands; who com¬ 

menced as gillie in 1849, and was selected by Albert and 

me to go with my carriage. In 1851 he entered our service 

permanently, and began in that year leading my pony, and 

advanced step by step by his good conduct and intelligence. 

Ilis attention, care, and faithfulness can not be exceeded; 

and the state of my health, which of late years has been 

sorely tried and weakened, renders such qualifications most 

valuable, and, indeed, most needful in a constant attendant 

upon all occasions. He has since, most deservedly, been 

promoted to be an upper servant, and my permanent per¬ 

sonal attendant. (December, 1865.) He has all the inde¬ 

pendence and elevated feelings peculiar to the Highland 

race, and is singularly straightforward, simple-minded, kind- 

hearted, and disinterested; always ready to oblige; and of 

a discretion rarely to be met with. He is now in his forti¬ 

eth year. Ilis father was a small farmer, who lived at the 

Bush on the opposite side to Balmoral. lie is the second 

of nine brothers, three of whom have died, two are in Aus¬ 

tralia and New Zealand, two are living in the neighborhood 

of Balmoral, and the youngest, Archie (Archiebald), is valet 

to our son Leopold, and is an excellent, trustworthy young 

man. 
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P. Cotes,* and Leys rowing. They rowed mostly 

toward the opposite side, which is very fine in¬ 

deed, and deeply farrowed by the torrents, which 

form glens and corries where birch and alder trees 

grow close to the water’s edge. We landed on a 

sandy spot below a fine glen, through which flows 

the Black Burn. It was very dry here, but still 

very picturesque, 'with alder-trees and mountain 

ash in full fruit overhanging it. We afterward 

landed at our usual place at the head of the loch, 

which is magnificent, and rode back. A new road 

has been made, and an excellent one it is, winding 

along above the lake. 

The moon rose, and was beautifully reflected 

on the lake, which, with its steep green hills, 

looked lovely. To add to the beauty, poetry, 

and wildness of the scene, Cotes played in the 

boat; the men, who row very quickly and well 

now, giving an occasional shout when he played 

a reel. It reminded me of Sir Walter Scott’s 

lines in The Lady of the Lake: 

“ Ever, as on they bore, more loud 

And louder rung the pibroch proud. 

At first the sound, by distance tame, 

Mellow’d along the waters came, 

* Now, since some years, piper to Farquharson of Inver- 

cauld. 
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And, lingering long by cape and bay, 

Wail’d every harsher note away.” 

We were home at a little past seven; and it was 

so still and pretty as we entered the wood, and 

saw the light flickering from our humble little 

abode. 

Tokcii- light Ball at Cokkiemulzie. 

September 10,1852. 

We dined at a quarter past six o’clock in 

morning gowns (not ordinary ones, but such as 

are worn at a “ breakfast”), and at seven started 

for Corriemulzie for a torch-light ball in the open 

air. I wore a white bonnet, a gray watered silk, 

and (according to Highland fashion) my plaid 

scarf over my shoulder, and Albert his Highland 

dress, which he wears every evening. We drove 

in the post-chaise, the two ladies, Lord Derby, 

and Colonel Gordon following in the other car¬ 

riage. 

It was a mild though threatening evening, but 

fortunately it kept fine. We arrived there at half 

past eight, by which time, of course, it was quite 

dark. Mr. and Lady Agnes Duff received us at 
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the door, and then took us at once through the 

house to the open space where the ball was, 

which was hid from our view till the curtains 

were drawn asunder. It was really a beautiful 

and most unusual sight. All the company were 

assembled there. A space about one hundred 

feet in length and sixty feet in width was board¬ 

ed, and entirely surrounded by Highlanders bear¬ 

ing torches, which were placed in sockets, and 

constantly replenished. There were seven pipers 

playing together, Mack ay* leading, and they re¬ 

ceived us with the usual salute and three cheers, 

and “ Nis ! nis ! nis !” (pronounced “ Neesh ! 

neesh! neesh!” the Highland “ Hip! hip! hip!”) 

and again cheers; after which came a most ani¬ 

mated reel. There were above sixty people, ex¬ 

clusive of the Highlanders, of whom there were 

also sixty; all the Highland gentlemen, and any 

who were at all Scotch, were in kilts, the ladies 

in evening dresses. The company and the High¬ 

landers danced pretty nearly alternately. There 

were two or three sword dances. We were upon 

* My Piper from the year 1843, considered almost the 

first in Scotland, who was recommended by the Marquis 

of Breadalbane; he unfortunately went out of his mind in 

the year 1854, and died in 1855. A brother of his was 

Piper to the Duke of Sussex. 
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a haul pas, over which there was a canopy. The 

whole thing was admirably done, and very well 

worth seeing. Albert was delighted with it. I 

must not omit to mention a reel danced by eight 

Highlanders holding torches in their hands. 

We left at half past nine o’clock, and were home 

by a little past eleven. A long way certainly 

(14 miles, I believe). 

Account of the News of toe Duke of 

Wellington’s Death. 

A It-na- Gin tliasach, i 
Thursday, September 1G, 1852. j 

We were startled this morning at seven o’clock 

by a letter from Colonel Phipps, inclosing a tele¬ 

graphic dispatch with the report, from the sixth 

edition of the Sun, of the Duke of Wellington’s 

death the day before yesterday, which report, how¬ 

ever, we did not at all believe. Would to God 

that we had been right, and that this day had not 

been cruelly saddened in the afternoon. 

We breakfasted with Miss Seymour; and after 

writing and reading, we started at a quarter to 
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eleven with her and our Highland party. The 

day was not cold, and would, in fact, have been 

veiy fine if it had not been for a constant suc¬ 

cession of very slight showers, or clouds coming 

down. We walked along the loch, the road up 

to which is excellent. It has been widened, and 

would admit of a carriage. We arrived at the 

Alt-na-Dearg, a small burn and fall, which is very 

fine and rapid. Up this a winding path has been 

made, upon which we rode, though some parts are 

rather steep for riding. The burn falls over red 

granite; aad in the ravine grow birch, mountain 

ash, and alder. We got off, and walked a good 

long way on the top of the very steep hills over¬ 

hanging the loch, to the Stron, and the Moss of 
Mon Elpie, whence you overlook all the coun¬ 

try belonging to Lord Panmure, Mount Keen, the 

Ogilvie Hills, etc. We stopped to rest a little 

while—though the walking is excellent, so hard 

and dry—on a point overlooking the Shiel of the 

Glcissalt and the head of the loch. Here I sud¬ 

denly missed my watch, which the dear old Duke 

had given me; and, not being certain whether I 

had put it on or not, I asked Mackenzie* to go 

back and inquire. We walked on until we reached 

* One of our keepers, and a very good man; he lives at 

Alt-na-Giuthasach. 
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the higher part of the Glassalt, which we stepped 

across. We had passed over the tops of these 

hills on that expedition to the Dhu Loch three 

years ago, when the ground was so soft that po¬ 

nies could scarcely get along, the roads were so 

very bad. 

Then we began the descent of the Glassalt, 
along which another path has been admirably 

made. From here it is quite beautiful, so wild 

and grand. The falls are equal to those of the 

Bruar at Blair, and are 150 feet in height, the 

whole height to the foot of the loch being 500 

feet. It looked very picturesque to see the ponies 

and Highlanders winding along. We came down 

to the Shiel of the Glassalt, lately built, where 

there is a charming room for us, commanding a 

most lovely view. Here we took the cold lunch¬ 

eon which we had brought with us, and after that 

we mounted our ponies, and rode to the Dhu 

Loch, along a beautiful path which keeps well 

above the bum, that rushes along over flat great 

slabs of stone. The scenery is exquisite. We 

passed a small fall called the Burn of the Spullan 

(“ spout”). In half or three quarters of an hour 

we were at the wild and picturesque Dhu Loch. 

We got off our ponies, and I had just sat down 

to sketch, when Mackenzie returned, saying my 
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watch was safe at home, and "bringing letters; 

among them there was one from Lord Derby, 

which I tore open, and, alas ! it contained the con¬ 

firmation of the fetal news : that England's, or 

rather Britain's pride, her glory, her hero, the 

greatest man she ever had produced, was no 

more ! Sad day! Great and irreparable nation¬ 

al loss! 

Lord Derby inclosed a few lines from Lord 

Charles Wellesley, saying that his dear great fa¬ 

ther had died on Tuesday at three o’clock, after a 

few hours’ illness and no suffering. God’s will be 

done! The day must have come: the Duke was 

eighty-three. It is well for him that he has been 

taken when still in the possession of his great 

mind, and without a long illness — but what a 

loss ! One can not think of this country without 

“ the Duke”—our immortal hero ! 

In him centred almost every earthly honor a 

subject could possess. His position was the high¬ 

est a subject ever had—above party—looked up to 

by all—revered by the whole nation—the friend 

of the Sovereign; and hoiv simply he carried these 

honors ! With what singleness of purpose, what 

straightforwardness, what courage, were all the 

motives of his actions guided. The Crown never 

possessed—and I fear never will—so devoted, loy- 
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al, and faithful a subject, so stanch a supporter! 

To us (who, alas ! have lost, now, so many of our 

valued and experienced friends) his loss is irrep¬ 

arable, for his readiness to aid and advise, if it 

could be of use to us, and to overcome any and 

every difficulty, was unequaled. To Albert he 

showed the greatest kindness and the utmost con¬ 

fidence., His experience and his knowledge of 

the past were so great too; he was a link which 

connected us with by-gone times, with the last 

century. Not an eye will be dry in the whole 

country. 

We hastened down on foot to the head of Loch 

Muich, and then rode home, in a heavy shower, 

to Alt-na-Giuthasach. Our whole enjoyment was 

spoiled; a gloom overhung all of us. 

We wrote to Lord Derby and Lord Charles 

Wellesley. 

Building tiie Cairn on Craig Gowan, etc. 

Monday, October 11,185?. 

This day has been a very happy, lucky, and 

memorable one—our last! A fine morning. 
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Albert bad to see Mr. Walpole, and therefore it 

was nearly eleven o’clock before we could go up 

to the top of Craig Gowan, to see the cairn built, 

which was to commemorate our taking possession 

of this dear place, the old cairn having been pulled 

down. We set off with all the children, ladies, 

gentlemen, and a few of the servants, including 

Macdonald and Grant, who had not already gone 

up; and at the Moss House, which is half way, 

Mackay met us, and preceded us, playing, Duncan 

and Donald Stewart* going before him, to the 

highest point of Craig Gowan, where were assem¬ 

bled all the servants and tenants, with their wives, 

and childrpn, and old relations. All our little 

friends were there — Mary Symons and Lizzie 

Stewart, the four Grants, and several others. 

I then placed the first stone, after which Albert 

laid one, then the children, according to their ages. 

All the ladies and gentlemen placed one; and 

then every one came forward at once, each person 

carrying a stone and placing it on the cairn. Mr. 

and Mrs. Anderson were there; Mackay played; 

* One of the keepers, whom we found here in 1848. He 

is an excellent man, and was much liked by the Prince; he 

always led the dogs when the Prince went out stalking. 

He lives in the 'Western Lodge, close to Grant’s house, 

which was built for him by the Prince. 
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and whisky was given to all. It took, I am sure, 

an hour building; and while it was going on, some 

merry reels were danced on a stone opposite. All 

the old people (even the gardener’s wife from 

Corbie Hall, near Abergeldie) danced; and many 

of the children, Mary Symons and Lizzie Stewart 

especially, danced so nicely, the latter with her 

hair all hanging down. Poor dear old “ Monk,” 

Sir Robert Gordon’s faithful old dog, was sitting 

there among us all. At last, when the cairn, 

which is, I think, seven or eight feet high, was 

nearly completed, Albert climbed up to the top 

of it, and placed the last stone, after which three 

cheers were given. It was a gay, pretty, and 

touching sight, and I felt almost inclined to cry. 

The view was so beautiful over the dear hills; the 

day so tine; the whole so gemuthlich. May God 

bless this place, and allow us yet to see it and en¬ 

joy it many a long year! 

After luncheon, Albert decided to walk through 

the wood for the last time, to have a last chance, 

and allowed Vicky and me to go with him. At 

half past three o’clock we started, got out at 

Grant’s, and walked up part of Carrop, intending 

to go along the upper path, when a stag was 

heard to roar, and we all turned into the wood. 

We crept along, and got into the middle path. 
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Albert soon left us to go lower, and we sat down 

to wait for him; presently we heard a shot—then 

complete silence—and, after another pause of 

some little time, three more shots. This was 

again succeeded by complete silence. We sent 

some one to look, who shortly after returned, say¬ 

ing the stag had been twice hit, and they were 

after him. Macdonald next went, and in about 

five minutes we heard “Solomon” give tongue, 

and knew he had the stag at bay. We listened 

a little while, and then began moving down, hop¬ 

ing to arrive in time; but the barking had ceased, 

and Albert had already killed the stag; and on 

the road he lay, a little way beyond Invergelder— 

the beauty that we had admired yesterday even¬ 

ing. lie was a magnificent animal, and I sat down 

and scratched a little sketch of him on a bit of 
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paper that Macdonald had in his pocket, which I 
put on a stone, while Albert and Vicky, with the 
others, built a little cairn to mark the spot. We 
heard, after I had finished my scrawl, and the car¬ 
riage had joined us, that another stag had been 
seen near the road; and we had not gone as far 
as the “Irons”* before we saw one below the 
road, looking so handsome. Albert jumped out 
and fired—the animal fell, but rose again, and 
went on a little way, and Albert followed. Very 
shortly after, however, we heard a cry, and ran 
down and found Grant and Donald Stewart pull¬ 
ing up a stag with a very pretty head. Albert 
had gone on, Grant went after him, and I and 
Vicky remained with Donald Stewart, the stag, 
and the dogs. I sat down to sketch, and poor 
Vicky unfortunately seated herself on a wasp’s 
nest, and was much stung. Donald Stewart res¬ 
cued her, for I could not, being myself too much 
alarmed. Albert joined us in twenty minutes, un¬ 
aware of having killed the stag. What a delight¬ 
ful day! but sad that it should be the last day! 

* These “ Irons” are the levers of an old saw-mill which 

was pulled down, and they were left there to be sold—be¬ 
tween thirty and forty years ago — and have remained 
there ever since, not being considered worth selling, on ac¬ 

count of the immense trouble of transporting them. 
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Home by half past six. We found our beautiful 

stag had arrived, and admired him much. 

Laying the Foundation-stone of our 
New House. 

September 28,1853. 

A fine morning early, but when we walked out 

at half past ten o’clock it began raining, and soon 

poured down without ceasing. Most fortunately 

it cleared up before two, and the sun shone bright¬ 

ly for the ceremony of laying the foundation-stone 

of the new house. Mamma and all her party ar¬ 

rived from Abergelclie a little before three. I an¬ 

nex the Programme of the Ceremony, which was 

strictly adhered to, and was really very interest¬ 

ing: 
O 

Programme. 

The stone being prepared and suspended over that upon 

which it is to rest (in which will be a cavity for the bottle 

containing the parchment and the coins), 

The workmen will be placed in a semicircle at a little 

distance from the stone, and the women and home servants 

in an inner semicircle. 

Her Majesty the Queen, and His Royal Highness the 
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Prince, accompanied by the Royal Children, Her Royal 

Highness the Duchess of Kent, and attended by Her Maj¬ 

esty’s guests and suite, will proceed from the house. 

Her Majesty, the Prince, and the Royal Family will 

stand on the south side of the stone, the suite being behind 

and on each side of the Royal party. 

The Rev. Mr. Anderson will then pray for a blessing on 

the work. Her Majesty will affix her signature to the 

parchment, recording the day upon which the foundation- 

stone was laid. Her Majesty’s signature will be followed 

by that of the Prince and the Royal Children, the Duchess 

of Kent, and any others that Her Majesty may command, 

and the parchment will be placed in the bottle. 

One of each of the current coins of the present reign 

will also be placed in the bottle, and the bottle, having 

been sealed up, will be placed in the cavity. The trowel 

will then be delivered to Her Majesty by Mr. Smith of 

Aberdeen, the architect, and the mortar having been 

spread, the stone will be lowered. 

The level and square will then be applied, and their cor¬ 

rectness having been ascertained, the mallet will be deliv¬ 

ered to Her Majesty by Mr. Stuart (the clerk of the works), 

when Her Majesty will strike the stone and declare it to be 

laid. The cornucopia will be placed upon the stone, and 

^the oil and wine poured out by Iler Majesty. 

The pipes will play, and Iler Majesty, with the Royal 

Family, will retire. 

As soon after as it can be got ready, the workmen will 

proceed to their dinner. After dinner, the following toasts 

will be given by Mr. Smith: 

“ The Queen.” 

“The Prince and the Royal Family.” 
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“ Prosperity to the house, and happiness to the inmates 

of Balmoral.” 

The workmen will then leave the dinner-i’oom, and 

amuse themselves upon the green with Highland games 

till seven o’clock, when a dance will take place in the ball¬ 

room. 

We walked round to tlie spot, preceded by 

Mackay. Mr. Anderson* made a very appropri¬ 

ate prayer. The wind was very high, but else ev¬ 

ery thing went off as well as could possibly be . 

desired. 

The workmen and people all gave a cheer when 

the whole was concluded. In about three quar¬ 

ters of an hour’s time we went in to see the peo¬ 

ple at their dinner, and after this walked over to 

Craig Gowan for Albert to get a chance for black 

game. 

We dressed early, and went for twenty minutes 

before dinner to see the people dancing in the 

ballroom, which they did with the greatest spirit. 

Tiie Kiek. 

October 29,1854. 

We went to Kirk, as usual, at twelve o’clock. 

* The Minister of Crathie: he died November, 1866. 
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The service w«as performed by the Rev. Norman 

McLeod, of Glasgow, son of Dr. McLeod, and any 

thing finer I never heard. The sermon, entirely 

extempore, was quite admirable; so simple, and 

yet so eloquent, and so beautifully argued and 

put. The text was from the account of the com¬ 

ing of Nicodemus to Christ by night; St. John, 

chapter iii. Mr. McLeod showed in the sermon 

how we all tried to please self, and live for that, 

and in so doing found no rest. Christ had come 

not only to die for us, but to show how we were 

to live. The second prayer was very touching; 

his allusions to us were so simple, saying, after 

his mention of us, “ bless their children.” It gave 

me a lump in my throat, as also when he prayed 

for “ the dying, the wounded, the widow, and the 

orphans.” Every one came back delighted; and 

how satisfactory it is to come back from church 

with sucli feelings! The servants and the High¬ 

landers—all—were equally delighted. 

Arrival at the New Castle at Balmoral. 

September 7,1855. 

At a quarter past seven o’clock we arrived at 
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dear Balmoral. Strange, very strange, it seemed 

to me to drive past, indeed through the old house, 

the connecting part between it and the offices be¬ 

ing broken through. The new house looks beau¬ 

tiful. The tower and the rooms in the connect¬ 

ing part are, however, only half finished, and the 

offices are still unbuilt, therefore the gentlemen 

(except the Minister*) live in the old house, and 

so do most of the servants; there is a long wood¬ 

en passage which connects the new house with 

the offices. An old shoe was thrown after us into 

the house, for good luck, when we entered the 

hall. The house is charming; the rooms delight¬ 

ful ; the furniture, papers, every thing perfection. 

Impressions of the New Castle. 

September 8,1855. 

The view from the windows of our rooms, and 

from the library, drawing-room, etc., below them, 

of the valley of the Dee, with the mountains in 

the background, which one never could see from 

the old house, is quite beautiful. We walked 

* A Cabinet Minister is always in attendance upon the 

Queen at Balmoral. 

G 
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about, and alongside the river, and looked at all 

that has been done, and considered all that has to 

be done, and afterward we went over to the poor 

dear old house, and to our rooms, which it was 

quite melancholy to see so deserted, and settled 

about things being brought over. 

News of the Fall of Sevastopol. 

September 10,1855. 

Mamma, and her lady and gentleman, to dinner. 

All were in constant expectation of more tele¬ 

graphic dispatches. At half past ten o’clock two 

arrived—one for me, and one for Lord Granville. 

I began reading mine, which was from Lord Clar¬ 

endon, with details from Marshal Pelissier of the 

farther destruction of the Russian ships; and 

Lord Granville said, “ I have still better news 

on which he read, “ From General Simpson—Se¬ 

vastopol is in the hands of the Alliesf God be 

praised for it! Our delight was great; but we 

could hardly believe the good news, and, from 

having so long, so anxiously expected it, one could 

not realize the actual fact. 
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Albert said they should go at once and light 

the bonfire which had been prepared when the 

false report of the fall of the town arrived last 

year, and had remained ever since, waiting to be 

lit. On the 5th of November, the day of the bat¬ 

tle of Likermcinn, the wind upset it, strange to 

say; and now again, most strangely, it only seem¬ 

ed to wait for our return to be lit. 

The new house seems to be lucky indeed, for, 

from the first moment of our arrival, we have had 

good news. In a few minutes Albert and all the 

gentlemen, in every species of attire, sallied forth, 

followed by all the servants, and gradually by all 

the population of the village — keepers, gillies, 

workmen—up to the top of the cairn. We wait¬ 

ed, and saw them light it, accompanied by general 

cheering. The bonfire blazed forth brilliantly, 

and we could see the numerous figures surround¬ 

ing it—some dancing, all shouting; Ross* play¬ 

ing his pipes, and Grant and Macdonald firing off 

guns continually; while poor old Francois d’Al- 

bertangonf lighted a number of squibs below, the 

greater part of which would not go off. About 

* My Piper since 1854; he had served seventeen years 

in the 42d Highlanders—a very respectable, good man. 

t An old servant of Sir R. Gordon’s, who had charge of 
the house, and was a native of Alsace. He died in 1858. 
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three quarters of an hour after, Albert came 

down, and said the scene had been wild and ex¬ 

citing beyond every thing. The people had been 

drinking healths in whisky, and were in great 

ecstasy. The whole house seemed in a wonder¬ 

ful state of excitement. The boys were with 

difficulty awakened, and when at last this was 

the case, they begged leave to go up to the top 

of the cairn. 

We remained till a quarter to twelve; and, just 

as I was undressing, all the people came down 

under the windows, the pipes playing, the people 

singing, firing off guns, and cheering—first for me, 

then for Albert, the Emperor of the French, and 

the “ downfall of Sevastopol 

The Betrothal of the Princess Royal. 

September 29,1855. 

Our dear Victoria was this day engaged to 

Prince Frederick William of Prussia, who had 

been on a visit to us since the 14th. lie had 
already spoken to us, on the 20th, of his wishes; 
but we were uncertain, on account of her extreme 
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youth, whether he should speak to her himself, or 

wait till he came back again. However, we felt 

it was better he should do so; and during our 

ride up Craig-na-Ban this afternoon, he picked a 

piece of white heather (the emblem of “ good 

luck”), which he gave to her, and this enabled 

him to make an allusion to his hopes and -wishes 

as they rode down Glen Girnoch, which led to 

this happy conclusion. 

Tue Kirk. 

October 14,1855. 

To Kirk at twelve o’clock The Rev. J. Caird, 

one of the most celebrated preachers in Scotland, 

performed the service, and electrified all present 

by a most admirable and beautiful sermon, which 

lasted nearly an hour, but which kept one’s at¬ 

tention riveted. The text was from the twelfth 

chapter of Romans, and the eleventh verse: “JVot 

slothful in business ; fervent in spirit; serving the 

Lord.” He explained, in the most beautiful and 

simple manner, what real religion is; how it ought 

to pervade eveiy action of our lives; not a thing 
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only for Sundays, or for our closet; not a thing to 

drive us from the world; not “ a perpetual moping 

over 1 good’ hooks,” but “ being and doing good 

“letting every thing be done in a Christian spirit.” 

It was as fine as Mr. McLeod’s sermon last year, 

and sent us home much edified. 

Finding the Old Castle Gone. 

August 30,1856. 

On arriving at Balmoral at seven o’clock in 

the evening, we found the tower finished as well 

as the offices, and the poor old house gone! The 

effect of the whole is very fine. 

Gardens, etc., round the New Castle. 

August 31,1856. 

We walked along the river and outside the 

house. The new offices and the yard are excel¬ 

lent ; and the little garden on the west side, with 
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the eagle fountain which the King of Prussia gave 

me, and which used to be in the green-house at 

Windsor, is extremely pretty, as are also the 

flower-beds under the walls of the side which 

faces the Dee. There are sculptured arms on the 

different shields, gilt, which has a very good 

effect; and a bas-relief under our windows—not 

gilt — representing St. Hubert, with St. Andrew 

on one side and St. George on the other side, all 

done by Mr. Thomas.* 

Love for Balmoral. 

October 13,1856. 

Every year my heart becomes more fixed in 

this dear Paradise, and so much more so now that 

all has become my dearest Albert’s own creation, 

own work, own building, own laying out, as at 

Osborne; and his great taste, and the impress 

of his dear hand, have been stamped every where. 

He was very busy to-day, settling and arranging 

many things for next year. 

* He (lied in March, 1862. The Prince had a high opin¬ 

ion of his taste. 
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Opening of the New Bridge oyer tiie 

Linn of Dee. 

September 8,1857. 

At half past one o’clock we started in “ High¬ 

land state”—Albert in a royal Stuart plaid, and 

I and the girls in skirts of the same—with the 

ladies (who had only returned at five in the 

morning from the ball at Mar Lodge) and gentle¬ 

men, for the Linn of Dee, to open the new bridge 

there. The valley looked beautiful. A triumph¬ 

al arch was erected, at which Lord Fife and Mr. 

Brooke received us, and walked near the carriage, 

pipers playing — the road lined with Duff men. 

On the bridge Lady Fife received us, and we all 

drank in whisky “ prosperity to the bridge.” The 

view of the linn is very fine from it. 

All the company and a band were outside a 

tent on the bank overlooking the bridge. Here 

we took some tea, talked with the company, and 

then drove back by Mar Lodge, the Fifes preced¬ 

ing us to the end of the grounds. The same peo¬ 

ple were there as at the Gatherings—the Camp- 

dens, Errolls, Airlies, old Lady Duff, and Mr. and 

Lady L. Brooke, and others. We were home at 

half past five, not without having some rain by 

the way. 
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Visits to tiie Old Womeh. 

Saturday, September 26,1857. 

Albert went out with Alfred for the clay, and I 

walked out with the two girls and Lady Church¬ 

ill ; stopped at the shop and made some purchases 

for poor people and others; drove a little way, got 

out and walked up the hill to Balnacroft, Mrs. P. 

Farquharson’s, and she walked round with us to 

some of the cottages to show me where the poor 

people lived, and to tell them who I was. Before 

we went into any we met an old woman, who, 

Mrs. Farquharson said, was very poor, eighty-eight 

years old, and mother to the former distiller. I 

gave her a warm petticoat, and the tears rolled 

down her old cheeks, and she shook my hands, 

and prayed God to bless me: it was very touching. 

I went into a small cabin of old Kitty Kear’s, 

who is eighty-six years old—quite erect, and who 

welcomed us with a great air of dignity. She sat 

down and spun. I gave her, also, a warm petti¬ 

coat ; she said, “ May the Lord ever attend ye and 

yours, here and hereafter; and may the Lord be 

a guide to ye, and keep ye from all harm.” She 

was quite surprised at Vicky’s height; great in¬ 

terest is taken in her. We went on to a cottage 

G 2 
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(formerly Jean Gordon’s) to visit old widow Sy¬ 

mons, wlio is “ past fourscore,” with a nice rosy 

face, but was bent quite double; she was most 

friendly, shaking hands with us all, asking which 

was I, and repeating many kind blessings: “ May 

the Lord attend ye with mirth and with joy; may 

He ever be with ye in this world, and when ye 

leave it.” To Vicky, wdien told she was going to 

be married, she said, “ May the Lord be a guide to 

ye in your future, and may every happiness attend 

ye.” She was very talkative; and when I said I 

hoped to see her again, she expressed an expecta¬ 

tion that “ she should be called any day,” and so 

did Kitty Kear.* 

We went into three other cottages—to Mrs. 

Symons’s (daughter-in-law to the old widow liv¬ 

ing next door), who had an “ unwell boythen 

across a little burn to another old woman’s; and 

afterward peeped into Blair the fiddler’s. We 

drove back, and got out again to visit old Mrs. 

Grant (Grant’s mother), who is so tidy and clean, 

and to whom I gave a dress and handkerchief, and 

she said, “You’re too kind to me; you’re over kind 

to me; ye give me more every year, and I get old¬ 

er every year.” After talking some time with her, 

she said, “ I am happy to see ye looking so nice.” 

* She died in January, 1865. 
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She had tears in her eyes, and speaking of Vicky’s 

going, said, “ I’m very sorry, and I think she is sor¬ 

ry hersel’and, having said she feared she would 

not see her (the Princess) again, said, “ I am very 

sorry I said that, but I meant no harm; I always 

say just what I think, not what is fut” (tit). Dear 

old lady; she is such a pleasant person. 

Really the affection of these good people, who 

are so hearty and so happy to see you, taking in¬ 

terest in every thing, is very touching and grati¬ 

fying. 

Visit to the Prince’s Encampment at Feithort. 

Tuesday, October 6,1857. 

At twelve o’clock I drove off with the two girls 

to the “ Irons,” where we mounted our ponies, and 

rode up (Brown and Robertson attending on foot) 

through the Corrie Buie, along the pretty new 

path through Feithluie to the foot of the veiy 

steep ascent to Feithort, where we got off and 

walked up, and suddenly, when nearly at the top 

of the path, came upon Albert’s little encamp¬ 

ment, which was just at the edge of the winding 

path. 
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Albert was still absent, having gone out at six 

o’clock, but Lohlein and some of the gillies were 

there. The little house, with shelves for keeping 

a few boxes (no seat), and a little stove, was not 

at all uncomfortable; but the wind was dread¬ 

fully high, and blew in. We waited for about a 

quarter of an hour, when Albert arrived; he had 

been out since six o’clock, shot three stags, but 

only got one bad one. The fine one, yesterday 

evening, had cost him much trouble. The night 

had been bitterly cold and windy; but he had 

slept. W e lunched in the little “ housie” at the 

open door. There was a second hut for the peo¬ 

ple. Luncheon over, we walked down and across 
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the greater part of the Balloch Buie, mounting 

our ponies wherever it was wet. We saw deer 

as we came lower down, and all of a sudden a stag 

was seen quite close by the path; Albert shot 

him, and he fell at once. He had very fine horns, 

a royal on one side. 

Then they beat up to the Craig Daign. Poor 

Albert was much tired, and had to walk all the 

time, as he had no pony; we rode part of the way. 

Then the lower part of the road was driven. As 

we were sitting by a tree close to Albert a stag 

came out, and Albert killed him at one shot. A 

fine day, though at times it has been very cold. 

We got home at half past six. 

A Fall of Snow. 

September 18,1858. 

Alas! the last day! When we got up the 

weather seemed very hopeless. Every thing was 

white with snow, which lay at least an inch on 

the ground, and it continued snowing heavily, as 

it had done since five this morning. I wished we 

might be snowed up, and unable to move. How 



158 Life in the Highlands. 

happy I should have been could it have been so! 

It continued snowing till half past ten or eleven, 

and then it began to clear up. The hills appear¬ 

ed quite white; the sun came out, and it became 

splendidly bright. Albert was going to have 

the woods driven—which are not properly called 

Carrop Woods, but Garmaddie Woods — but had 

first to ride round Craig Gowan with Dr. Robert¬ 

son to see Bobrech, the place where Duncan’s new 

house is to be built, which is above the village, 

opposite Craig Lwraghai/n, with a most splendid 

view; and at Grant’s house I was to meet him. 

At one o’clock I left with Alice and Lenchen* 

for Grant’s, where we met Albert, who joined us' 

in the carriage: the day was truly splendid. We 

got out at the river, and were going down to 

Nelly’s Bush, when a stag was heard roaring very 

near; so we had to stop, and, with our plaids and 

cloaks to sit upon, really avoided getting very wet. 

We waited till Albert was near to the stag, saw it 

move, heard Albert fire twice, and the stag turn, 

stop, and then disappear. Albert fired again, but 

the stag had crossed the Dee; so we turned up 

on to the road, and went into the dear old Coriie 

Buie ; Albert turning off to see if there were any 

deer near, while we waited for him. We then 

* Princess Helena. 
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cam'e to a place which is always wet, but which 

was particularly bad after the late rain and snow. 

There was iio pony for me to get on; and as I 

wished not to get my feet wet by walking through 

the long grass, Albert proposed I should be car¬ 

ried over in a plaid; and Lenchen was first car¬ 

ried over; but it was held too low, and her feet 

dangled; so Albert suggested the plaid should be 

put round the men’s shoulders, and that I should 

sit upon it; Brown and Duncan, the two strongest 

and handiest, were the two who undertook it, and 

I sat safely enough with an arm on each man’s 

shoulder, and was carried successfully over. All 

the Highlanders are so amusing, and really pleas¬ 

ant and instructive to talk to—women as well as 

men—and the latter so gentlemanlike.* Albert’s 

* A similar view to that given in the text is admirably 

expressed by the Reverend Frederick W. Robertson in his 

Lectures on Literary and Social Topics, and his description 

of a Tyrolese is even more applicable to a Highlander. 

“ My companion was a Tyrolese chamois-hunter, a man 

who, in point of social position, might rank with an En¬ 

glish laborer. I fear there would be a difficulty in En¬ 

gland in making such a companionship pleasurable and 

easy to both parties; there would be a painful obsequi¬ 

ousness, or else an insolent familiarity on the one side, 

constraint on the other. In this case there was nothing 

of that sort. We walked together and ate together. He 

had all the independence of a man, but he knew the court- 
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shots were heard close by while we were at lunch¬ 

eon, and there was a general rush of all the peo¬ 

ple. Albert joined us soon after; he had had a 

great deal of trouble in stalking his stag, which 

lie had been after several days, but had killed 

him at one shot. He was brought for us to see: 

a very light-colored one, with fine straight horns, 

of extraordinary thickness. After this we walked 

on for a beat quite round Ca/rrop / and the view 

was glorious! A little shower of snow had fallen, 

esy which was due to a stranger; and when we parted for 

the night, he took his leave with a politeness and dignity 

which would have done no discredit to the most finished 

gentleman. The reason, as it seemed to me, was that his 

character had been moulded by the sublimities of the forms 

of the outward nature amid which he lived. It was im¬ 

possible to see the clouds wreathing themselves in that 

strange wild way of theirs round the mountain crests, till 

the hills seemed to become awful things, instinct with life 

—it was impossible to walk, as we did sometimes, an hour 

or two before sunrise, and see the morning’s beams gilding 

with their pure light the grand old peaks on the opposite 

side of the valley, while we ourselves were still in deepest 

shade, and look on that man, his very exterior in harmony 

with all around him, and his calm eye resting on all that 

wondrous spectacle, without a feeling that these things 

had had their part in making him what he was, and that 

you were in a country in which men were bound to be 

polished, bound to be more refined, almost bound to be 

better men than elsewhere.” 
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but was succeeded by brilliant sunshine. The 

hills covered with snow, the golden birch-trees on 

the lower brown hills, and the bright afternoon 

sky, were indescribably beautiful. The following 

lines* admirably portray what I then saw; 

“ The gorgeous bright October, 

Then when brackens are changed, and heather blooms are 

faded, 

And amid russet of heather and fern, green trees are bonnie; 

Alders are green, and oaks; the rowan scarlet and yellow; 

One great glory of broad gold pieces appears the aspen, 

And the jewels of gold that were hung in the hair of the 

birch-tree, 

Pendulous, here and there, her coronet, necklace, and ear¬ 

rings, 
Cover her now, o’er and o’er; she is weary and scatters 

them from her.” 

Oh! liow I gazed and gazed on God’s glorious 

works with a sad heart, from its being for the last 

time, and tried to carry the scene away, well im¬ 

planted and fixed in my mind, for this effect with 

the snow we shall not often see again. We saw 

it like this in 1852, but we have not seen it so 

since, though we have often had snow-storms and 

showers, with a little snow lying on the highest 

hills. 

* The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich. By Arthur Hugh 

Clough. 
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Ascent of Morven. 

September 14,1859. 

I felt veiy low-spirited at my dearest Albert 

Laving to leave at one o’clock for Aberdeen, to 

preside at the meeting of the British Association. 

I, with Alice, the two ladies, Lord Charles Fitz- 

roy, and Brown, left shortly before for Morven. 

We took post-horses at the foot of Gairn, and 

drove by the right side of the glen, along a new 

good road, avoiding the ford, and by half past 

two we were at the foot of Morven, not far from 

the shooting-lodge there. Here we mounted our 

ponies, and our caravan started with the gillies— 

Jemmie Courts, an old acquaintance, now keeper 

at the lodge, leading the way. About half way, 

at a burn-side, we stopped, seated ourselves on 

plaids on the fine springy turf, and took luncheon; 

then walked about, sketched, mounted our ponies, 

and rode up to the top, which was rather steep 

and soft—“ foggy,” as Brown called it, which is 

the Highland expression for mossy—my little 

pony, being so fat, panted dreadfully. Morven is 

2700 feet high, and the view from it more mag¬ 

nificent than can be described, so large and yet so 

near every tiling seemed, and such seas of mount- 
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ains witli blue lights, and the color so wonder¬ 

fully beautiful. We looked down upon the Duke 

of Richmond’s property, and saw the mountain 

called the Buck of Cabrach, and still farther on 

the Slate Hills', to the east, Aberdeen and the 

blue sea, and we could even see the ships with 

the naked eye: the table-land between Tarland 

and Ballater / and stretching out below, due 

south, Mount Keen. To the southwest, Loch-na- 

Gar ; to the west, Ben A*an and Ben-na-Bhourd 

—“the land of Gairn,” as they call it—and Mu- 

ich; and Deeside in the foreground. It was en¬ 

chanting! We walked down to where we had 

lunched, and rode to the bottom. Here we found 

a fire, also tea with cakes, etc., which had been 

very kindly prepared for us by a lady and gentle¬ 

man, the daughter and son of Sir J. G. Ratcliff, 

living in the shooting-lodge. We drank the tea, 

and left in the carnage at half past six o’clock, 

reaching Balmoral at half past seven. So 'sad 

not to find my darling Husband at home. 
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The Prince’s Return from Aberdeen. 

September 15,1859. 

I heard by telegram last night that Albert’s 

reception was admirable, and that all was going 

off as well as possible. Thank God. I ascended 

Loch-na-Gar with Alice, Helena, Bertie, Lady 

Churchill, Colonel Bruce, and our usual attend¬ 

ants, and returned after six o’clock. At ten 

minutes past seven arrived my beloved Albert. 

All had gone off most admirably; he had seen 

many learned people; all were delighted with his 

speech; the reception most gratifying. Banchory 

House (Mr. Thomson’s), where he lodged (four 

miles from Aberdeeii), was, he said, very comfort¬ 

able. 

Fete to the Members of the British 

Association. 

September 22,1859. 

The morning dawned brightly. Suddenly a 

very high wind arose which alarmed us, but yet 

it looked bright, and we hoped the wind would 
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keep off the rain; but after breakfast, while watch¬ 

ing the preparations, showers began, and from 

half past eleven a fearful down-pour, with that 

white curtain-like appearance -which is so alarm¬ 

ing ; and this lasted till half past twelve. I was 

in despair; but at length it began to clear, just as 
the neighbors with their families, and some of the 

farmers opposite (the Herrons, Duncans, Brown’s 

father and brothers), arrived, and then came the 

huge omnibuses and carriages laden with “ philos¬ 

ophers.” At two o’clock we were all ready. Al¬ 

bert and the boys were in their kilts, and I and 

the girls in royal Stuart skirts and shawls over 

black velvet bodies. 

It was a beautiful sight in spite of the frequent 

slight showers which at first tormented us, and 
the very high, cold wind. There were gleams of 

sunshine, which, with the Highlanders in their 

brilliant and picturesque dresses, the wild notes 

of the pipes, the band, and the beautiful back¬ 

ground of mountains, rendered the scene wild and 

striking in the extreme. The Farquharson’s men 
headed by Colonel Farquharson, the Duff’s by 

Lord Fife, and the Forbes’s men by Sir Charles 
Forbes, had all marched on the ground before we 

came out, and were drawn up just opposite to us, 

and the spectators (the people of the country) 
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behind them. We stood on the terrace, the com¬ 

pany near us, and the “ savants,” also, on either 

side of us, and along the slopes, on the grounds. 

The games began about three o’clock: 

1. “ Throwing the Hammer.” 

2. “ Tossing the Caber.” 

3. “ Putting the Stone.” 

We gave prizes to the three best in each of the 

games. We walked along the terrace to the large 

marquee, talking to the people, to where the men 

were “ putting the stone.” After this returned to 

the upper terrace, to see the race, a pretty, wild 

sight; but the men looked very cold, with noth¬ 

ing but their shirts and kilts on; they ran beau¬ 

tifully. They wrapped plaids round themselves, 

and then came to receive the prizes from me. 

Last of all came the dancing—reels and “ Ghillie 

Callum.” The latter the judges could not make 

up then’ minds about; it was danced over and 

over again; and at last they left out the best dan¬ 

cer of all! They said he danced “ too well!” 

The dancing over, we left amid the loud cheers of 

the people. It was then about half past five. 

We watched from the wdndow the Highlanders 

marching away, the different people walking off, 

and four weighty omnibuses filling with the sci- 
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entiiic men. We saw, and talked to, Professor 

Owen, Sir David Brewster, Sir John Bowring, 

Mr. J. Roscoe, and Sir John Ross.* 

When almost all were gone, we took a short 

walk to warm ourselves. Much pleased at every 

thing having gone off well. The Duke of Rich¬ 

mond, Sir R. Murchison, General Sabine, Mr. Thom¬ 

son of Hanchcny House, and Professor Phillipps, 

Secretary of the Association, all of whom slept 

here, were additions to the dinner-party. I sat 

between our cousin Philip (Count of Flanders) 

and the Duke of Richmond. All the gentlemen 

spoke in very high terms of my beloved Albert’s 

admirable speech, the good it had done, and the 

general satisfaction it had caused. 

We could see the fire of the Forbes’s encamp¬ 

ment on the opposite side. 

* During the fete, we heard from Sir R. Murchison and 
others that news had been received this morning of the 
finding of poor Sir John Franklin’s remains—or, rather, of 
the things belonging to him and his party. 
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Expedition to Inciirory. 

September 30,1859. 

At twenty minutes past eleven we started with 

Helena and Louise in the sociable, Grant on the 

box, for Loch Bulig, passing the farms of Blair- 

glass and of Dali Dounie, and the shooting-lodge 

of Corndavon, ten miles distant. Here we found 

our ponies (mine being “Victoria”), and rode 

along the edge of the lake, up a beautiful glen, 

by a path winding through the valley, which ap¬ 

peared frequently closed. We then rode along a 

small river or burn, of which no one knew the 

name, none of our party having ever been there 

before. The hills were sprinkled wTith birch-trees, 

and there was grass below in the valley; we saw 

deer. As we approached Inciirory (a shooting- 

lodge of Lord H. Bentinck’s) the scenery became 

finer and finer, reminding us of Glen Tilt, and was 

most beautiful at Inciirory, with the fine broad 

water of the Avon flowing down from the mount¬ 

ains. 

We inquired of the people at Inciirory whether 

there was any way of getting round over the hills 

by Gairn Shiel, and they said there was, but that 

the distance was about 11 miles. Neither Grant 
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nor Brown had been that way. However, we ac¬ 

cepted it at once, and I was delighted to go on ci 

Timproviste, traveling about in these enchanting 

hills in this solitude, with only our good High¬ 

landers with us, who never make difficulties, but 

are cheerful, and happy, and merry, and ready to 

talk, and run, and do any thing. So on we went, 

turning up above Inchrory by a winding road be¬ 

tween hillocks, and commanding a glorious view 

toward Laganaul. Here, on a little grassy knoll, 

we lunched in a splendid position. 

After our luncheon, and walking a little way, 

we remounted, and proceeded by the so-called 

“ Brown Cow” (on the other side of which we had 

driven) over a moor, meeting a shepherd, out of 

whom Grant could get little information. Soon 

we came to corn-fields in the valley; passed Fa- 

vanche and Inchmore, and got on to a good road, 

on which Brown and Grant “ traveled” at a won¬ 

derful pace, upward of five miles an hour with¬ 

out stopping; and the former with that vigorous, 

light, elastic tread which is quite astonishing. 

We passed DaPna-Damph Shiel (a shooting-lodge 

of Sir Charles Forbes), and went along the old 

“ Military Road,” leaving Cockbridge, a small strag¬ 

gling “ toun,” which is on the road to Inverness, 

to our left, and the old Castle of Corgarf to our 

H 
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right. We looked over into Donside. The road 

was soon left for a mountain one in the hills, 

above one of the tributary streams of the Don, 

and was wild and desolate; we passed Dal Chou- 

par and Dal Vown, and, as we ascended, we saw 

Tornahoish, at a distance to the left. After going 

along this hill-track, over some poor and tottering 

bridges, we joined the road by which we had 

driven to Tornahoish. It was fast getting dark, 

but was very fine. I and the girls got off and 

walked sharply some little distance. Albert had 

walked farther on, Grant riding his pony mean¬ 

time. P. Robertson and Kennedy, besides those 

I have named, carried the basket alternately. 

We remounted our ponies, and Brown led mine 

on at an amazing pace up the Glaschoil Ilill, and 

we finally reached Gairn Shiel after seven, quite 

in the dark. There, at the small public house, we 

found the carriage, and drove off as soon as we 

could; the ponies were to be given half a feed, 

and then to come on. We had to drive home 

very slowly, as the road is not good, and very 

steep in parts. 

A mild night. Homa by ten minutes past 

eight, enchanted with our day. How I wish we 

could travel about in this way, and see all the 

wild spots in the Highlands! We had gone 35 
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miles, having ridden 19 and a half! The little 

girls were in great glee the whole time. 

Ascent of Ben Muich Dhui. 

Friday, October 7,1859. 

Breakfast at half past eight. At ten minutes 

to nine we started in the sociable, with Bertie, 

and Alice, and our usual attendants. Drove 

along the opposite side of the river. The day 

very mild and promising to be fine, though a lit¬ 

tle heavy over the hills, which we anxiously 

watched. At Castleton we took four post-horses, 

and drove to the Shiel of the Derry, that beauti¬ 

ful spot where we were last year—which Albert 

had never seen — and arrived there just about 

eleven. Our ponies were there with Kennedy, 

Robertson, and Jemmie Smith. One pony carried 

the luncheon-baskets. After all the cloaks, etc., 

had been placed on the ponies, or carried by the 

men, we mounted and began our “journey.” I 

Avas on “ Victoria,” Alice on “ Dobbins.” George 

McHardy, an elderly man who knew the country 

(and acts as a guide, carrying luggage for people 
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across the hills “ on beasts” which he keeps for 

that purpose), led the way. We rode (my pony 

being led by Brown most of the time both going 

up and down) at least four miles up Glen Derry, 

which is very fine, with the remnants of a splen¬ 

did forest, Cairn Derry being to the right, and 

the Derry Water running below. The track was 

very bad and stony, and broken up by cattle com¬ 

ing down for the “Tryst.” At the end of the 

glen we crossed a ford, passed some softish ground, 

and turned up to the left by a very rough, steep, 

but yet gradual ascent to Corrie Etchan, which is 

in a very wild, rugged spot, with magnificent prec¬ 

ipices, a high mountain to the right called Ben 
Main, while to the left was Cairngorm of Derry. 

When we reached the top of this very steep as¬ 

cent (we had been rising, though almost imper¬ 

ceptibly, from the Derry Shiel^), we came upon a 

loch of the same name, which reminded us of 

Loch - na - Gar and of Loch - na - Nian. You look 

from here on to other wild hills and corries—on 

Ben A'an, etc. We ascended veiy gradually, but 

became so enveloped in mist that we could see 

nothing — hardly those just before us! Albert 

had walked a good deal, and it was very cold.' 

The mist got worse; and as we walked along the 

stony, but almost flat ridge of Ben Muich Dhui, 
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we hardly knew whether we were on level ground 

or the top of the mountain. However, I and Alice 

rode to the very top; and here, at a cairn of 

stones, we lunched, in a piercing cold wind. 

Just as we sat down, a gust of wind came and 

dispersed the mist, which had a most wonderful 

effect, like a dissolving view—and exhibited the 

grandest, wildest scenery imaginable! "VVe sat on 

a ridge of the cairn to take our luncheon, our good 

people being grouped with the ponies near us. 

Luncheon over, Albert ran off with Alice to the 

ridge to look at the splendid view, and sent for 

me to follow. I did so, but not without Grant’s 

help, for there were cpiantities of large loose stones 

heaped up together to walk upon. The wind was 

fearfully high, but the view was well worth see¬ 

ing. I can not describe all, but we saw where the 

Dee rises between the mountains called the Well 

of Dee—Ben-y-Ghlo—and the adjacent mountains, 

Den Vrcichie—then Ben-na-Bhourd—Ben A1 an, 
etc.—and such magnificent wild rocks, precipices, 

and corries. It had a sublime and solemn effect 

—so wild, so solitary—no one but ourselves and 

our little party there. 

Albert went on farther with the children, but I 

returned with Grant to my seat on the cairn, as I 

could not scramble about well. Soon after, we 
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all began walking and looking for “ cairngorms,” 

and found some small ones. The mist liad en¬ 

tirely cleared away below, so that we saw all the 

beautiful views. Ben Mulch Bind is 4297 feet 

high, one of the highest mountains in Scotland. I 

and Alice rode part of the way, walking wherev¬ 

er it was very steep. Albert and Bertie walked 

the whole time. I had a little whisky and water, 

as the people declared pure water would be too 

chilling. We then rode on without getting off 

again, Albert talking so gayly with Grant; upon 

which Brown observed to me in simple Highland 

phrase, “ It’s very pleasant to walk with a person 

who is always ‘content.’” Yesterday, in speak¬ 

ing of dearest Albert’s sport, when I observed he 

never was cross after bad luck, Brown said, 

“ Every one on the estate says there never was so 

kind a master; I am sure our only wish is to give 

satisfaction.” I said they certainly did.* 

By a quarter past six o’clock we got down to 

the Shiel of the Derry, where we found some tea, 

which we took in the “ shiel,”f and started again 

* We were always in the habit of conversing with the 

Highlanders, with whom one comes so much in contact in 

the Highlands. The Prince highly appreciated the good¬ 

breeding, simplicity, and intelligence, which make it so 

pleasant, and even instructive to talk to them. 

t “ Shiel” means a small shooting-lodge. 
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by moonlight at about half past six. We reached 

Castleton at half past seven, and after this it be¬ 

came cloudy. At a quarter past eight precisely 

we were at Balmoral, much delighted and not at 

all tired, every thing had been so well arranged, 

and so quietly, without any fuss. Never shall I 

forget this day, or the impression this very grand 

scene made upon me—truly sublime and impress¬ 

ive ; such solitude! 

First Great Expedition—To Glen Fisiiie and 

Grantown. 

Hotel Grantown, 

Tuesday, September 4,1860. 

Arrived this evening after a most interesting 

tour; I will recount the events of the day. Break¬ 

fasted at Balmoral in our own room at half past 

seven o’clock, and started at eight or a little past, 

with Lady Churchill and General Grey, in the so¬ 

ciable (Grant and Brown on the box as usual), for 

Castleton, where we changed horses. We went on 

five miles beyond the Linn of Dee, to the Shep¬ 

herd's Shiel of Geldie, or, properly speaking, Giuly, 

■where we found our ponies and a guide, Charlie 
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Stewart. We mounted at once, and rode up 

along tlie Geldie, which we had to ford frequently 

to avoid the hogs, and rode on for two hours up 

Glen Geldie, over a moor which was so soft and 

boggy in places that we had to get off several 

times. The hills were wild, but not very high, 

bare of trees, and even of heather to a great ex¬ 

tent, and not picturesque till we approached the 

Fishie, and turned to the right up to the glen 

which we could see in the distance. The Fishie 

and Geldie rise almost on a level, with very little 

distance between them. The Fishie is a fine rapid 

stream, full of stones. As you approach the glen, 

which is very narrow, the scenery becomes very 

fine, particularly after fording the Ftchard, a very 

deep ford. Grant, on his pony, led me through: 

our men took off their shoes and stockings to get 

across. From this point the narrow path winds 

along the base of the hills of Craig-na- Go'ar—the 

rocks of the “Goat Craig;” Craig-no- Cailkich / and 

Stron-na-JBarin—“the nose of the queen.” The 

rapid river is overhung by rocks, with trees, birch 

and fir; the hills, as you advance, rise very steeply 

on both sides, with rich rocks and corries, and oc¬ 

casional streamlets falling from very high, while 

the path winds along, rising gradually higher and 

higher. It is quite magnificent! 
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We stopped when we came to a level spot 

among the trees. The native firs are particularly 

fine; and the whole is grand in the extreme. We 

lunched here—a charming spot — at two o’clock, 

and then pursued our journey. We walked on a 

little way to where the valley and glen widen out, 

and where there is what they call here a green 

“ hard.” We got on our ponies again and crossed 

the Fishie (a stream we forded many times in the 

course of the day) to a place where the finest fir- 

trees are, amid some of the most beautiful scenery 

possible. 

Then we came upon a most lovely spot—the 

scene of all Landseer’s glory—and where there is 

a little encampment of wooden and turf huts, built 

by the late Duchess of Bedford; now no longer 

belonging to the family, and, alas ! all falling into 

decay—among splendid fir-trees, the mountains 

rising abruptly from the sides of the valley. We 

were quite enchanted with the beauty of the 

view. This place is about seven miles from the 

mouth of the Fishie. Emerging from the wood, 

w*e came upon a good road, with low hills, beau¬ 

tifully heather-colored, to the left; those to the 

right, high and wooded, with noble corries and 

waterfalls. 

We met Lord and Lady Alexander Russell at 

H 2 
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a small farm-house just as we rode out of the 

wood, and had some talk with them. They feel 

deeply the ruin of the place where they formerly 

lived, as it no longer belongs to them. We rode 

on for a good long distance, 12 miles, till we came 

to the ferry of the Spey. Deer were being driven 

in the woods, and we heard several shots. We 

saw fine ranges of hills on the Spey-side, or Strath¬ 

spey, and opening to our left those near Loch 

Lag cyan. We came to a wood of larch; from 

that upon cultivated land, with Kinrara toward 

our right, where the monument to the late Duke 

of Gordon is consjhcuously seen on a hill, which 

was perfectly crimson with heather. 

Before entering the larch wood, Lord Alexan¬ 

der Bussell caught us up again in a little pony 

carriage, having to go the same way, and he was 

so good as to explain every thing to us. He 

showed us “The Duke of Argyll’s Stone”—a 

cairn on the top of a hill to our right, celebrated, 

as seems most probable, from the Marquis of Ar¬ 

gyll having halted there with his army. We 

came to another larch wood, when I and Lady 

Churchill got off our ponies, as we were very stiff 

from riding so long; and at the end of this wood 

we came upon Loch Inch, which is lovely, and of 

which I should have liked exceedingly to have 
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taken a sketch, but we were pressed for time and 

hurried. The light was lovely; and some cattle 

were crossing a narrow strip of grass across the 

end of the loch nearest to us, which really made 

a charming picture. It is not a wild lake—quite 

the contrary; no high rocks, but woods and blue 

hills as a background. About a mile from this 

was the ferry. There we parted from our ponies, 

only Grant and Brown coming on with us. Walk¬ 

er, the police inspector, met us, but did not keep 

with us. He had been sent to order every thing 

in a quiet way, without letting people suspect 

who we were: in this he entirely succeeded. The 

ferry was a very rude affair; it was like a boat 

or cobble, but we could only stand on it, and it 

was moved at one end by two long oars plied by 

the ferryman and Brown, and at the other end by 

a long sort of beam, which Grant took in hand. 
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A few seconds brought us over to the road, where 

there were two shabby vehicles, one a kind of 

barouche, into which Albert and I got, Lady 

Churchill and General Grey into the other—a 

break; each with a pair of small and rather mis¬ 

erable horses, driven by a man from the box. 

Grant was on our carriage, and Brown on the 

other. We had gone so far 40 miles, at least 

20 on horseback. We had decided to call our¬ 

selves Lord and Lady Church ill and party, Lady 

Churchill passing as Miss Spencer, and General 

Grey as Dr. Grey ! Brown once forgot this, and 

called me “Your Majesty” as I was getting into 

the carriage; and Grant on the box once called 

Albert “ Your Boyal Highness,” which set us off 

laughing, but no one observed it. 

We had a long three hours’ drive; it was six 

o’clock when we got into the carriage. We were 

soon out of the wood, and came upon the Bade- 

noch road, passing close by Kinrara, but unfortu¬ 

nately not through it, which we ought to have 

done. It was very beautiful—fine wooded hills 

— the high Cairngorm range and Ben Muich 

Dhui unfortunately much obscured by the mist 

on the top—and the broad Spey flowing into the 

valley, with cultivated fields and fine trees below. 

Most striking, however, on our whole long jour- 
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ney, was the utter, and, to me, very refreshing soli¬ 

tude. Hardly a habitation! and hardly meeting 

a soul! It gradually grew dark. We stopped 

at a small half-way house for the horses to take 

some water, and the few people about stared 

vacantly at the two simple vehicles. 

The mountains gradually disappeared — the 

evening was mild, with a few drops of rain. On 

and on we went, till at length we saw lights, and 

drove through a long and straggling “ toun,” and 

turned down a small court to the door of the inn. 

Here we got out quickly, Lady Churchill and Gen¬ 

eral Grey not waiting for us. We went up a small 

staircase, and were shown to our bedroom at the 

top of it—very small, but clean—with a large four- 

post bed which nearly filled the whole room. Op¬ 

posite was the drawing and dining room in one— 

very tidy and well-sized. Then came the room 

where Albert dressed, which was very small. The 

two maids (Jane Shackle* was with me) had driv¬ 

en over by another road in the wagonette, Stewart 

driving them. Made ourselves “ clean and tidy,” 

and then sat down to our dinner. Grant and 

Brown were to have waited on us, but were 

“ bashful,” and did not. A ringleted woman did 

* One of my wardrobe maids, and daughter to the Page 

mentioned earlier. 
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every thing; and, when dinner was over, removed 

the cloth and placed the bottle of wine (our own 

which we had brought) on the table with the 

glasses, which was the old English fashion. The 

dinner was very fair, and all very clean — soup, 

“hodge-podge,” mutton-broth with vegetables, 

which I did not much relish, fowl with white 

sauce, good roast lamb, very good potatoes, be¬ 

sides one or two other dishes, which I did not 

taste, ending with a good tart of cranberries. Aft¬ 

er dinner I tried to write part of this account (but 

the talking round me confused me), while Albert 

played at “ Patiencethen went away to begin 

undressing, and it was about half past eleven 

when we got to bed. 

Wednesday, September 5. 
A misty, rainy morning. Had not slept very 

soundly. We got up rather early, and sat work¬ 

ing and reading in the drawing-room till the 

breakfast was ready, for which we had to wait 

some little time. Good tea and bread and butter, 

and some excellent porridge. Jane Shackle (who 

was veiy useful and attentive) said that they had 

all supped together, namely, the two maids, and 

Grant, Brown, Stewart, and Walker (who was still 
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there), and were very merry in the “ commercial 

room.” The people were very amusing about us. 

The woman came in while they were at their 

dinner, and said to Grant, “ Dr. Grey wants you,” 

which nearly upset the gravity of all the others: 

then they told Jane, “Your lady gives no trouble 

and Grant in the morning called up to Jane,“Does 

his lordship want me?” One could look on the 

street, which is a very long, wide one, with de¬ 

tached houses, from our window. It was perfect¬ 

ly quiet; no one stirring except here and there a 

man driving a cart, or a boy going along on his 

errand. General Grey bought himself a watch in 

a shop for £2 ! 

At length, at about ten minutes to ten o’clock, 

we started in the same carnages and the same 

way as yesterday, and drove up to Castle Grant, 

Lord Seafield’s place—a fine (not Highland-look¬ 

ing) park, -with a very plain-looking house, like a 

factory, about two miles from the town. It was 

drizzling almost the whole time. We did not 

get out, but drove back, having to pass through 

Grantown again, where evidently “ the murder was 

out,” for all the people were in the street, and the 

landlady waved her pocket-handkerchief, and the 

ringleted maid (who had curl-papers in the morn¬ 

ing) waved a flag from the window. Our coach- 
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man evidently did not observe or guess any tiling. 

As we drove out of the town, turning to our right 

through a wood, we met many people coming into 

the town, which the coachman said was for a fu¬ 

neral. We passed over the Spey by the Bridge of 

Spey. It continued provokingly rainy, the mist 

hanging very low on the hills, which, however, did 

not seem to be very high, but were pink with 

heather. We stopped to have the cover of leath¬ 

er put over our carriage, which is the fashion of 

all the flys here. It keeps out the rain, however, 

very well. 

The first striking feature in this country is the 

Pass of Dal Bhu, above which the road winds— 

a steep corrie, with green hills. We stopped at a 

small inn, with only one other house near it; and 

here the poor wretchedly-jaded horses got a little 

water, and waited for about ten minutes. Far¬ 

ther on we came to a very steep hill, also to a sort 

of pass called Glen Bruin, with green hills, evi¬ 

dently of slate formation. Here we got out, and 

walked down the hill, and over the Bridge of 

Bruin, and partly up another hill, the road wind¬ 

ing amazingly after this up and down hill. We 

then came in sight of the Avon, winding below 

the hills, and again got out at a little wood before 

the Bridge of Avon; the river is fine and clear 
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here. We re-entered our carriages (Lady Church¬ 

ill and I for this short time together), and drove 

about a mile farther up a hill to Tomantoul, our 

poor horses being hardly able to drag themselves 

any longer, the man whipping them and whistling 

to them to go on, which they could not, and I 

thought every instant that they would stop in the 

village. We took four hours to drive these 14 

miles; for it was two o’clock when we were out¬ 

side the town, and got out to mount our ponies. 

Tomantoul is the most tumble-down, poor-looking 

place I ever saw—a long street with three inns, 

miserable, dirty-looking houses and people, and a 

sad look of wretchedness about it. Grant told 

me that it was the dirtiest, poorest village in the 

whole of the Highlands. 

We mounted our ponies a short way out of the 

town, but only rode for a few minutes, as it was 

past two o’clock. We came upon a beautiful 

view, looking down upon the Avon and up a fine 

glen. There we rested and took luncheon. While 

Brown was unpacking and arranging our things, 

I spoke to him and to Grant, who was helping, 

about not having waited on us, as they ought to 

have done, at dinner last night and at breakfast, 

as we had wished; and Brown answered he was 

afraid he should not do it rightly; I replied we 
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did not wish, to have a stranger in the room, and 

they must do so another time. 

Luncheon (provisions of which we had taken 

with us from home yesterday) finished, we started 

again, walked a little way till we were overtaken 

by the men and ponies, and then rode along Avon- 

side, the road winding at the bottom of the glen, 

which is in part tolerably wide, but narrows as it 

turns, and wands around toward Inchrory, where 

it is called Glen Avon. The hills, sloping down 

to the river side, are beautifully green. It was 

very muggy — quite oppressive, and the greater 

part of the road deep and sloppy, till we came 

upon the granite formation again. In order to 

get on, as it wras late, and we had eight miles to 

ride, our men—at least Brown and two of the 

others—walked before us at a fearful rate, so that 

we had to trot to keep up at all. Grant rode fre¬ 

quently on the deer pony; the others seemed, 

howrever, a good deal tired with the two long 

days1 journey, and were glad to get on Albert’s or 

the General’s pony to give themselves a lift; but 

their willingness, readiness, cheerfulness, indefati¬ 

gableness, are very admirable, and make them most 

delightful servants. As for Grant and Brown, 

they are perfect—discreet, careful, intelligent, at¬ 

tentive, ever ready to do what is wanted; and the 
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latter, particularly, is handy, and willing to do ev¬ 

ery thing and any thing, and to overcome every 

difficulty, which makes him one of my best serv¬ 

ants any where. 

We passed by Inchrory, seeing, as we approach¬ 

ed, two eagles towering splendidly above, and 

alighting on the top of the hills. From Inchrory 

we rode to Loch Balig, which was beautifully lit 

up by the setting sun. From Tomantoul we es¬ 

caped all real rain, having only a slight sprinkling 

every now and then. At Loch Bulig we found 

our carriage and four ponies, and drove back just 

as we left yesterday morning, reaching Balmoral 

safely at half past seven. 

What a delightful, successful expedition! Dear 

Lady Churchill was, as usual, thoroughly amiable, 

cheerful, and ready to do every thing. Both she 

and the General seemed entirely to enjoy it and 

enter into it, and so I am sure did our people. 

To my dear Albert do we owe it, for he always 

thought it would be delightful, having gone on 

many similar expeditions in former days himself. 

He enjoyed it very much. We heard since that 

the secret came out through a man recognizing 

Albert in the street yesterday morning; then the 

crown on the dog-cart made them think that it 

was some one from Balmoral, though they never 
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suspected that it could be ourselves! “ The lady 

must be terrible rich,” the womau observed, as I 

had so many gold rings on my fingers! I told 

Lady Churchill she had on many more than I had. 

When they heard who it was, they were ready to 

drop with astonishment and fright. I fear I have 

but poorly recounted this very amusing and nev¬ 

er to be forgotten expedition, which will always 

be remembered with delight. 

I must pay a tribute to our ponies. Dear “ Fy- 

vie” is perfection, and Albert’s equally excellent. 

Second Great Expedition—To Invermark 

AND FETTERCAIRN. 

Friday, September 20,1861. 

Looked anxiously at the weather at seven 

o’clock—there had been a little rain, there was 

still mist on the hills, and it looked doubtful. 

However, Albert said it would be best to keep to 

the original arrangements, and so we got up early, 

and by eight the sun shone, and the mist began 

to lift every where. We breakfasted at half past 

eight, and at half past nine we started in two so- 
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ciables—Alice and Louis* with us in the first, and 

Grant on the box; Lady Churchill and General 

Grey in the second, and Brown on the box. We 

drove to the Bridge of Mwicli, where we found 

our six ponies and five gillies (J. Smith, J. Mor¬ 

gan, Kennedy, C. Stewart, and S. Campbell). We 

rode up the peat-road over the hill of Polaeh and 

down it again for about four miles, and then came 

to a very soft bit; but still, with careful manage¬ 

ment, we avoided getting into any of the bogs, 

and I remained on my pony all the time. Albert 

and Louis had to get off and walk for about two 

hundred yards. The hills of Locli-na-Gar were 

very hazy, but Mount Keen was in great beauty 

before us, and as we came down to the Glen of 

Corrie Vruach, and looked down Glen Tartar, the 

scenery was grand and wild. Mount Keen is a 

curious conical-shaped hill, with a deep corrie in 

it. It is nearly 3200 feet high, and we had a very 

steep, rough ascent over the shoulder, after cross¬ 

ing the Tanar Water. It was six and a half miles 

from the Bridge of Muicli to Corrie Vruach. 
When we were on the level ground again, where 

it was hard and dry, we all got off and walked on 

over the shoulder of the hill. We had not gone 

far when we descried Lord Dalhousie (whom Gen- 

* Prince Louis of Hessa 
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eral Grey had in confidence informed of our com¬ 

ing) on a pony. He welcomed us on the border 

of his “ March,” got off his pony and walked with 

us. After walking some little time Alice and I 

remounted our ponies (Albert riding some part 

of the time) and turned to the left, when we came 

in sight of a new country, and looked down a very 

fine glen—Glen Mark. We descended by a very 
steep but winding path, called The Ladder, very 

grand and wild: the water running through it is 

called The Ladder Burn. It is veiy fine indeed, 
and very striking. There is a small forester’s 

lodge at the very foot of it. The pass is quite a 
narrow one; you wind along a very steep and 

rough path, but still it was quite easy to ride on 

it, as it zigzags along. We crossed the burn at 

the bottom, where a picturesque group of “ shear¬ 
ers” were seated, chiefly Tvomen, the older ones 

smoking. They were returning from the south to 

the north, whence they came. We rode up to the 
little cottage, and in a little room of a regular 

Highland cabin, with its usual “ press bed,” we 

had luncheon. This place is called LnvermarJc, 

and is four and a half miles from Corrie Vruach. 
After luncheon I sketched the fine view. The 

steep hill we came down immediately opposite the 

keeper’s lodge is called Craig Boestock, and a very 
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fine isolated craggy hill which rises to the left, 

overtopping a small and wild glen, is called the 

Hill of Down. 
We mounted our ponies a little after three, and 

rode down Glen Mark, stopping to drink some 

water out of a very pure well, called The White 

Well, and crossing the Mark several times. As 

we approached the Manse of Loch Lee, the glen 

widened, and the old Castle of Invermark came 

out extremely well, and, surrounded by woods and 

corn-fields, in which the people were “shearing,” 

looked most picturesque. We turned to the right, 

and rode up to the old ruined castle, which is half 

covered with ivy. We then rode up to Lord Dal- 

housie’s shooting-lodge, where we dismounted. It 

is a new and very pretty house, built of granite, 

in a very fine position overlooking the glen, with 

wild hills at the back. Miss Maule (now Lady 

C. Maule) was there. We passed through the 

drawing-room, and went on a few yards to the 

end of a walk whence you see Loch Lee, a wild 

but not large lake closed in by mountains, with a 

farm-house and a few cottages at its edge. The 

hall and dining-room are very prettily fitted up 

with trophies of sport, and the walls paneled with 

light wood. We had a few of the very short 

showers which hung about the hills. We then 
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got into our carriages. The carriage we were in 

wras a sort of double dog-cart which could carry 

eight, but was very narrow inside. We drove 

along the glen—down by the Northesk (the JEy 

and Marie meeting become the Northesk), passing 

to the right another very pretty glen — Glen 

Effach, much wooded, and the whole landscape 

beautifully lit up. Before us all was light and 

bright, and behind the mist and rain seemed to 

come down heavily over the mountains. 

Farther on we passed Pool Slceinnie Bridge 
and Tarf Bridge, both regular steep Highland 

bridges. To the right of the latter there is a new 

Free Kirk—farther on Captain Wemysds Retreat, 

a strange-looking place—to the left, Mill Dam— 

and, on a small eminence, the Castle of Audi Mill, 

which now resembles an old farm-house, but has 

traces of a terrace garden remaining. The hills 

round it and near the road to the left were like 

small mounds. A little farther on again we came 

to a wood, where we got out and walked along 

Major Mclnrofs Burn. The path winds along 

through the wood just above this most curious 

narrow gorge, which is unlike any of the other 

lynns; the rocks are very peculiar, and the burn 

very narrow, with deep pools completely overhung 

by wood. It extends some way. The woods and 
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grounds might be in Wales, or even in Hawthorn- 

den. We walked through the wood and a little 

way along the road till the carriages overtook us. 

We had three miles farther to drive to Fetter cairn, 

in all 40 miles from Balmoral. We came upon a 

flat country, evidently much cultivated, but it was 

too dark to see any thing. 

At a quarter past seven o’clock we reached the 

small quiet town, or rather village, of Fetter cairn, 

for it was very small—not a creature stirring, and 

we got out at the quiet little inn, “Ramsay Arms,” 

quite unobserved, and went at once up stairs. 

There was a very nice drawing-room, and next to 

it a dining-room, both very clean and tidy; then 

to the left our bedroom, which was excessively 

small, but also very clean and neat, and much 

better furnished than at Grantown. Alice had 

a nice room the same size as ours; then came a 

mere morsel of one (with a “press bed”), in which 

Albert dressed; and then came Lady Churchill’s 

bedroom just beyond. Louis and General Grey 

had rooms in a hotel called “The Temperance 

Hotel,” opposite. We dined at eight — a very 

nice, clean, good dinner. Grant and Brown wait¬ 

ed. They were rather nervous, but General Grey 

and Lady Churchill carved, and they had only to 

change the plates, which Brown soon got into the 

I 
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way of doing. A little girl of the house came in 

to help, but Grant turned her round to prevent 

her looking at us! The landlord and landlady 

knew who we were, but no one else except the 

coachman, and they kept the secret admirably. 

The evening being bright and moonlight, and 

very still, we all went out, and walked through 

the whole village, where not a creature moved— 

through the principal little square, in the middle 

of which was a sort of pillar or Town Cross on 

steps, and Louis read, by the light of the moon, 

a proclamation for collections of charities which 

was stuck on it. We walked on along a lane a 

short way, hearing nothing whatever—not a leaf 

moving—but the distant barking of a dog ! Sud¬ 

denly we heard a drum and fifes! We were 

greatly alarmed, fearing we had been recognized; 

but Louis and General Grey, who went back, saw 

nothing whatever. Still, as we walked slowly 

back, we heard the noise from time to time, and 

when we reached the inn door we stopped, and 

saw six men march up with fifes and a drum (not 

a creature taking any notice of them), go down 

the street, and back again. Grant and Brown 

were out, but had no idea what it could be. Al¬ 

bert asked the little maid, and the answer was, 

t; It’s just a band,” and that it walked about in 
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this way twice a week. How odd! It went on 

playing some time after we got home. We sat 

till half past ten working and Albert reading, 

and then retired to rest. 

Saturday, September 21. 

Got fo sleep after two or three o’clock. The 

morning was dull and close, and misty, with a lit¬ 

tle rain; hardly any one stirring; but a few peo¬ 

ple at their work. A traveler had arrived at 

night, and wanted to come up into the dining¬ 

room, which is the “ commercial travelers’ room,” 

and they had difficulty in telling him he could 

not stop there. He joined Grant and Brown at 

their tea, and on his asking “ What’s the matter 

here ?” Grant answered, “ It’s a wedding party 

from AberdeenAt “The Temperance Hotel” 

they were very anxious to know whom they had 

got. All, except General Grey, breakfasted a lit¬ 

tle before nine. Brown acted as my servant, 

brushing my skirt and boots, and taking any mes¬ 

sage, and Grant as Albert’s valet. 

At a quarter to ten we started the same way as 

before, except that we were in the carnage which 

Lady Churchill and the General had yesterday. 

It was unfortunately misty, and we could see no 
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distance. The people had jnst discovered who we 

were, and a few cheered us as we went along. 

We passed close to Fetter cairn, Sir J. Forbes’s 

house; then, farther on to the left, Fasque, be¬ 

longing to Sir T. Gladstone, who has evidently 

done a great deal for the country, having built 

many good cottages. We then came to a very 

long hill, at least four miles in length, called the 

Cairnie Month, whence there is a very fine view, 

but which was entirely obscured by a heavy driv¬ 

ing mist. We walked up part of it, and then for 

a little while Alice and I sat alone in the carriage. 

We next came to the Spittal Bridge, a curious 

high bridge, with the Dye Water to the left, and 

the Spittal Burn to the right. Sir T. Gladstone’s 

shooting-place is close to th% Bridge of Dye, where 

we changed carnages again, re-entering the double 

dog-cart—Albert and I inside, and Louis sitting 

behind. We went up a hill again and sawMouvJt 
Battock to the northwest, close to Sir T. Glad¬ 

stone’s shooting-lodge. You then come to an 

open country, with an extensive view toward Ab¬ 
erdeen, and to a very deep, rough ford, where you 

pass the Feugh at a place called White Stones. It 

is very pretty, and a fine glen with wood. About 

two miles farther to the northwest, on the left, is 

Finzean ; and a little beyond is “ King Durdun’s 
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Stone,” as they call it, by the roadside—a large, 

heavy, ancient stone, the history of which, how¬ 

ever, we have not yet discovered. Then we passed 

Mary's Well, to the left of which is Ballogie 
House, a fine property belonging to Mr. Dyce 

NicoL The harvest and every thing seemed pros¬ 

perous, and the country was very pretty. We got 

out at a very small village (where the horses had 

some water, for it was a terribly long stage), and 

walked a little way along the road. Alice, Lady 

Churchill, and I went into the house of a tailor, 

which was very tidy, and the woman in it most 

friendly, asking us to rest there, but not dreaming 

who we were. 

We drove on again, watching ominous-looking 

clouds, which, however, cleared off afterward. We 

saw the woods of Lord Huntly’s forest, and the 

hills which one sees from the road to Aboyne. 

Instead of going on to Aboyne we turned to the 

left, leaving the Bridge of Aboyne (which we had 

not seen before) to the right. A little beyond 

this, out of sight of all habitations, we found the 

postmaster, with another carriage for us. This 

was 22 miles from Fetter cairn. We crossed the 

Tanar Water, and drove to the left up Glen Tanar 

—a really beautiful and richly-wooded glen, be¬ 

tween high hills—part of Lord Huntly’s forest. 
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We drove on about six miles, and tlien stopped, 

as it was past two, to get our luncheon. The day- 

kept quite fair in spite of threatening clouds and 

gathering mist. The spot where we lunched was 

very pretty. This over, we walked on a little, 

and then got into the carriages again, and drove 

to the end of the glen—out of the trees to Ecit- 

noch, on to a keeper’s house in the glen—a very 

lonely place, where our ponies were. It was 

about four when we arrived. A wretched idiot 

girl was here by herself, as tall as Lady Churchill, 

but a good deal bent, and dressed like a child, 

with a pinafore and short-cut hair. She sat on 

the ground with her hands round her knees, rock¬ 

ing herself to and fro, and laughing; she then got 

up and walked toward us. General Grey put 

himself before me, and she went up to him, and 

began taking hold of his coat, and putting her 

hand into his pockets, which set us all off laugh¬ 

ing, sad as it was. An old man walked up hasti¬ 

ly soon after, and on Lady Churchill asking him 

if he knew that poor girl, he said, “Yes, she be¬ 

longs to me; she has a weakness in her mind 

and led her off hurriedly. 

We walked on a few hundred yards, and then 

mounted our ponies a little higher up, and then 

proceeded across the other shoulder of the hill 
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we had come down yesterday—crossed the boggy 

part, and came over the Polcich just as in going. 

The mist on the distant hills, Mount Keen, etc., 

made it feel chilly. Coming down the peat road* 

to the Bridge of Muich, the view of the valleys 

of Muich, Gairn, and Ballater was beautiful. As 

we went along I talked frequently with good 

Grant. 

We found my dearest mother’s sociable, a fine 

large one, which she has left to Albert, waiting 

to take us back. It made me very sad, and filled 

my eyes with tears. Oh, in the midst of cheer¬ 

fulness, I feel so sad! But being out a great deal 

here, and seeing new and fine scenery, does me 

good. 

We got back to Balmoral, much pleased with 

our expedition, at seven o’clock. We had gone 

42 miles to-day, and 40 yesterday—in all, 82. 

* Grant told me in May, 1862, that when the Prince stop¬ 
ped behind with him, looking at the Choils which he intend¬ 

ed as a deer-forest for the Prince of Wales, and giving his 
directions as to the planting in Glen Muich, he said to 
Grant, “ You and I may be dead and gone before that.” 
In less than three months, alas! his words were verified as 
regards himself! He was ever cheerful, but ever ready and 

prepared. 
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Expedition to Loch Avon. 

Saturday, September 28,1861. 

Looked out very anxiously. A doubtful morn¬ 

ing; still gleams of sunsliine burst through the 

mist, and it seemed improving all round. We 

breakfasted at a quarter to eight, with Alice and 

Louis, in our sitting-room, and started at half past 

eight; Louis and Alice with us, Grant and Brown 

on the box, as usual. The morning greatly im¬ 

proved. 

We drove along the north side of the river, the 

day clearing very much, and becoming really fine. 

We took post-horses at Castleton, and drove up to 

the Derry (the road up Glen Duie veiy bad in¬ 

deed) ; and here we mounted our ponies, and 

proceeded the usual way up Glen Derry, as far 

as where the path turns up to Loch JEtclian. In¬ 

stead of going that way, we proceeded straight 

on—a dreadfully rough, stony road, though not 

steep, but rougher than any thing we ever rode 

upon before, and terrible for the poor horses’ feet. 

We passed by two little lakes called the Dhoolo- 

chans, opposite to where the glen runs down to 

Inchrory, and after crossing them there was a 

short boggy bit, where I got off and walked some 
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way on the opposite side, along the u brae” of the 

hill, on the other side of which the loch lies, and 

then got on again. It was so saturated with wa¬ 

ter that the moss, and grass, and every thing were 

soaked; not very pleasant riding, particularly as 

it was along the slope of the hill. We went on 

and on, nearly two miles from the foot of this hill, 

expecting to see the loch, but another low hill hid 

it from us, till at length we came in sight of it, 

and nothing could be grander and wilder—the 

rocks are so grand and precipitous, and the snow 

on Ben Muich DTiui had such a fine effect. 

We saw the spot at the foot of Loch Etchan to 

which we scrambled last year, and looked down 

upon Loch Avon. It was veiy cold and windy. 

At length, at a quarter past two, we sat down be¬ 

hind a large stone, a little above the loch (unfor¬ 

tunately, we could not go to the extreme end, 

where the water rushes into it). We lunched as 

quickly as we could, and then began walking back, 

and crossed the hill higher up than in coming. I 

walked for some time, but it was not easy, from 

the great wet and the very uneven ground. Good 

Louis helped me often; Albert and Alice running 

along without assistance. Remounted my pony, 

which, as well as Albert’s, went beautifully, care¬ 

fully led by that most attentive of servants, Brown. 

I 2 
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I had again to get off before we crossed by the 

Dhooloclians, but after that we rode back the 

whole way. 

We had the same guide, Charlie Stewart, who 

took us to Glen Fishie last year, and who walks 

wonderfully. We had two slight showers going 

down, and saw that there had been much more 

rain below. We found the Ford of the Derry 

very deep, nearly up to the ponies’ girths; and 

the roughness and stoniness of the road is beyond 

every thing, but the ponies picked their way like 

cats. We were down at the Derry by nearly six 

o’clock, the distance to Loch Avon being ten 

miles. Found our carriage there: it was already 

getting darkish, but still it was quite light enough 

to enable the postboys to see their way. 

At the bridge at Mar Lodge Brown lit the 

lanterns. We gave him and Grant our plaids to 

put on, as we always do when they have walked 

a long way with us and drive afterward. We 

took our own horses at Castleton, and reached 

Balmoral at ten minutes past eight, much pleased 

with the success of our expedition, and really not 

tired. We dined enfamille. 
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Third Great Expedition—To Glen Fishle, 

Dalwiiinnle, and Blair Athole. 

Tuesday, October 8,1861. 

The morning was dull and rather overcast; 

however, we decided to go. General Grey had 

gone on before. We three ladies drove in the 

sociable; Albert and Louis in a carriage from 

Castleton. The clouds looked heavy and dark, 

though not like mist hanging on the mountains. 

Down came a heavy shower; but before we reach¬ 

ed Castleton it cleared; blue sky appeared; and, 

as there was much wind, Grant thought all would 

be well, and the day very fine. Changed horses 

at Castleton, and drove beyond the Linn of Dee 
to the Giidy or Geldie Water—just where last 

year we mounted our ponies, 18 miles from Bal¬ 

moral. Here we found our ponies—“Inchrory” 

for me, and a new pony for Alice — a tall gray 

one, ugly, but safe. The others rode their usual 

ones. The same guide, Charlie Stewart, was there, 

and a pony for the luncheon panniers, and a spare 

one for Grant and others to ride in turn. 

We started about ten minutes past eleven, and 

proceeded exactly as last year, fording the Geldie 

at first very frequently. The ground was wet, but 
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not worse than last year. We had gone on very 

well for about an hour, when the mist thickened 

all round, and down came heavy, or at least heat¬ 

ing rain, with wind. With the help of an umbrel¬ 

la, and waterproofs and a plaid, I kept quite dry. 

Dearest Albert, who walked from the time the 

ground became boggy, got very wet, but was none 

the worse for it, and we got through it much better 

than before, we ladies never having to get off our 

ponies. At length, at two o’clock, just as we were 

entering that beautiful Glen Eishie, which at its 

commencement reminds one of Mclnroy’s Hum, 
it cleared, and became quite fine and very mild. 

Brown waded through the Etchard leading my 

pony, and then two of the others, who were riding 

together on another pony, dropped the whole bun¬ 

dle of cloaks into the water! 

The falls of the Stron-na-JBarin, with that nar¬ 

row, steep glen which you ride up, crossing at the 

bottom, were in great beauty. We stopped be¬ 

fore we entered the wood, and lunched on the 

bank overhanging the river, where General Grey 

joined us, and gave us an account of his arrange¬ 

ments. We lunched rather hurriedly; remount¬ 

ed our ponies and rode a short way, till we came 

near to a very steep place, not very pleasant to 

ride. So fine! numberless little burns running 
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down in cascades. We walked a short way, and 

then remounted our ponies; hut, as we were to 

keep on the other side of the river, not by the In- 

vereshie huts( we had to get off for a few hundred 

yards, the path being so narrow as to make it ut¬ 

terly unsafe to ride. Alice’s pony already began 

to slip. The huts, surrounded by magnificent fir- 

trees, and by quantities of juniper-bushes, looked 

lovelier than ever, and we gazed with sorrow at 

their utter ruin. I felt what a delightful little 

encampment it must have been, and how enchant¬ 

ing to live in such a spot as this beautiful solitary 

wood, in a glen surrounded by the high hills. We 

got off, and went into one of the huts to look at a 

fresco of stags of Landseer’s, over a chimney-piece. 

Grant, on a pony, led me through the Fishie (all 

the fords are deep) at the foot of the farm-houses, 

where we met Lord and Lady Alexander Kussell 

last year, and where we this time found two car¬ 

riages. We dismounted and entered them, and 

were off at five o’clock—we were to have started 

at four. 

We four drove together by the same way as we 

rode last year (and nothing could be rougher for 

driving) quite to the second wood, which led us 

past Lodi Inch ; but we turned short of the loch 

to the left along the high road. Unfortunately, 
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by this time it was nearly dark, and we therefore 

lost a great deal of the fine scenery. We had rid¬ 

den 15 miles. We drove along the road over sev¬ 

eral bridges—the Bruise of Carr, close below the 

ruined Castle of Buthven, which we could just de¬ 

scry in the dusk—and on a long wooden bridge 

over the Spey to an inn at Kingussie, a very strag¬ 

gling place with very few cottages. Already, be¬ 

fore we arrived there, we were struck by people 

standing at their cottage doors, and evidently 

looking out, which made us believe we were ex¬ 

pected. At Kingussie there was a small, curious, 

chattering crowd of people, who, however, did not 

really make us out, but evidently suspected who 

we were. Grant and Brown kept them off the 

carriages, and gave them evasive answers, direct¬ 

ing them to the wrong carriage, which was most 

amusing. One old gentleman, with a high wide¬ 

awake, was especially inquisitive. 

We started again, and went on and on, passing 

through the village of Newton of Benchar, where 

the footman McDonald* comes from. Here the 

Spey is crossed at its junction with the Truim, 

and then the road ascends for ten miles more to 

* He died at Abergeldie last year of consumption; and 

his widow, an excellent person, daughter of Mitchell, the 

blacksmith at Balmoral, is now my wardrobe maid. 

I 
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Dcikohinnie. It became cold and windy, with oc¬ 

casional rain. At length, and not till a quarter to 

nine, we reached the inn of DaVwhirmie, 29 miles 

' from where we had left our ponies, which stands 

by itself, away from any village. Here, again, 

there were a few people assembled, and I thought 

they knew us; but it seems they did not, and it 

was only when we arrived that one of the maids 

recognized me. She had seen me at Aberdeen and 

Edinburg. We went up stairs: the inn was much 

larger than at Fettercairn, but not nearly so nice 

and cheerful; there was a drawing-room and a 

dining-room; and we had a very good-sized bed¬ 

room. Albert had a dressing-room of equal size. 

Mary Andrews* (who was veiy useful and effi¬ 

cient) and Lady Churchill’s maid had a room to¬ 

gether, every one being in the house; but, unfor¬ 

tunately, there was hardly any thing to eat, and 

there was only tea, and two miserable starved 

Highland chickens, without any potatoes! No 

pudding, and no fun / no little maid (the two 

there not wishing to come in), nor our two people 

—who were wet, and drying our and their things 

—to wait on us! It was not a nice supper; and 

* One of my wardrobe maids—now dresser to Princess 

Helena (Princess Christian). Her father was thirty-eight 

years with my dear uncle the King of the Belgians. 
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tlie evening was wet. As it was late we soon re¬ 

tired to rest. Mary and Maxted (Lady Church¬ 

ill^ maid) liad been dining below with Grant, 

Brown, and Stewart (who came, the same as last 

time, with the maids) in the “ commercial room” 

at the foot of the stairs. They had only the rem¬ 

nants of our two starved chickens! 

Wednesday, October 9. 

A bright morning, which was veiy charming. 

Albert found, on getting up, that Cluny Mac- 

pherson, with his piper and two ladies, had ar¬ 

rived quite early in the morning; and, while we 

were dressing, we heard a drum and fife, and dis¬ 

covered that the newly-formed volunteers had ar¬ 

rived, all indicating that we were discovered. 

However, there was scarcely any population, and 

it did not signify. The fat old landlady had 

put on a black satin dress, with white ribbons 

and orange flowers! We had breakfast at a 

quarter to nine o’clock; at half past nine we 

started. Cluny was at the door with his -wife 

and daughters with nosegays, and the volunteers 

were drawn up in front of the inn. They had all 

assembled since Saturday afternoon ! 

We drove as we did yesterday. Fine and very 
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wild scenery, high wild hills, and no habitations. 

We went by the Pass of Drumouchier, with fine 

hills on both sides and in front of us; passed be¬ 

tween two, the one on our left called The Boar 

of Badenoch, and that on the right The Athole 

Sow. The Pass of Drumouchter separates Perth¬ 

shire from Inverness-shire. 

Again, a little farther on, we came to Loch 

Garry, which is very beautiful—but the mist 

covered the farthest hills, and the extreme dis¬ 

tance was clouded. There is a small shooting- 

lodge, or farm, charmingly situated, looking up 

the glen on both sides, and with the loch in 

front: we did not hear to whom it belonged. 

We passed many drovers, without their herds 

and flocks, returning, Grant told us, from Fal- 

hirk. We had one very heavy shower after Loch 

Garry, and before we came to Dalnacardoch Inn, 

13 miles from Dalwliinnie. The road goes beside 

the Garry. The country for a time became flat¬ 

ter, but was a good deal cultivated. At Dalna¬ 

cardoch Inn there was a suspicion and expectation 

of our arrival. Four horses with smart postil¬ 

lions were in waiting; but, on General Grey’s 

saying that this was not the party, but the one 

for whom only two horses had been ordered, a 

shabby pair of horses were put in, a shabby 
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driver driving from the box (as throughout this 

journey), and off we started. 

The Garry is very fine, rolling along over large 

stones—like the Quoich and the Fishie, and form¬ 

ing perpetual falls, with birch and mountain ash 

growing down to the water’s edge. We had 

some more heavy showers. A few miles from 

Balnacardoch the Duke of Athole (in his kilt 

and shooting-jacket, as usual) met us on a pretty 

little chestnut pony, and rode the whole time near 

the carriage. He said there were vague suspi¬ 

cions and rumors of our coming, but he had told 

no one any thing. There was again a shower, 

but it cleared when we came in sight of Ben-y- 

Ghlo, and the splendid Bass of KilUecranhie, 

which, with the birch all golden—not, as on Bee- 

side, bereft of leaves—looked very beautiful. 

We passed by the Brua/r, and the road to the 

Falls of the Brua/r, but could not stop. The Duke 

took us through a new approach, which is ex¬ 

tremely pretty, but near which, I can not help re¬ 

gretting, the railroad will come, as well as along 

the road by which we drove through the Pass of 

Brumouchter. The Duke has made great im¬ 

provements, and the path looked beautiful, sur¬ 

rounded as it is by hills; and the foliage still 

full, though in all its autumn tints—the whole 
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being lit np with bright sunshine. We drove 

through an avenue, and in a few minutes more 

were at the door of the old castle. A thousand 

recollections of seventeen years ago crowded upon 

me—all seemed so familiar again! No one there 

except the dear Duchess, who stood at the door, 

and whom I warmly embraced; and Miss Mac 

Gregor. How well I recognized the hall, with all 

the sporting trophies; and the staircase, which we 

went up at once. The Duchess took us to a room 

which I recognized immediately as the one where 

Lady Canning lived. There we took off our things 

—then went to look at the old and really very 

handsome rooms in which we had lived—the one 

in which Vicky had slept in two chairs, then not 

four years old! In the dining-room we took some 

coffee, which was most welcome; and then we 

looked at all the stags’ horns put up in one of 

the corridors below; saw the Duke’s pet dog, a 

smooth-haired black terrier, very fat; and then 

got into the carriage, a very peculiar one, viz., a 

boat—a mere boat (which is very light), put on 

four wheels, drawn by a pair of horses with a 

postillion. Into this we four got, with the Duke 

and Duchess and the dog—Lady Churchill, Gener¬ 

al Grey, and Miss Mac Gregor going in another car¬ 

riage, with our two servants on the box, to whom 
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all this was new and a great treat. The morning 

was beautiful. It was half past twelve. We 

drove up by the avenue and about a favorite walk 

of ours in ’44, passed through the gate, and came 

on to Glen Tilt, which is most striking, the road 

winding along first on one side of the Tilt, and 

then on the other; the fine high hills rising very 

abruptly from each side of the rapid, rocky, stony 

River Tilt—the trees, chiefly birch and alder, over¬ 

hanging the water. 

We passed the Marble Lodge in which one of 

the keepers live, and came to Forest Lodge, where 

the road for carriages ends, and the glen widens. 

There were our ponies, which had passed the night 

at Bainoch or Beynoch (a shooting “shiel” of 

Lord Fife’s). They came over this morning, but, 

poor beasts, without having had any corn ! For¬ 

est Lodge is eight miles from Blair. There we 

took leave of the dear Duchess, and saw old Peter 

Frazer, the former head keeper there, now walk¬ 

ing with the aid of two sticks! The Duke’s keep¬ 

ers were there, his pipers, and a gentleman staying 

on a visit with him. 

It was barely two o’clock wdien we started, we 

on our ponies, the Duke and his men (twelve alto¬ 

gether) on foot—Sandy McAra, now head keeper, 

grown old and gray, and two pipers, preceded us, 
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the two latter playing alternately the whole time, 

which had a most cheerful effect. The wild 

strains sounded so softly amid those noble hills; 

and our caravan winding along—our people and 

the Duke’s all in kilts, and the ponies, made alto¬ 

gether a most picturesque scene. 

One of the Duke’s keepers, Donald Macbeath, 

is a Guardsman, and was in the Crimea. He is a 

celebrated marksman, and a fine-looking man, as 

all the Duke’s men are. For some little time it 

was easy riding, but soon we came to a rougher 

path, more on the “ brae” of the hill, where the 

pony required to be led, which I always have 

done, either when it is at all rough or bad, or 

when the pony has to be got on faster. 

The Duke walked near me the greatei part of 

the time, amusingly saying, in reference to former 

times, that he did not offer to lead me, as he knew 

I had no confidence in him. I replied, laughing¬ 

ly, “ Oh no, only I like best being led by the per¬ 

son I am accustomed to.” 

At length, about three, we stopped and lunched 

at a place called Dalcronachie, looking up a glen 

toward Loch Loch, on a high bank overhanging 

the Tilt. Looking back, the view was very fine; 

so, while the things were being unpacked for 

lunch, we sketched. We brought our own lunch- 
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eon, and the remainder was, as usual, given to the 

men, but this time there were a great many to 

feed. After luncheon we set off again. I walk¬ 

ed a few paces; but, as it was very wet, and the 

road very rough, by Albert’s desire I got on 

again. A very few minutes brought us to the cel¬ 

ebrated ford of the Tarff {Poll Tarff it is called), 

which is very deep, and, after heavy rain, almost 

impassable. The Duke offered to lead the pony 

on one side, and talked of Sandy for the other 

side, but I asked for Brown (whom I have far the 

most confidence in) to lead the pony, the Duke 

taking hold of it (as he did frequently) on the 

other side. Sandy McAra, the guide, and the two 

pipers went first, playing all the time. To all ap¬ 

pearance the ford of the Tarff was not deeper than 

the other fords, but once in it the men were above 

their knees—and suddenly in the middle, where 

the current, from the fine, high, full falls, is very 

strong, it was nearly up to the men’s waists. 

Here Sandy returned, and I said to the Duke 

(which he afterward joked with Sandy about) 

that I thought he (Sandy) had better take the 

Duke’s place; he did so, and we came very well 

through, all the others following, the men chiefly 

wading—Albert (close behind me) and the others 

riding through—and some of our people coming 
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over double on the ponies. General Gray had 
little Peter Robertson up behind him. 

The road after this became almost precipitous, 

and, indeed, very unpleasant to ride; but, being 

wet, and difficult to walk, we ladies rode, Albert 
walking the greater part of the time. Only once, 
for a veiy few steps, I had to get off, as the pony 

could hardly keep footing. As it was, Brown 

constantly could not walk next to the pony, but 
had to scramble below, or pull it after him. The 

Duke was indefatigable. 

The Tilt becomes narrower and narrower till 

its first source is almost invisible. The Tarff 
flows into the Tilt about two miles or more be¬ 

yond the falls. We emerged from the pass upon 
an open valley, with less high hills and with the 
hills of Braemar before us. We crossed the 

Bainoch or Bynack, quite a small stream, and 
when we came to the “ County March”—where 

Perth and Aberdeen join—we halted. The Duke 

gave Albert and me some whisky to drink out of 
an old silver flask of his own, and then made a short 
speech proposing my health, expressing the pleas¬ 
ure with which he and all had received me at 
Blair, and hoping that I would return as often as 

I liked, and that I should have a safe return home; 
ending by the true Highland “ Nis! nis! nis! 
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Sit air, a-nis ! A-ris! a-ris! a-ris!” (pronounced 

“Neesh! neesh! neesh! Sheet eir, a-neesh! 

A-rees! a-rees ! a-rees!”) which means, “ Now! 

now! now! That to him, now! Again! again! 

again!” which was responded to by cheering from 

all. Grant then proposed “three cheers for the 

Duke of Athole,” which was also very warmly 

responded to—my pony (good “ Inchrory”), which 

went admirably, rather resenting the vehemence 

of Brown’s cheering. 

We then went on again for about three miles 

to the Bainoch, which we reached at ten minutes 

to six, when it was already nearly dark. As we 

approached the “ shiel,” the pipers struck up and 

played. The ponies went so well with the pipes, 

and altogether it was very pleasant to ride and 

walk with them. They played “ the Athole High¬ 

landers” when we started, and again in coming in. 

Lady Fife had very kindly come down to the 

Bainoch herself, where she gave us tea, which 

was very welcome. We then got into our car¬ 

riages, wishing the good Duke of Athole good-by. 

He was going back the wiiole way, which was 

certainly rather a hazardous proceeding—at least 

an adventurous one, considering the night, and 

that there was no moon—and what the road was! 

We got home safely at a quarter past eight. The 
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night was quite warm, though slightly showery, 

but became very clear and starlight later. 

We had traveled 69 miles to-day and 60 yester¬ 

day. This was the pleasantest and most enjoy¬ 

able expedition I ever made, and the recollection 

of it will always be most agreeable to me, and in¬ 

crease my wish to make more! Was so glad dear 

Louis (who is a charming companion) was with 

us. Have enjoyed nothing as much, or indeed 

felt so much cheered by any thing since my great 

sorrow.* Did not feel tired. We ladies did not 

dress, and dined enfamille, looking at maps of the 

Highlands after dinner. 

Last Expedition. 

Wednesday, October 16,1861. 

To our great satisfaction, it was a most beauti¬ 

ful morning. Not a cloud was on the bright 

blue sky, and it was perfectly calm. There had 

been a sharp frost which lay on parts of the 

grass, and the mountains were beautifully lit up, 

with those very blue shades upon them, like the 

* The death of the Duchess of Kent. 

K 
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bloom on a plum. Up early, and breakfasted 

with Alice, Louis, and Lencben, in our room. At 

twenty minutes to nine o’clock we started, with 

Alice, Lencben, and Louis. The morning was be¬ 

yond every thing splendid, and the country in 

such beauty, though the poor trees are nearly 

leafless. 

Near Oastleton, and indeed all along the road, 

in the shade, the frost still lay, and the air was 

very sharp. We took post-horses at Oastleton, 

and proceeded up Glen Clunie to Glen Callater, 
which looked lovely, and which Albert admired 

much. In a little more than two hours we were 

at Loch Callater: the road was very bad indeed 

as wre approached the loch, where our ponies were 

waiting for us. After walking a few paces we 

remounted them, I on my good “ Fyvie,” and Al¬ 

ice on “ Inchrory.” 

The day was glorious, and the whole expedi¬ 

tion delightful and very easily performed. We 

ascended Little Cairn Turc, on the north side of 

Loch Callater, up a sort of footpath very easy and 

even, upon ground that was almost flat, rising 

very gradually, but imperceptibly; and the view 

became wonderfully extensive. The top of Cairn 

Turc is quite flat, with moss and grass, so that 

you could drive upon it. It is very high, for you 
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see tlie high table-land behind the highest point 

of Loch-no-Gar. On that side you have no view, 

but from the other it is wonderfully extensive. 

It was so clear and bright, and so still there, re¬ 

minding us of the day on Ben Muich Bind last 

year. 

There rose immediately behind us Ben Muich 

Bhui, which you hardly ever see, and the shape 

of which is not fine, with its surrounding mount¬ 

ains of Cairngorm, Brae Biach, Ben Avon or Ad an, 

Ben-na-Bhourd, etc. We saw Ben-y-Ghlo quite 

clearly, and all that range of hills; then, farther 

west, Shichallion, near Loch Tag / the mountains 

which are near the Biach Mount; and, quite on 

the horizon, we could discern Ben Nevis, which is 

above Fort William. 
Going up Ccdrn Turc we looked down upon 

Loch Canter, a small loch above Loch Callater, 

very wild and dark. We proceeded to Cairn 

Glaishie, at the extreme point of which a cairn 

has been erected. We got off to take a look at 

the wonderful panorama which lay stretched out 

before us. We looked on Fifeshire, and the coun¬ 

try between Perth and Stirling, the Lomond Hills, 
etc. It was beautifully clear, and really it was 

most interesting to look over such an immense 

extent of the Highlands. I give a very poor de- 
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scription of it; but here follows a rough account 

of the places we saw. 

To the north—Ben Muich Dliui, Brae Biacli, 

Cairngorm, Ben Avon, Ben-na-Bhourd. 

To the east—Locli-na-Gar, etc. 

To the northwest—Ben-y-Ghlo or Ben-y-Gloe, 

and. the surrounding hills beyond Shichallion, and 

the mountains between Dunkeld and the Black 

Mount. 

Quite in the extreme west—Ben Nevis. 

To the south—the Lomond Hills ; Perth in the 

middle distance. 

We walked a little way, and then I got upon 

my pony. Another half hour’s riding again over 

such singular flat table-land brought us on to the 

edge of the valley of Cairn Lochan, which is indeed 

“ a bonnie place.” It reminded, me and Louis of 

Clova, only there one did not see the immense ex¬ 

tent of mountains behind. Cairn Lochan is a nar¬ 

row valley, the Kiver Isla winding through it like 

a silver ribbon, with trees at the bottom. The 

hills are green and steep, but toward the head of 

the valley there are fine precipices. We had then 

to take a somewhat circuitous route in order to 

avoid some bogs, and to come to a spot where we 

looked right up the valley for an immense dis¬ 

tance ; to the left, or rather more to the south, was 
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Glen Isla, another glen, but wider, and not with 

the same high mountains as Cairn Lochan. Be- 

yond Glen Isla were seen the Lomond Hills be¬ 

hind Kinross, at the foot of which is Loch Leven. 
We sat on a very precipitous place, which made 

one dread any one moving backward; and here, 

at a little before two o’clock, we lunched. The 

lights were charmingly soft, and, as I said before, 

like the bloom on a plum. The luncheon was 

very acceptable, for the air was extremely keen, 

and we found ice thicker than a shilling on the 

top of Cairn Turo, which did not melt when 

Brown took it and kept it in his hand. 

Helena was so delighted, for this was the only 

really great expedition in which she had accom¬ 

panied us. 

Duncan and the keeper at Loch Callater (R. 

Stewart) went with us as guides. 

I made some hasty sketches; and then Albert 

wrote on a bit of paper that we had lunched here, 

put it into the Seltzer-water bottle, and buried it 

there, or rather stuck it into the ground. Grant 

had done the same when we visited Hen Muich 

Dliui the first time. This over, we walked part 

of the way back which we had ridden to avoid 

the bogs—we ladies walking only a short way, 

and then riding. We altered our course, and left 
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Cairn Glaishie to our right, and went in the di¬ 

rection of the Cairn Wall. Looking back on the 

distant hills above Glen Isla and Cairn Lochan 

(Lord Airlie’s “ Country”), it was even more beau¬ 

tiful ; for, as the day advanced, the mountains be¬ 

came clearer and clearer, of a lovely blue, while 

the valleys were in shadow. Shichallion, and 

those farther ranges, were also most perfectly to 

be seen, and gave me such a longing for farther 

Highland expeditions! We went over Garbchory, 

looking down on the road to the Spittal, and on 

the lower mountains, which are most curiously 

connected one with another, and which, from the 

height we were, we could look down upon. 

Here follows the account of our route, with all 

the names as written down by Duncan. I can 

not “ mind” the names, as they say here. 

From Balmoral to 

Lock Callater, four miles. 

Left Lock Callater at 11 o’clock A.M. 

IAttle Cairn lure, 

Big Cairn Turc, 

Lock Canter, 

Cairn Glaishie, 
Cairn Lochan, 

Ca-Ness, six miles. 
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Returning route: 

Cairn Lochan., 

Cairn Glashie, 

Garb Chory, 
Month Eigie Hoad, 

Glass Meall, 

Fian Chory, 

Aron Ghey, 
Shean Spittal Bridge, 4 30 P.M. 

Shean Spittal Bridge to Balmoral, 16 miles. 

This gave one a very good idea of the geogra¬ 

phy of the country, which delighted dear Albert, 

as this expedition was quite in a different direc¬ 

tion from any that we had ever made before; but 

my head is so very ungeographical that I can not 

describe it. We came down by the Month Eigie, 

a steep hill covered -with grass, down part of which 

I rode, walking'where it was steepest; but it was 

so wet and slippery that I had two falls. We got 

down to the road to the Spittal Bridge, about 15 

miles from Castleton, at nearly half past four, and 

then down along the new road, at least that part 

of it which is finished, and which is to extend to 

the Cairn Wall. We went back on our side of 

the river, and, if we had been a little earlier, Al¬ 

bert might have got a stag; but it was too late. 
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The moon rose and shone most beautifully, and 

we returned at twenty minutes to seven o’clock, 

much pleased and interested wdth this delightful 

expedition. Alas ! I fear our last great one! 

(It was our last one!—1867.) 
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First Visit to Ireland. 

On Board the Victoria and Albert, 

in the Cove of Cork, 

Thursday, August 2,1849. 

Arrived here after a quick but not very pleas¬ 

ant passage. The day was fine and bright, and 

the sea, to all appearance, very smooth; but there 

was a dreadful swell, which made one incapable 

of reading or doing any thing. We passed the 

Land's End at nine o’clock in the morning. 

When we went on deck after eight in the even¬ 

ing, we were close to the Cove of Cork, and could 

see many bonfires on the hill, and the rockets and 

lights that were sent off from the different steam¬ 

ers. The harbor is immense, though the land is 

not very high, and, entering by twilight, it had a 

very fine effect. Lady Jocelyn, Miss Dawson, Lord 

Fortescue (Lord Steward), Sir George Grey (Sec¬ 

retary of State for the Home Department), Miss 

Hildyard, Sir James Clark, and Mr. Birch are on 

board with us. The equerries, Colonel Phipps and 

Colonel Gordon, are on board the “ Black Eagle.” 
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Friday, August 3. 

The day was gray and excessively “muggy,” 

which is the character of the Irish climate. The 

ships saluted at eight o’clock, and the “ Ganges” 

(the flag-ship and a three-decker) and the “ Hogue” 

(a three-decker cut down, with very heavy guns, 

and with a screw put into her), which are both 

very near us, made a great noise. The harbor is 

very extensive, and there are several islands in it, 

one of which is very large. Spike Island is im¬ 

mediately opposite us, and has a convict prison; 

near it another island with the depot, etc. In a 

line with that is the town of Cove, picturesquely 

built up a hill. The two war-steamers have only 

just come in. The Admiral (Dickson) and the 

Captains of the vessels came on board. Later, 

Lord Bandon (Lord Lieutenant of the county), 

Lord Thomond, General Turner, Commander of 

the Forces at Cork, presented their respects, and 

Albert went on shore, and I occupied myself in 

writing and sketching. Albert returned before 

our luncheon, and had been walking about and 

visiting some of the cabins. 

We left the yacht at two with the ladies and 

gentlemen, and went on board the “Fairy,” which 

was surrounded with rowing and sailing boats. 
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We first •went round the harbor, all the ships sa¬ 

luting, as well as numbers of steamers and yachts. 

We then went in to Gove, and lay alongside the 

landing-place, which was very prettily decorated, 

and covered with people; and yachts, ships, and 

boats crowding all round. The two members, 

Messrs. Roche and Power, as well as other gentle¬ 

men, including the Roman Catholic and Protest¬ 

ant clergymen, and then the members of the Yacht 

Club, presented addresses. After which, to give 

the people the satisfaction of calling the place 

Queenstown, in honor of its being the first spot 

on which I set foot upon Irish ground, I stepped 

on shore amid the roar of cannon (for the artille¬ 

ry were placed so close as quite to shake the tem¬ 

porary room which we entered) and the enthusi¬ 

astic shouts of the people. We immediately re¬ 

embarked, and proceeded up the River Lee toward 

Cork. It is extremely pretty and richly wooded, 

and reminded me of the Tamar. The first feature 

of interest we passed was a little bathing-place 

called Monkstown, and later JBlackrock Castle, at 

which point we stopped to receive a salmon, and 

very pretty address from the poor fishermen of 

Blackrock. 

As we approached the city we saw people 

streaming in, on foot, on horseback, and many in 
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jaunting-cars. When we reached Cork the “ Fai¬ 

ry” again lay alongside, and we received all the 

addresses: first, from the Mayor and Corporation 

(I knighted the Mayor immediately afterward); 

then from the Protestant Bishop and clergy; from 

the Roman Catholic Bishop and clergy; from the 

Lord Lieutenant of the county, the Sheriffs, and 

others. The two Judges, who were holding their 

courts, also came on hoard in their robes. After 

all this was over we landed, and walked some few 

paces on to where Lord Bandon’s carriage was 

ready to receive us. The ladies went with us, 

and Lord Bandon and the General rode on each 

side of the carriage. The Mayor preceded us, 

and many (Lord Listowel among the number) 

followed on horseback or in carriages. The 12th 

Lancers escorted us, and the Pensioners and In¬ 

fantry lined the streets. 

I can not describe our route, but it will suffice 

to say that it took two hours; that we drove 

through the principal streets; twice through some 

of them; that they were densely crowded, deco¬ 

rated with flowers and triumphal arches; that 

the heat and dust were great; that we passed by 

the new College which is building—one of the 

four which are ordered by Act of Parliament; 

that our reception was most enthusiastic; and 
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that every thing went off to perfection, and was 

very well arranged. Cork is not at all like an 

English town, and looks rather foreign. The 

crowd is a noisy, excitable, but very good-humor¬ 

ed one, running and pushing about, and laughing, 

talking, and shrieking. The beauty of the women 

is very remarkable, and struck us much; such 

beautiful dark eyes and hair, and such fine teeth; 

almost every third woman was pretty, and some 

remarkably so. They wear no bonnets, and gen¬ 

erally long blue cloaks; the men are veiy poorly, 

often raggedly dressed; and many wear blue 

coats and short breeches, with blue stockings. 

We re-embarked at the same place, and re¬ 

turned just as we came. 

Kingston Ilarbor, Dublin Day, ) 

Sunday, August 5. j 

Safely arrived here: I now continue my ac¬ 

count. For the first two hours and a half the 

sea, though rough, was not disagreeable. We en¬ 

tered Waterford JIarbor yesterday at twenty min¬ 

utes to four o’clock. The harbor is rocky on the 

right as one enters, and very flat to the left; as 

one proceeds the land rises on either side. We 

passed a little fort called Dvncannon Fort, whence 
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James II. embarked after the battle of the Boyne, 

and from which they had not saluted for fifty 

years. Farther up, between two little villages, 

one on either side, each with its little chapel, pic¬ 

turesquely situated on the top of the rock or hill, 

we anchored. The little fishing-place to our left 

is called Passage, and is famous for salmon: we 

had an excellent specimen for our dinner. Albert 

decided on going to Waterford, ten miles up the 

river, in the “ Fairy,” with the boys, but as I felt 

giddy and tired, I preferred remaining quietly on 

board sketching. Albert returned after seven 

o’clock; he had not landed. 

Viceregal Lodge, Plwenix Parle, 

Monday, August G. 

Here we are in this very pretty spot, with a 

lovely view of the Wicklow Hills from the win¬ 

dow. But now to return to yesterday’s proceed¬ 

ings. We got under 'weigh at half past eight 

o’clock; for three hours it was dreadfully rough, 

and I and the poor children were very sea-sick. 

When we had passed the Tuscar Pock in Wexford 

the sea became smoother, and shortly after quite 

smooth, and the evening beautiful. After we 

passed Arklcno Head the Wicklmo Hills came in 
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sight: they are beautiful. The Suga/rloaf and 

Garrick Mountain have finely-pointed outlines, 

with low hills in front and much wood. At half 

past six we came in sight of Dublin Bay, and 

were met by the “ Sphinx” and “ Stromboli” (which 

had been sent on to wait and to come in with us), 

the “ Trident,” and, quite close to the harbor, by 

the “ Dragon,” another war-steamer. With this 

large squadron we steamed slowly and majestic¬ 

ally into the harbor of Kingston, which was cov¬ 

ered with thousands and thousands of spectators, 

cheering most enthusiastically. It is a splendid 

harbor, and was full of ships of every kind. The 

wharf, where the landing-place was prepared, was 

densely crowded, and altogether it was a noble 

and stirring scene. It was just seven when we 

entered, and the setting sun lit up the country, 

the fine buildings, and the whole scene with a 

glowing light, which was truly beautiful. We 

were soon surrounded by boats, and the enthusi¬ 

asm and excitement of the people were extreme. 

While we were at breakfast the yacht was 

brought close up to the wharf, which was lined 

with troops. Lord and Lady Clarendon and 

George* came on board; also Lords Lansdowne 

and Clanricarde, the Primate, the Archbishop of 

* The Duke of Cambridge. 
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Dublin, and many others. The address was pre¬ 

sented by the Sheriff and gentlemen of the coun¬ 

ty. As the clock struck ten we disembarked, 

stepping on shore from the yacht, Albert leading 

me and the children, and all the others following 

us. An immense multitude had assembled, who 

cheered most enthusiastically, the ships saluting 

and the bands playing, and it was really very 

striking. The space we had to walk along to 

the railroad was covered in, and lined with ladies 

and gentlemen strewing flowers. We entered the 

railway carriages with the children, the Claren¬ 

dons, and the three ladies, and in a quarter of an 

hour reached the Dublin station. Here we found 

our carriages, with the postillions in their Ascot 

liveries. The two eldest children went with us, 

and the two younger ones with the three ladies. 

Sir Edward Blakeney, Commander-in-Chief in Ire¬ 

land, rode on one side of the carriage, and George 

on the other, followed by a brilliant staff, and es¬ 

corted by the 17th Lancers and the Carabiniers. 

It was a wonderful and striking scene, such 

masses of human beings, so enthusiastic, so ex¬ 

cited, yet such perfect order maintained; then the 

number of troops, the different bands stationed at 

certain distances, the waving of hats and handker¬ 

chiefs, the bursts of welcome which rent the air— 
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all made it a never-to-be-forgotten scene, when 

one reflected how lately the country had been in 

open revolt and under martial law. 

Dublin is a very fine city, and Sackville Street 

and Merrion Square are remarkably large and 

handsome; and the Dank, Trinity College, etc., are 

noble buildings. There are no gates to the town, 

but temporary ones were erected under an arch; 

and here we stopped, and the Mayor presented 

me the keys with some appropriate words. At 

the last triumphal arch a poor little dove was let 

down into my lap, with an olive-branch round 

its neck, alive and very tame. The heat and dust 

were tremendous. We reached Phoenix Park, 

which is very extensive, at twelve. Lord and 

Lady Clarendon and all the household received us 

at the door. It is a nice, comfortable house, re¬ 

minding us of Claremont, with a pretty terrace 

garden in front (laid out by Lady Normanby), 

and has a very extensive view of the Park and 

the fine range of the Wicklow Mountains. We 

are most comfortably lodged, and have very nice 

rooms. 

Tuesday, August 7. 

We drove into Dublin—with our two ladies— 

in Lord Clarendon’s carriage, the gentlemen Tol- 
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lowing, and without any escort. The people were 

very enthusiastic, and cheered a great deal. We 

went first to the BanJc, where the Directors re¬ 

ceived us, and then to the printing-room, and from 

thence viewed the old Houses of Lords and Com¬ 

mons, for what is now the Bank was the old Par¬ 

liament House. From here wre drove to the 

Model School, where we were received by the 

Archbishop of Dublin, the Roman Catholic Arch¬ 

bishop Murray (a fine, venerable-looking old man 

of eighty), and the other gentlemen connected 

with the school. We saw the Infant, the Girls’, 

and the Boys’ Schools / in the latter, one class of 

boys was examined in mental arithmetic and in 

many very difficult things, and they all answered 

wonderfully. Children of all creeds are admitted, 

and their different doctrines are taught separately, 

if the parents wish it; but the only teaching en¬ 

forced is that of the Gospel truths, and love and 

charity. This is truly Christian, and ought to be 

the case every where. About 1000 children are 

educated here annually, of which 300 are trained 

as schoolmasters and mistresses. From here we 

visited Trinity College, the Irish University, which 

is not conducted upon so liberal a system, but into 

which Roman Catholics are admitted. Dr. Todd, 

the'secretary, and a very learned man, well versed 



Life in the Highlands. 237 

in the Irish language, showed us some most inter¬ 

esting ancient manuscripts and relics, including 

St. Columba’s Book (in which we wrote our 

names), and the original harp of King O’Brian, 

supposed to be the one from which the Irish arms 

are taken. The library is a very large, handsome 

room, like that in Trinity College, Cambrdge. We 

then proceeded toward home, the crowd in the 

streets immense, and so loyal. It rained a little 

at intervals. Home by a little past one. Albert 

went into Dublin again after luncheon, and I 

wrote and read, and heard our children say some 

lessons. 

At five we proceeded to Kilmainham Hospital, 
very near here; Lord Clarendon going in the car¬ 

riage with the ladies and myself, Albert and the 

other gentlemen riding. Sir Edward Blakeney 

and his staff, and George, received us. We saw 

the old pensioners, the chapel, and the hall, a fine 

large room (where all the pensioners dine, as at 

CJcelsea), and then Sir Edward’s private apart¬ 

ments. We afterward took a drive through all 

the principal parts of Dublin — College Green, 

where the celebrated statue of William the Third 

is to be seen; Stephens's Green, by The Four 

Coxirts, a very handsome building; and, though 

we were not expected, the crowds were in many 
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places very great. We returned a little before 

seven. A large dinner. After dinner above two 

or three hundred people arrived, including most 

of the Irish nobility and many of the gentry; and 

afterward there was a ball. 

Wednesday, August 8. 

At twenty minutes to one o’clock we left for 

Dublin, I and all the ladies in evening dresses, all 

the gentlemen in uniform. We drove straight to 

the Castle. Every thing here as at St. James's 
Levee. The staircase and throne-room cjuite like 

a palace. I received (on the throne) the addresses 

of the Lord Mayor and Corporation, the Universi¬ 

ty, the Archbishop and Bishops, both Roman Cath¬ 

olic and Anglican, the Presbyterians, the non-sub¬ 

scribing Presbyterians, and the Quakers. They 

also presented Albert with addresses.* Then fol¬ 

lowed a very long Levee, which lasted -without 

intermission till twenty minutes to six o’clock ! 

Two thousand people were presented! 

* Lord Breadalbane (Lord Chamberlain) was in attend¬ 

ance, having joined us on our' arrival in Dublin. 
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Thursday, August 9. 

There was a great and brilliant review in the 

Phoenix Park—six thousand one hundred and 

sixty men, including the Constabulary. In the 

evening we two dined alone, and at half past 

eight o’clock drove into Dublin for the Drawing¬ 

room. It is always held here of an evening. I 

should think between two and three thousand 

people passed before us, and one thousand six 

hundred ladies were presented. After it was over 

we walked through St. Patrick's Hall and the 

other rooms, and the crowd was veiy great. We 

came back to the Phoenix Park at half past 

twelve, the streets still densely crowded. The 

city was illuminated. 

Friday, August 10. 

At a quarter to twelve o’clock we set out, with 

all our suite, for Carton, the Duke of Leinster’s, 

Lord and Lady Clarendon in the carriage with us. 

We went through Woodlands, a place belonging 

to Mr. White, in which there are beautiful lime- 

trees ; and we passed by the “ Preparatory Col¬ 

lege” for Maynooth ; and not far from Carton we 

saw a number of the Maynooth students. The 
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park of Carton is very fine. We arrived there at 

a little past one, and were received by the Duke 
and Duchess of Leinster, the Kildares, Mr. and 

Lady C. Repton, and their two sons. We walked 

out into the garden, where all the company were 
assembled, and the two bands playing; it is very 

pretty—a sort of formal French garden, with rows 

of Irish yews. We walked round the garden 

twice, the Duke leading me, and Albert the Duch¬ 

ess. The Duke is one of the kindest and best of 
men. 

After luncheon we walked out and saw some 
of the country people dance jigs, which was very 

amusing. It is quite different from the Scotch 

reel; not so animated, and the steps different, but 

very droll. The people were very poorly dressed 

in thick coats, and the women in shawls. There 

was one man who was a regular specimen of an 

Irishman, with his hat on one ear. Others in blue 

coats, with short breeches and blue stockings. 
There were three old and tattered pipers playing. 

The Irish pipe is very different to the Scotch; it 

is very weak, and they don’t blow into it, but 

merely have small bellows which they move with 

the arm. We walked round the pleasure-grounds, 

and after this got into a carriage with the Duke 

and Duchess, our ladies and gentlemen following 
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in a large jaunting-car, and tlie people riding, run¬ 

ning, and driving with us, but extremely well-be¬ 

haved ; and the Duke is so kind to them, that a 

word from him will make them do any thing. It 

was very hot, and yet the people kept running 

the whole way, and in the thick woolen coats, 

which it seems they always wear here. We drove 

along the park to a spot which commands an ex¬ 

tensive view of the Wicklow Hills. We then went 

down an entirely new road, cut out of the solid 

rock, through a beautiful valley, full of the finest 

trees, growing among rocks close to a piece of wa¬ 

ter. We got out, and walked across a little wood¬ 

en bridge to a very pretty little cottage, entirely 

ornamented with shells, etc., by the Duchess. We ' 

drove back in the jaunting-car, which is a double 

one, with four wheels, and held a number of us— 

I sitting on one side, between Albert and the 

Duke; the Duchess, Lady Jocelyn, Lord Claren¬ 

don, and Lady Waterford on the opposite side; 

George at the back, and the equerries on either 

side of the coachman. 

As soon as we returned to the house we took 

leave of our hosts, and went back to the Phoenix 
Park a different way from the one we came, along 

the banks of the Ldffey, through Mr. Colson’s park, 

in which there were the most splendid beeches I 

L 
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have ever seen — featliering down quite to the 

ground; and farther along the road and river 

were some lovely sycamore - trees. We drove 

through the village of Lucan, where there were 

fine decorations, and arches of bays and laurel. 

We passed below The Strawberry-beds, which are 

really curious to see—quite high banks of them 

—and numbers of people come from Dublin to 

eat these strawberries; and there are rooms at 

the bottom of these banks on purpose. We were 

home a little after five. 

On Board the Victoria and Albert, 
in Loch By an, 

Sunday, August 12. 
We arrived after a dreadfully rough though 

veiy short passage, and have taken refuge here. 

To return to Friday. We left the Phoenix Parle, 

where we spent so pleasant a time, at six o’clock, 

Lord Clarendon and the two elder children going 

in the carriage with us, and drove with an escort 

to the Dublin Railway Station. The town was 

immensely crowded, and the people most enthusi¬ 

astic. George met us there, and we took him, the 

Clarendons, and Lord Lansdowne and our ladies 

into the carriage with us. We arrived speedily 
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at Kingstown, wliere there were just as many peo¬ 

ple and as much enthusiasm as on the occasion of 

our disembarkation. "We stood on the paddle- 

box as we slowly steamed out of Kingstown, amid 

the cheers of thousands and thousands, and sa¬ 

lutes from all the ships; and I waved my hand¬ 

kerchief as a parting acknowledgment of their 

loyalty. We soon passed Howth and Irelands 
Eye. The ship was very steady, though the sea 

was not smooth, and the night thick and rainy, 

and we feared a storm was coming on. 

Saturday, August 11. 
We reached Belfast Harbor at four o’clock. 

The wind had.got up amazingly, and the morning 

was a very bad and stormy one. 

We had not had a very quiet night for sleep¬ 

ing, though very smooth. The weather got worse 

and worse, and blew a real gale; and it was quite 

doubtful whether we could start as we had in¬ 

tended, on our return from Belfast, for Scotland. 
We saw the Mayor and General (Bainbrigg), 

. who had come on board after breakfast. 

At a quarter past one we started -with the la¬ 

dies and gentlemen for the “ Fairy.” Though we 

had only two minutes’ row in the barge, there 
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was such a swell that the getting in and out, and 

the rolling and tossing in the boat, were very dis¬ 

agreeable. We had to keep in the little pavilion, 

as the squalls were so violent as to cover the 

“Fairy” with spray. We passed between Holy- 

wood and Carrickfergus, celebrated for the first 

landing of William III. We reached Belfast in 

half an hour, and fortunately the sun came out. 

We lay close alongside the wharf, where a very 

fine landing-place was arranged, and where thou¬ 

sands were assembled. Lord Londonderry came 

on board, and numerous deputations with ad¬ 

dresses, including the Mayor (whom I knighted), 

the Protestant Bishop of Down and clergy, the 

Catholic Bishop Denvir (an excellent and modest 

man, the Sheriff and Members for the county, with 

Lord Donegal (to whom the greater part of Bel¬ 

fast belongs), Dr. Henry, from the new College, 

and the Presbyterians (of whom there are a great 

many here). Lady Londonderry and her daugh¬ 

ter also came on board. There was some delay 

in getting the gang-board down, as they had made 

much too large a one. Some planks on board 

were arranged, and we landed easily in this way. 

The landing-place was covered in, and very taste¬ 

fully decorated. We got into Lord Londonder¬ 

ry’s carriage with the two ladies, and Lord Lon- 
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donderry himself got on the ramble behind with 

the two sergeant footmen, Renwick and Birbage, 

both very tall, large men, and the three must 

have been far from comfortable. 

The town was beautifully decorated with flow¬ 

ers, hangings, and very fine triumphal arches, the 

galleries full of people, and the reception very 

hearty. The people are a mixture of nations, and 

the female beauty had almost disappeared. 

I have all along forgotten to say that the favor¬ 

ite motto written up on most of the arches, etc., 

and in every place, was, “ Cead mile failte,” which 

means “ A hundred thousand welcomes” in Irish, 

which is very like Gaelic; it is, in fact, the lan¬ 

guage, and has existed in books from the earliest 

period, whereas Gaelic has only been written since 

half a century, though it was always spoken. 

They often called out “ Cead mile failte!” and it 

appears in every sort of shape. 

Lord Donegal rode on one side of the carriage 

and the General on the other. We stopped at 

the Linen Hall to see the exhibition of the flax 

and linen manufacture. Lord Downshire and 

several other gentlemen received us there, and 

conducted us through the different rooms, where 

we saw the whole process in its different stages. 

First the plant, then the flax after being steeped, 



246 Life in the Highlands. 

then the spun flax; lastly, the linen, cambric, and 

cloth of every sort and kind. It is really very 

interesting to see, and it is wonderful to what a 

state of perfection it has been brought. 

We got into our carriages again. This time 

Lord Londonderry did not attempt to resume his 

uncomfortable position. 

We went along through the Botanic Garden, 
and stopped and got out to look at the new Col¬ 

lege which is to be opened in October. It is a 

handsome building. We passed through several 

of the streets, and returned to the place of em¬ 

barkation. Belfast is a fine town, with some good 

buildings—for instance, the Bank and Exchange 

—and is considered the Liverpool and Manchester 

of Ireland. 
I have forgotten to mention the Constabulary ^ 

who are a remarkably fine body of men, 13,000 

in number (altogether in Ireland), all Irish, and 

chiefly Roman Catholics; and not one of whom, 

during the trying times last year, fraternized with 

the rebels. 

We left amid immense cheering, and reached 

the “ Victoria and Albert” at half past six. It 

was blowing as hard as ever, and the getting 

in and out was as disagreeable as before. We 

decided on spending the night where we were, 
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unless the wind should drop by three or four 

o’clock iu the morning. Many bonfires were 

lighted on the surrounding hills and coasts. 

Sunday, August 12. 

The weather no better, and as there seemed no 

hope of its improvement, we decided on starting 

at two o’clock, and proceeding either to Loch 

Ryan or Lamlash. Lord Adolphus read the 

service at half past ten, at which the two eldest 

children were also present. 

I intend to create Bertie “ Earl of Dublin,” as a 

compliment to the town and country; he has no 

Irish title, though he is horn with several Scotch 

ones (belonging to the heirs to the Scotch throne, 

and which we have inherited from James VI. of 

Scotland and I. of England); and this was one 

of my father’s titles. 

The preparations on deck for the voyage were 

not encouraging; the boats hoisted up, the ac¬ 

commodation ladders drawn quite close up, every 

piece of carpet removed, and eveiy thing covered; 

and, indeed, my worst fears were realized. We 

started at two, and I wrent below and lay down 

shortly after, and directly we got out of the har¬ 

bor the yacht began rolling for the first three 
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quarters of an hour in a way which was dreadful, 

and there were two rolls, when the waves broke 

over the ship, which I never shall forget. I got 

gradually better, and at five we entered Locli 

Ryan, truly thankful to be at the end of our 

voyage. Albert came down to me, and then I 

went up on deck, and he told me how awful it 

had been. The first great wave which came over 

the ship threw every body down in every direc¬ 

tion. Poor little Affie* was thrown down and 

sent rolling over the deck, and was drenched, for 

the deck was swimming with water. Albert told 

me it was quite frightful to see the enormous 

waves rising like a wall above the sides of the 

ship. We did not anchor so high up in Loch 

Ryan as we had done two years ago, but it was 

a very safe, quiet anchorage, and we were very 

glad to be there. Albert went on shore. 

Monday, August 13. 

We started at four o’clock in the morning, and 

the yacht rolled a little, but the motion was an 

easy one. We were in the Clyde by breakfast¬ 

time, but the day was very bad, constant squalls 

hiding the scenery. We left Greenock to our 

* Prince Alfred. 
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left, and proceeded a little way up Loch Goil, 

which opens into Loch Long, and is very fine; 

it seems extraordinary to have such deep water 

in a narrow loch, and so immediately below the 

mountains, which are very rocky. We turned 

back and went up Loch Long, which I remem¬ 

bered so well, and which is so beautiful. We 

let go the anchor at Arrocliar, the head of the 

lake, intending to land and proceed to Loch Lo¬ 
mond, where a steamer was waiting for us; but 

it poured with rain most hopelessly. We waited 

an hour in vain, and decided on stopping till after 

luncheon, and making the attempt at three o’clock. 

We lunched and stepped into the boat, as it had 

cleared a little; but just then it began pouring 

again more violently than before, and we put 

back much disappointed; but Albert persevered, 

and he went off with Mr. Anson, Sir James Clark, 

and Captain Robinson almost directly afterward. 

Just then it cleared, and I felt so vexed that we 

had not gone; but there have been some terrible 

showers since. We left Arrochar a little before 

four, Loch Long looking beautiful as we returned. 

L 2 
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Perth, Tuesday, August 14. 

We anchored yesterday in lloseneaih Bay, close 

to Boseneath — a very pretty spot, and looking 

toward the mountains which you see in Loch Goil. 
One of them is called “The Duke of Argyll’s 

Bowling-green.” Albert only returned soon after 

eight o’clock, having been able to see a good deal 

of Loch Lomond, and even Hob Boy's Cave, in 

spite of heavy showers. Captain Beechey (who 

was with us during the whole voyage in ’47, and 

again the whole of this one to pilot us), Captain 

Crispin, and Captain Kobinson (who met us this 

morning and piloted Albert in Loch Lomond, and 

did the same for us in ’47), dined with us also, 

and we had much interesting conversation about 

the formation of glaciers, etc., in all of which Cap¬ 

tain Beechey (who is a very intelligent man, and 

who has been all over the world) took part. He 

was with Sir Edward Parry at the North Pole, 

and told us that they had not seen daylight for 

four months. They heaped up snow over the 

ship and covered it in with boards to keep the 

cold off. 
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Balmoral, Wednesday, August 15. 

It seems like a dream to be here in our dear 

Highland home again; it certainly does not seem 

as if it were a year since we were here! Now I 

must describe the doings of yesterday. We em¬ 

barked on board the “ Fairy” at a quarter to nine 

o’clock, and proceeded up the Clyde in pouring 

rain and high wind, and it was very stormy till 

after we had passed Greenock. We steamed past 

Port Glasgow, then came Dumbarton and Er- 

shine. The river narrows and winds extraordi¬ 

narily here, and you do not see Glasgow till you 

are quite close upon it. As we approached, the 

banks were lined with people, either on estrades 

or on the sea-shore, and it was amusing to see all 

those on the shore take flight, often too late, as the „ 

water bounded up from the swell caused by the 

steamer. 

The weather, which had been dreadful, cleared 

up just as we reached Glasgow, about eleven, and 

continued fine for the remainder of the day. Sev¬ 

eral addresses were presented on board, first by 

the Lord Provost, who was knighted (Colonel 

Gordon’s sword being used), then one from the 

county, the clergy (Established Church and Free 

Kirk), and from the Houses of Commerce. We 
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landed immediately after this: the landing-place 

was very handsomely decorated. We then enter¬ 

ed our carriage with the two eldest children, the 

two others following. Mr. Alison (the celebrated 

historian, who is the Sheriff) rode on one side of 

the carriage, and General Riddell (the Command¬ 

er of the Forces in Scotland) on the other. The 

crowds assembled were quite enormous, but excel¬ 

lent order was kept, and they were very enthusi¬ 

astic. Mr. Alison said that there were 500,000 

people out. The town is a handsome one, with 

fine streets built in stone, and many fine buildings 

and churches. We passed over a bridge com¬ 

manding an extensive view down two quays, 

which Albert said was very like Paris. There 

are many large shops and warehouses, and the 

shipping is immense. 

We went up to the old Cathedral, where Prin¬ 

cipal Mac Farlane, a very old man, received us, and 

directed our attention, as we walked through the 

church gates, to an immensely high chimney, the 

highest, I believe, in existence, which belongs to 

one of the manufactories. The Cathedral is a 

very fine one, the choir of which is fitted up as a 

Presbyterian Church. We were shown the crypt 

and former burial-place of the bishops, which is in 

a very high state of preservation. The architec- 
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ture is beautiful. It is in this crypt that the 

famous scene in Rob Roy is laid, where Rob Roy 

gives Frank Osbaldistone warning that he is in 

danger. There is an old monument of St. Kenti- 

gern, commonly called St. Mungo, the founder of 

the Cathedral. We re-entered our carriages and 

went to the University, an ancient building, and 

which has produced many great and learned men. 

Here we got out and received an address. We 

only stopped a few minutes, and then went on 

again toward the Exchange, in front of which is 

Marochetti’s equestrian statue of the Duke of 

Wellington, very like and beautifully executed. 

We got out at the railway station, and started al¬ 

most immediately. 

We passed Stirling in the distance* and a little 

before four we reached Perth, where the people 

were very friendly. We took the four children in 

our carriage and drove straight to the <l George 

Inn,” where we had the same rooms that we had 

last time. 

Albert went out immediately to see the prison, 

and at six we drove together along the London 
Road (as they rather strangely call it) toward 

Moncrieffe.* The view was perfectly beautiful, 

and is the finest of Perth and the grand bridge 

over the Tay. 
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Wednesday, August 15. 

At a quarter to eight o’clock we started. The 

two boys and Vicky were in the carriage with us, 

Alice followed with the ladies. It was a long 

journey, but through very beautiful scenery. We 

saw the Grampians as we left Perth. We first 

changed horses at Blairgowrie, 15 miles. Then 

came a very long stage of 20 miles, to the Spitted 

of Glenshee. We first passed the house of a Lieut.- 

Colonel Clark Rattray, called Craig Hall, over¬ 

hanging a valley or glen above which we drove, 

and after this came into completely wild High¬ 

land scenery, with barren rocky hills, through 

which the road winds to the Spitted of Glenshee, 
which can scarcely be called a village, for it con¬ 

sists of only an inn and two or three cottages. 

We got out at the inn, where we found Mr. Far- 

quliarson and his son, and some of his men. Here 

we had some luncheon, and then set off again. 

The next stage of 15 miles to Castleton is over a 

veiy bad, and at night positively dangerous road, 

through 'wild, grand scenery, with very abrupt 

turns and steep ascents. One sharp turn is call¬ 

ed The Devil's Elbow. The Farquharson men 

joined us again here, some having gone on before, 

and others having followed from the inn, skipping 
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over stones and rocks with the rapidity and light¬ 

ness peculiar to Highlanders. They remained 

with us till we were able to trot on again. 

We drove through a very fine pass called Cairn 

Wall, and were overtaken by a heavy shower. 

When we reached Castleton the day had cleared, 

and we were able to open the carriage again. 

Here we were met by Sir Alexander Duff and the 

Duke of Leeds at the head of their men. Lady 

Duff, Mr. and Lady Agnes Duff, Miss Farquhar¬ 

son, and several of the children, and the Duchess 

of Leeds, came up to the carriage. The drive 

from Castleton to Balmoral, particularly the beau¬ 

tiful part from the Balloch Buie, was well known 

to us, and it was a great pleasure to see it all 

again in its beauty. Grant had met us at the 

Spittal of Glenshee, and ridden the whole way 

with us. At the door at Balmoral were Mac- 

kay, who was playing, and Macdonald in full 

dress. It was about four when we arrived. 
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Yachting Excursion. 

On Board the Victoria and Albert, 
Dartmouth, 

Thursday, August 20,1846. 

We steamed past tlie various places on the 

beautiful coast of Devonshire which we had passed 

three years ago—Seaton, Sidmouth, off which we 

stopped for ten minutes, Axmouih, Teignmouth, 

etc., until we came to Babbicombe, a small bay, 

where we remained an hour. It is a beautiful 

spot, which before we had only passed at a dis¬ 

tance. Ked cliffs and rocks, with -wooded hills 

like Italy, and reminding one of a ballet or play 

where nymphs are to appear—such rocks and 

grottoes, with the deepest sea, on which there was 

not a ripple. We intended to disembark and 

walk up the hill; but it came on to rain very 

much, and we could not do so. We tried to 

sketch the part looking toward Torbay. I never 

saw our good children looking better, or in high¬ 

er spirits. I contrived to give Vicky a little les¬ 

son by making her read in her English history. 

We proceeded on our course again at half past 

one o’clock, and saw Torquay very plainly, which 

is very fine. The sea looked so stormy and the 
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weather became so thick that it was thought best 

to give up Plymouth (for the third time), and to 

put into that beautiful Dartmouth, and we accord¬ 

ingly did so, in pouring rain, the deck swimming 

with water, and all of us with umbrellas, the 

children being most anxious to see every thing. 

Notwithstanding the rain, this place is lovely, 

with its wooded rocks, and church, and castle at 

the entrance. It puts me much in mind of the 

beautiful Rhine, and its fine ruined castles, and 

the Lurlei. 

I am now below writing, and crowds of boats 

are surrounding us on all sides. 

Plymouth Harbor, 

Friday, August 21. 

We got under weigh by half past six o’clock, 

and on looking out we saw the sea so calm and 

blue, and the sun so bright that we determined 

to get up. It was a very fine day, but there 

was a great deal of swell. At length, at half 

past nine, we entered the splendid harbor of 

Plymouth, and anchored again below Mount Fdg- 

cumbe, which, with its beautiful trees, including 

pines, growing down into the sea, looks more love¬ 

ly than ever. I changed my dress, and read in- 
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numerable letters and dispatches, and then went 

on deck and saw the authorities—the Admirals 

and Generals. I did Vicky’s lessons and wrote; 

and at half past one we went on board the “Fairy” 

(leaving the children on board the “ Victoria and 

Albert”), with all our ladies and gentlemen, as 

well as Sir James Clark, who has joined us here. 

We steamed up the Tamar, going first a little way 

up the St. Germans River, which has very prettily 

wooded banks. Trematon Castle, to the right, 

which belongs to Bertie as Duke of Cornwall, and 

Jats to the left, are extremely pretty. We 

stopped here, and afterward turned back and 

went up the Tamar, which at first seemed flat, but 

as we proceeded the scenery became quite beauti¬ 

ful—richly wooded hills, the trees growing down 

into the water, and the river winding so much as 

to have the effect of a lake. In this it reminded 

me so much of going up the Rhine, though I don’t 

think the river resembles the Rhine. Albert 

thought it like the Danube. The finest parts be¬ 

gin about Saltash, which is a small but prettily 

built town. To the right as you go up all is un- 

English looking; a little farther on is the mouth 

of the Tavy: here the river becomes very beauti¬ 

ful. We passed numbers of mines at work. Far¬ 

ther on, to the left, we came to Pentillie Castle, 
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situated on a height most beautifully wooded 

down to the water’s edge, and the river winding 

rapidly above and below it. Albert said it re¬ 

minded him of the situation of Greinburg, on the 

Danube. Not much farther on we came to the 

picturesque little village and landing-place of 

Cothele, at the foot of a thickly wooded bank, 

with a valley on one side. Here the river is very 

narrow. We landed, and drove up a steep hill, 

under fine trees, to the very curious old House of 

Cothele, where we got out of the carriage. It is 

most curious in every way, as it stands in the 

same state as it was in the time of Henry YII., 

and is in great preservation—the old rooms hung 

with arras, etc. 

We drove down another way, under beautiful 

trees and above the fine valley; embarked, and 

proceeded down the river. The evening was 

beautiful, the sun bright, and the sky and sea so 

blue. We arrived just too late for the launch of 

the frigate “ Thetis.” It reminded me so much 

of when we were here three years ago, as we ap¬ 

proached our yacht, surrounded by myriads of 

boats, and had to row through them in our barge. 

We returned at half past five. The evening was 

delightful—clear, calm, and cloudless, but a good 

deal of noise in the boats around us. Lord and 
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Lady Mount Edgcumbe and Sir James Clark 

dined with us. 

Plymouth, Saturday, August 22. 

Albeit was up at six o’clock, as be was to go 

to Dartmoor Forest. At ten I went in the barge 

with the two children, the ladies, Baron Stockmar, 

and Lord Alfred Paget, and landed at Mount Edg- 

cumhe, where we were received by Lady Mount 

Edgcumbe, her two boys, her sister and nieces, and 

beyond the landing-place by Lord Mount Edg¬ 

cumbe. There were crowds where we landed, and 

I feel so shy and put out without Albert. I got 

into a carriage with the children and Lady Mount 

Edgcumbe—Lord Mount Edgcumbe going before 

us and the others following—and took a lovely 

drive along the road which overhangs the bay, 

commanding such beautiful views on all sides, and 

going under and by such fine trees. We had been 

there three years ago; but it is always a pleasure 

to see it again. The day very hot and a little 

hazy. We came to the house at eleven. The 

children went with their governess and the other 

children into the shade, and had luncheon in the 

house, and I remained in the gallery—a very pret¬ 

ty room, with some fine pictures, and with a door 
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opening on the garden, and commanding a lovely 

little bit of sea view, which I tried to sketch. A 

little after twelve we returned to the yacht, which 

had been beset with boats ever since six in the 

morning. Albert returned safely to me at one 

o’clock, much pleased with his trip, and said that 

Dartmoor Forest was like Scotland. 

At two we went with our ladies and gentlemen, 

and without the children, again to the landing- 

place at Mount Fdgcwnbe, where we were re¬ 

ceived as before, and drove up to the house. 

There are some of the finest and tallest chestnut- 

trees in existence here, and the beech-trees grow 

very peculiarly — quite tall and straight — the 

branches growing upward. We walked about 

the gallery, and looked into Lady Mount Edg- 

cumbe’s little room at one end of it, which is 

charming, and full of pretty little things which 

she has collected, and then we took luncheon in 

a room where there are some fine portraits by 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. They are all of the Mount 

Edgcumbe family, one of whom was his great 

patron. Sir Joshua was born a few miles from 

Plymouth. There are in the same room pictures 

by him when he first began to paint, which have 

kept their color; then when he made experiments 

— and these are quite faded; and again of his 
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works when he discovered his mistakes, and the 

color of his pictures is then beautiful. We walked 

about the garden near the house, and then drove 

to the “ Kiosk,” by beautiful stone pines and pi¬ 

nasters, which interested Albert very much, and 

put me so much in mind of Mr. Lear’s drawings. 

The view from this “ Kiosk,” which is very high 

over the sea and town, is most beautiful, and the 

sea was like glass, not a ripple to be seen. We 

walked down a very pretty road or path through 

the woods and trees till we met the carriage, and 

we drove along that beautiful road, which is said 

to be a little like the Cornice, overhanging the 

sea, down to the place of embarkation, where we 

took leave of them all, and returned to our yacht 

by half past four. Poor Lord Mount Edgcumbe 

is in such a sad, helpless state, but so patient and 

cheerful. We went on board just to fetch the 

children, and then on to the “ Fairy,” and steamed 

in her round the harbor, or rather bay, in which 

there are such pretty spots; into the Cat Water, 

from whence we rowed in one of the barges a lit¬ 

tle way up the river to look at Saltram, Lord Mor- 

ley’s; after that back to the “Fairy,” went in her 

into Mill Bay, Sutton Pool, and Stonehouse, and 

returned to the yacht by half past six. 
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In Guernsey -Bay, off St. Pierre, Guernsey, 

Sunday, August 23. 

On waking, the morning was so lovely that we 

could not help regretting that we could not delay 

our trip a little, by one day at least, as the Coun¬ 

cil which was to have been on the 25th is now on 

the 29 th. We thought, however, we could do 

nothing but sail for Torbay at half past nine, and 

for Osborne on Monday. While dressing, I kept 

thinking whether we could not manage to see Fab 

mouth, or something or other. Albert thought 

we might perhaps manage to see one of the Chan¬ 

nel Islands, and accordingly he sent for Lord Adol¬ 

phus Fitzclarence, and it was settled that we 

should go to Guernsey, which delighted me, as I 

had so long wished to see it. The day splendid. 

The General and Admiral came on board to take 

leave. Sir J. West is the Admiral, and General 

Murray the General; and at about half past nine 

we set off, and the sea the whole way was as calm 

as it was in ’43. Plymouth is beautiful, and we 

shall always be delighted to return there. 

For two hours we were in expectation of seeing 

land; but it was very hazy, and they did not 

know where we were till about six, when land 

was seen by the “ Fairy,” who came to report it, 



264 Life in the Highlands. 

and then all the other vessels went on before ns. 

As we approached we were struck by the beauty 

of the Guernsey coast, in which there are several 

rocky bays, and the town of St. Pierre is very pic¬ 

turesquely built, down to the water’s edge. You 

see Sark (or Sercq) as you enter the harbor to the 

right, and farther on, close opposite St. Pierre, two 

islands close together—Herm and Jethou. The 

bay, with these fine islands, is really most curious. 

We anchored at seven immediately opposite St. 

Pierre, and with the two islands on the other side 

of us. We dined at eight, and found on going on 

deck the whole town illuminated, which had a 

very pretty effect, and must have been done very 

quickly, for they had no idea of our coming. It 

is built like a foreign town. The people speak 

mostly French among themselves. 

August 24. 

St. Pierre is very picturesque-looking, with very 

high, bright-colored houses built down almost into 

the sea. The College and Church are very con¬ 

spicuous buildings. This island with its bold 

point, and the little one of Cornet with a sort of 

castle on it (close to which we were anchored), 

and the three islands of Herm, Jethou, and Sark, 
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with innumerable rocks, are really very fine and 
peculiar, especially as they then were in bright 
sunlight. We both sketched, and at a quarter to 
nine got into our barge with our ladies. The pier 
and shore were lined with crowds of people, and 
with ladies dressed in white, singing “ God save 
the Queen,” and strewing the ground with flow¬ 
ers. We walked to our carriage, preceded by Gen¬ 
eral Napier, brother to Sir Charles (in Scinde), a 
very singular-looking old man, tall and thin, with 
an aquiline nose, piercing eyes, and white mus¬ 
taches and hair. The people were extremely well- 
behaved and friendly, and received us very warm¬ 
ly as we drove through the narrow streets, which 
were decorated with flowers and flags, and lined 
with the Guernsey militia, 2000 strong, with their 
several bands. Some of the militia were mounted. 

The vegetation beyond the town is exceedingly 
fine, and the evergreens and flowers most abund¬ 
ant. The streets and hills steep, and the view 
from the fort, which is very high (and where Gen¬ 
eral Napier presented me with the keys), is ex¬ 
tremely beautiful. You look over the Bay of 
Guernsey, and see opposite to you the islands of 
Herm, Jetliou, and Sark, with Alderney, and the 
coast of France, Cape de la Hague, to the left in 
the distance, and to the right in the distance, Jer- 

M 
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sey. The island appears very flourishing. In the 

town they speak English, but in the country 

French, and this is the same in all the islands. 

They belonged to the Duchy of Normandy, and 

have been in our possession ever since William 

the Conqueror’s time. King John was the last 

of their sovereigns who visited them. We drove 

along the pier, and then embarked amid great 

cheering. It was all admirably managed; the 

people are extremely loyal. 

We got under weigh a little before one, and in 

about an hour and a half we came close to Alder- 

?iey, seeing all the time the French coast, Cape tie 

la Hague very plainly to our right, and leaving 

the Casquets Lights to our left. Alderney is quite 

different to all the other islands, excessively rocky 

and barren, and the rocks in and under the sea 

are most frightful. 
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Second Yachting Excuesion. 

On Board the Victoria and Albert, 

Off St. Heliers, Jersey, 

Wednesday, September 2,1846. 

At a quarter past seven o’clock we set off with 

Vicky, Bertie, Lady Jocelyn, Miss Kerr, Mdlle. 

Gruner, Lord Spencer, Lord Palmerston, and Sir 

James Clark (Mr. Anson and Colonel Grey being 

on board the “ Black Eagle”), and embarked at 

Osborne Pier. There was a good deal of swell. 

It was fine, but very cold at first. At twelve 

we saw Alderney, and between two and three 

got into the Alderney Pace, where there was a 

great'deal of rolling, but not for long. We pass¬ 

ed between Alderney and the French coast— 

Cape de la Hague—and saw the other side of 

Alderney; and then, later, Sarlc, Guernsey, and 

the other islands. After passing the Alderney 

Pace it became quite smooth; and then Bertie 

put on his sailor’s dress, which was beautifully 

made by the man on board who makes for our 

sailors. When he appeared, the officers and sail¬ 

ors, who were all assembled on deck to see him, 

cheered, and seemed delighted with him. 
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The coast of Jersey is very beautiful, and we 

had to go nearly all round, in order to get to St. 

Heliers. We first passed the point called Rond- 
nez, then Grosnez with a tower, St. Ouen's Ray, 

La Rocca, a curious old tower on a rock, and then 

Rreladds Ray. The red cliffs and rocks, with 

the setting sun gilding and lighting them all up, 

were beautiful. At last, at a quarter to seven, 

we arrived in this fine large bay of St. Aubin, in 

which lies St. Ileliers ; and after dinner we went 

on deck to see the illumination and the bonfires. 

Off St. Ileliers, Thursday, September 3. 

A splendid day. I never saw a more beautiful 

deep blue sea, quite like Naples; and Albert said 

that this fine bay of St. Aubin, in which we lie, 

really is like Naples. Noirmont Point terminates 

in a low tower to our left, Avitli St. Aubin and a 

tower in a rock in front of it; farther in, and to 

our right, Elizabeth Castle, a picturesque fort on 

a rock, with the town of St. Ileliers behind it. 

The coloring and the effect of light were inde¬ 

scribably beautiful. We got into our barge with 

our ladies and gentlemen, and then went on board 

the “Fairy,” until we were close to the harbor, 

and then we got into the barge again. We land- 
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ed at the stairs of the Victoria Harbor, amid the 

cheers of the numberless crowds, guns firing, and 

bands playing; were received, as at Guernsey, by 

all the ladies of the town, very gayly dressed, who, 

strewing flowers on our way, conducted us to a 

canopy, where I received the address of the States 

and of the militia. 

We then got into our carriage and drove along 

the piei1, Colonel Le Couteur, my militia aid-de- 

camp, riding by my side, with other officers, and 

by Albert’s side Colonel Le Breton, commanding 

the militia, who, 5000 strong, lined the streets, 

and were stationed along the pier—the States 

walking in front. The crowds were immense, but 

' every thing in excellent order, and the people 

most enthusiastic, though not more so than the 

good Guernsey people; the town is much larger, 

and they had much longer time for preparations; 

the decorations and arches of flowers were beauti¬ 

fully done, and there were numberless kind in¬ 

scriptions. All the country people here speak 

French, and so did the police who walked near 

us. It was a very gratifying reception. There 

was a seat in one of the streets filled by French¬ 

women from Grouville, curiously dressed with 

white handkerchiefs on their heads. After pass¬ 

ing through several streets we drove up to the 
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Government House, but did not get out. General 
Gibbs, the Governor, is very infirm. 

We then proceeded at a quicker pace — the 

walking procession having ceased—through the 

interior of the island, which is extremely pretty 

and very green — orchards without end, as at 

Mayence. We passed the curious old tower of 

La Hougue Bie, of very ancient date, and went 

to the Castle of Mont Orgueil, in Grouville Bay, 

very beautifully situated, completely overhanging 

the sea, and where Robert, Duke of Normandy, 

son of William the Conqueror, is said to have 

lived. We walked part of the way up, and from 

one of the batteries, where no guns are now 

mounted, you command the bay, and the French 

coast is distinctly seen, only 13 miles distant. 

The people are very proud that Mont Orgueil 

had never been taken; but I have since learned 

it was taken by surprise and held for a few days; 

Guernsey, however, never was taken. 

We then returned to our carriage, and proceed¬ 
ed to the pier by a shorter road, and through a 
different part of the town. There is a peculiar 
elm-tree in the island, which is very pretty, and 
unlike any other—the leaf and the way it grows 
almost resembling the acacia. The crowd was very 
great and the heat very intense in going back. 
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We re-embarked in tke barge, but bad only to 

go a few yards to the u Fairy.” The situation of 

tlie harbor is very fine; and crowned witli the 

fort, and covered by numbers of people, was like 

an amphitheatre. The heat of the sun, and the 

glare, had made me so ill and giddy that I re¬ 

mained below the greater part of the afternoon, 

and Albert went out for an hour on the “ Fairy.” 

Falmouth Harbor, Friday, Sept. 4. 

A beautiful day again, with the same brilliant¬ 

ly blue sea. At a quarter to eight o’clock we got 

under weigh. There was a great deal of motion 

at first, and for the greater part of the day the 

ship pitched, but getting up the sails steadied her. 

From five o’clock it became quite smooth; at half 

past five we saw land, and at seven we entered 

Falmouth Harbor, where we were immediately 

surrounded by boats. The evening was beauti¬ 

ful, and the sea as smooth as glass, and without 

even a ripple. The calmest night possible, with 

a beautiful moon, when we went on deck; every 

now and then the splashing of oars and the hum 

of voices were heard; but they were the only 

sounds, unlike the constant dashing of the sea 

against the vessel, which we heard all the time 

we were at Jersey. 
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Mount's Bay, Cornwall, ) 

Saturday, September 5. f 
At eight o’clock we left Falmouth and pro¬ 

ceeded along the coast of Cornwall, which be¬ 

comes bold and rugged beyond the Lizard Point 

and as one approaches Landis End. At about 

twelve we passed Land's Find, which is very fine 

and rocky, the view from thence opening beauti¬ 

fully. We passed quite close by the Long ships, 
some rocks on which stands a light-house. The 

sea was unusually smooth for the Landis End. 
We went beyond a point with some rocks near it, 

called The Prisons, and then steamed back: the 

famous Botallack mine lies here. A little before 

two we landed in this beautiful Mount's Pay, 

close below St. Michael's Mount, which is very 

fine. When the bay first opened to our view the 

sun was lighting up this beautiful castle, so pecul¬ 

iarly built on a lofty rock, and which forms an 

island at high water. 
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In entering the bay we passed the small village 

of Mousehole and the town of Penzance, which is 

prettily situated, and one mile and a half from 

St. Michael's Mount. The day brightened just 

as we arrived, and the sea again became so blue. 

Soon after our arrival we anchored; the crowd 

of boats was beyond every thing; numbers of 

Cornish pilcher fishermen, in their curious large 

boats, kept going round and round, and then an¬ 

chored, besides many other boats full of people. 

They are a very noisy, talkative race, and speak a 

kind of English hardly to be understood. 

During our voyage I was able to give Vicky 

her lessons. At three o’clock we all got into the 

barge, including the children and Mdlle. Gruner, 

their governess, and rowed through an avenue of 

boats of all descriptions to the “Fairy,” where we 

went on board. The getting in and out of the 

barge was no easy task. There was a good deal 

of swell, and the “ Fairy” herself rolled amazingly. 

We steamed round the bay to look at St. MichaeVs 

Mount from the other side, which is even more 

beautiful, and then went on to Penzance. Albert 

landed near Penzance with all the gentlemen ex¬ 

cept Lord Spencer (who is most agreeable, effi¬ 

cient, and useful at sea, being a captain of the 

Navy) and Colonel Grey, and went to see the 

M 2 
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smelting of copper and tin, and the works in ser¬ 

pentine stone at Penzance. We remained here a 

little while without going on, in order -to sketch, 

and returned to the “Victoria and Albert” by- 

half j>ast four, the boats crowding round us in all 

directions; and when Bertie showed himself the 

people shouted—“ Three cheers for the Duke of 

Cornwall!” Albert returned a little before seven, 

much gratified by what he had seen, and bringing 

home specimens of the serpentine stone. 

Mount's Bay, Sunday, September G. 

A hazy, dull-looking morning, but as calm as it 

possibly could be. At half past eight o’clock we 

got into our barge, with Miss Kerr and Lord 

Spencer, and proceeded without any standard to 

the little harbor below St. MichaeVs Mount. Be¬ 

hind St. Michael's Mount is the little town of Ma- 

razion, or “ Market Jew,” which is supposed to 

have taken its name from the Jews having in for¬ 

mer times trafficked there. We disembarked, and 

walked up the Mount by a circuitous rugged path, 

over rocks and turf, and entered the old castle, 

which is beautifully kept, and must be a nice 

house to live in, as there are so many good rooms 

in it. The dining-room, made out of the refectory, 
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is very pretty: it is surrounded by a frieze repre¬ 

senting ancient bunting. The chapel is excess¬ 

ively curious. The organ is much famed: Albert 

played a little on it, and it sounded very fine. Be¬ 

low the chapel is a dungeon, where some years 

ago was discovered the skeleton of a large man 

without a coffin: the entrance is in the floor of 

one of the pews. Albert went down with Lord 

Spencer, and afterward went up with him and Sir 

James Clark (who, with Lord Palmerston and Col¬ 

onel Grey, had joined us) to the tower, on the top 

of which is “ St. Michael’s chair,” which, it is said, 

betrothed couple run up to, and whoever gets first 

into the chair will have at home the government 

of the house; and the old housekeeper—a nice, 

tidy old woman—said many a couple “does go 

there!” though Albert and Lord Spencer said it 

was the awkwardest place possible to get at. St. 

Michael's Mount belongs to Sir J. St. Aubyn. 

There were several drawings there of Mont St. 

Michael in Normandy, which is very like this one, 

and was, I believe, inhabited by the same order 

of monks as this was, i. e., Benedictines. We 

walked down again, had to step over another boat 

in order to get into our barge, as the tide was so 

very low, and returned on board the yacht before 

ten. 
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Tlie view from tlie top of St. Michael's is very 

beautiful aud very extensive, but unfortunately it 

was too thick aud hazy to see it well. A low 

ridge of sand separates St. Michael's Mount from 

Marazion at low water, and the sea at high water. 

From the sand to the summit of the castle is 

about 250 feet. The chapel was originally erect¬ 

ed, they say, for the use of pilgrims who came 

here, and it owes its name to a tradition of St. 

Michael the Archangel having rested on the rock. 

At half past eleven Lord Spencer read on deck 

the short morning service generally read at sea, 

which only lasted twenty or twenty-five minutes. 

The awning was put up, and flags on the sides; 

and all the officers and sailors were there, as well 

as ourselves. A flag was foisted, as is usual when 

the sendee is performed on board ship, and Lord 

Spencer read extremely well. 

Albert made a most beautiful little sketch of St. 

Michael's Mount. Soon after two we left Mount's 

Bay. About four we came opposite to some very 

curious serpentine rocks, between Mount's Bay 

and Lizard Point, and we stopped, that Albert 

might land. The gentlemen went with him. Lord 

Spencer soon returned, saying that Albert was 

very anxious I should see the beautiful little cave 

in these serpentine rocks; and accordingly I got 
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into the barge, with the children, and ladies, and 

Lord Spencer, and we rowed to these rocks, with 

their caves and little creeks. There were many 

cormorants and sea-gulls on the rocks. We re¬ 

turned again, and were soon joined by Albert, 

who brought many fine specimens which he had 

picked up. The stone is really beautifully marked 

with red and green veins. 

We proceeded on our course, and reached 

Falmouth before seven. The fine afternoon was 

changed to a foggy, dull, cold evening. We have 

had on board with us, since we left Falmouth, Mr. 

Taylor, mineral agent to the Duchy of Cornwall, 

a very intelligent young man, married to a niece 

of Sir Charles Lemon’s. 

Falmouth, Monday, September 7. 

Immediately after breakfast Albert left me to 

land and visit some mines. The corporation of 

Penryn were on board, and very anxious to see 

“ The Duke of Cornwallso I stepped out of the 

pavilion on deck with Bertie, and Lord Palmer¬ 

ston told them that that was “ The Duke of Corn¬ 

wall,” and the old mayor of Penryn said that “ he 

hoped he would grow up a blessing to his parents 

and to his country.” 
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A little before four o’clock we all got into the 

barge, with the two children, and rowed to the 

“Fairy.” We rowed through a literal lane of 

boats, full of people, who had surrounded the 

yacht ever since early in the morning, and pro¬ 

ceeded up the river by St. Just's Pool, to the left 

of which lies Sir C. Lemon’s place, and Trefusis, 

belonging to Lord Clinton. We went up the 

Truro, which is beautiful—something like the Ta¬ 

mar, but almost finer, though not so bold as Pen- 

tillie Castle and Gothele—winding between banks 

entirely wooded with stunted oak, and full of 

numberless creeks. The prettiest are King Har¬ 

ry's Ferry and a spot near Tregothnan (Lord Fal¬ 

mouth’s), where there is a beautiful little boat¬ 

house, quite in the woods, and on the river, at the 

the point where the Tregony separates from the 

Truro. Albert said the position of this boat-house 

put him in mind of Tell’s Chapel in Switzerland. 

We went a little way up the Tregony, which is 

most beautiful, with high sloping banks, thickly 

wooded down to the water’s edge. Then we 

turned back and went up the Truro to Mal/pas, 

another bend of the river, from whence one can 

see Truro, the capital of Cornwall. We stopped 

here a while, as so many boats came out from a 

little place called Sunny Corner, just below Tru- 
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ro, in order to see us; indeed, the whole popula¬ 

tion poured out on foot and in carts, etc., along 

the banks, and cheered, and were enchanted when 

Bertie was held up for them to see. It was a very 

pretty, gratifying sight. 

We went straight on to Swan Pool, outside 

Pendennis Castle, where we got into the barge, 

and rowed near to the shore to see a net drawn. 

Mr. Fox, a Quaker, who lives at Falmouth>, and 

has sent us flowers, fruit, and many other things, 

proposed to put in his net and draw, that we 

might see all sorts of fish caught, but when it was 

drawn there was not one fish! So we went back 

to the “Fairy.” The water near the shore in 

Stoan Pool is so wonderfully clear that one could 

count the pebbles. 

Tuesday, September 8. 

A wet morning when we rose and breakfasted 

with the children. At about ten o’clock we en¬ 

tered Fowey, which is situated in a creek much 

like Dartmouth, only not so beautiful, but still 

very pretty. We got into the barge (leaving the 

children on board, and also Lord Spencer, who 

was not quite well), and landed at Fowey with 

our ladies and gentlemen, and Mr. Taylor, whom 

we had brought with us from Falmouth. We got 
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into our carriage with the ladies, the gentlemen • 

following in others, and drove through some of 

the narrowest streets I ever saw in England, and 

up perpendicular hills in the streets—it really 

quite alarmed one; but we got up and through 

them quite safely. We then drove on for a long 

way on bad and narrow roads, higher and higher 

up, commanding a fine and very extensive view 

of the very hilly country of Cornwall, its hills 

covered with fields, and intersected by hedges. 

At last we came to one field where there was no 

road -whatever; but we went down the hill quite 

safely, and got out of the carriage at the top of 

another, where, surrounded by woods, stands a 

circular ruin, covered with ivy, of the old castle 

of Eestormel, belonging to the Duchy of Corn¬ 

wall, and in which the last Earl of Cornwall lived 

in the thirteenth century. It was very pictur- 

esque from this point. 

We visited here the Eestormel mine, belonging 

also to the Duchy of Cornwall. It 

is an iron mine, and you go in on 

a level. Albert and I got into one 

of the trucks and were dragged in 

by miners, Mr. Taylor -walking be¬ 

hind us. The miners wear a curious 

woolen dress, with a cap like this: 
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3ap. |< 

die- 

sticks were stuck 

along the sides of 

the mine, and those 

who did not drag1 

or push the truck 

and the dress thus: 

and they generally 

have a candlestick 

in front of the cap. 

This time the candle- 

carried lights. Albert and the gentlemen wore 

miners’ hats. There was no room for any one to 

pass between the trucks and the rock, and only 

just room enough to hold up one’s head, and not 

always that. It had a most curious elicet, and 

there was something unearthly about this lit-up 

cavern-like place. We got out and scrambled a 

little way to see the veins of ore, and Albert 

knocked off some pieces; but, in general, it is 

blown by gunpowder, being so hard. The miners 

seemed so pleased at seeing us, and are intelligent, 

good people. It was quite dazzling when we 

came into daylight again. 

We then got into our carriage and passed 

through the small town of Lostwithiel, where an 

address was presented to us, and then we passed 

through Mr. Agar Robarts’s Park, which reminded 

one of Cothele. We returned by the same road 

till near Fowey, when we went through some of 

the narrowest lanes I almost ever drove through, 

and so fearfully stony. We drove along high 

above the river to Place, belonging to Mr. Treffry, 
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which has been restored according to drawings in 

his possession, representing the house as it was in 

former times. A lady of that name defended the 

house against the French during the absence of 

her husband, in the fourteenth or fifteenth cen¬ 

tury. The old gentleman showed us all over the 

house, and into an unfinished hall, lined with mar¬ 

ble and porphyry, all of which came from Corn¬ 

wall. We then walked down to the place of em¬ 

barkation and proceeded at once to the yacht. 

Mr. Taylor deserved the greatest credit for all the 

arrangements. He and his father are what are 

called “Adventurers” of the mine. 

Osborne, Wednesday, September 9. 

We got up about seven o’clock and found we 

had just passed The Needles. 

Visit to the Lakes of Killaekey. 

Tuesday, August 27,1861. 

At eleven o’clock we all started in our own so¬ 

ciable, and another of our carriages, and on ponies, 
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for Ross Castle, tlie old ruin which was a celebra¬ 

ted strong-hold, and from which the Kenmare fam¬ 

ily take their name. Here there was an immense 

crowd and a great many boats. We got into a 

very handsome barge of eight oars—beautifully 

rowed—Lord Castlerosse steering. The four chil¬ 

dren, and Lady Churchill, Lady Castlerosse, and 

Lord Granville were -with us. 

We rowed first round Innisfalien Island and 

some way up the Lower Lake. The view was 

magnificent. We had a slight shower, which 

alarmed us all, from the mist which overhung the 

mountains; but it suddenly cleared away, and be¬ 

came very fine and very hot. At a quarter to one 

we landed at the foot of the beautiful hill of Glena, 

where on a small sloping lawn there is a very 

pretty little cottage. We walked about, though 

it was overpoweringly hot, to see some of the 

splendid views. The trees are beautiful—oak, 

birch, arbutus, holly, yew—all growing down to 

the water’s edge, intermixed with heather. The 

hills, rising abruptly from the lake, are completely 

wooded, which gives them a different character to 

those in Scotland, though they often reminded me 

of the dear Highlands. We returned to the little 

cottage, where the quantity of midges and the 

smell of peat made us think of Alt-na-Giuthasach. 
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Up stairs, from Lady Castlerosse’s little room, tlie 

view was toward a part of the Lower Lake, the 

outline of which is rather Ioav. We lunched, and 

aftenvard re-embarked, and then took that most 

beautiful row up the rapid, under the Old Weir 
Bridge, through the channel which connects the 

two lakes, and Avhieh is very intricate and narrow. 

Close to our right, as Ave Avere going, Ave stopped 

under the splendid hill of the Eagle's Nest to hear 

the echo of a bugle, the sound of which, though 

bloAvn near by, Avas not heard. We had to get 

out near the Weir Bridge to let the empty boats 

be pulled up by the men. The sun had come out 

and lit up the really magnificent scenery splen¬ 

didly, but it was most oppressively hot. We 

wound along till Ave entered the Upper Lake, 

which opened upon us Avith all its high hills—the 

highest, The Beeks, 3400 feet high—and its islands 

and points covered Avith splendid trees—such ar¬ 

butus (cpiite large trees), Avith yews, making a 

beautiful foreground. We turned into a small 

bay or creek, Avliere Ave got out and walked a short 

way in the shade, and up to Avhere a tent Avas 

placed, just opposite a waterfall called Berrycono- 

chy, a lovely spot, but terribly infested by midges. 

In this tent Avas tea, fruit, ice, cakes, and every 

thing most tastefully arranged. We just took 
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some tea, which was very refreshing in the great 

heat of this relaxing climate. The vegetation is 

quite that of a jungle—ferns of all kinds, and 

shrubs and trees—all springing up luxuriantly. 

We entered our boats and went back the same 

way we came, admiring greatly the beauty of the 

scenery, and this time went down the rapids in 

the boat. No boats except our own had followed 

us beyond the rapids, but below them there were 

a great many, and the scene was very animated, 

and the people very noisy and enthusiastic. The 

Irish always give that peculiar shrill shriek, un¬ 

like any thing one ever hears any where else. 

Wednesday, August 28. 

At a quarter past eleven we started on a most 

beautiful drive, of which I annex the route. We 

drove with Mrs. Herbert and Bertie in our socia¬ 

ble, driven from the box by Wagland;* and, 

* My coachman since 1857 ; ancl a good, zealous servant, 
lie entered the Royal service in 1831, and rode as postillion 
for seventeen years. Ilis father has been thirty-two years 

porter in the Royal Mews at Windsor, and is now seventy- 
five years old; and has been sixty years in the service. 
Ilis grandfather was also in the Royal service, having en¬ 
tered it in 1788; and his daughter is nursery-maid to the 
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though the highest mountains were unfortunately 

occasionally enveloped in mist, and we had slight 

showers, we were enchanted with the extreme 

beauty of the scenery. The peeps of the lake; 

the splendid woods full of the most magnificent 

arbutus, which in one place form, for a few yards, 

an avenue under which you drive, with the rocks, 

which are very peculiar, all made it one of the 

finest drives we had ever taken. Turning up by 

the village and going round, the Tore mountain 

reminded us of Scotland—of the woods above 

Abergeldie, of Craig Daign and Craig Clunie. It 

was so fine. We got out at the top of the Tore 
Waterfall and walked down to the foot of it. We 

came home at half past one. At four we started 

for the boats, quite close by. The Muckross Lake 

is extremely beautiful; at the beginning of our 

expedition it looked dark and severe in the mist 

and showers which kept coming on, just as it does 

in the Highlands. Mr. Herbert steered. Our 

girls, Mrs. Herbert, Lady Churchill, and Lord 

Granville were in the boat with us. The two 

boys went in a boat rowed by gentlemen, and the 

rest in two other boats. At Mr. and Mrs. Her¬ 

bert’s request I christened one of the points which 

Prince of Wales’s children. Four generations, therefore, 
have served the Royal Family. 
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runs into tlie lake with a bottle of wine, Albert 

holding my arm when we came close by, so that 
it was most successfully smashed. 

When we emerged from under Brickeen Bridge 

we had a fine view of the Lower Lake and of the 
scenery of yesterday, which rather puzzled me, 

seeing it from another point de vue. At Lemon's 
Point we stopped for some time, merely rowing 

about backward and forward, or remaining sta¬ 

tionary, watching for the deer (all this is a deer 

forest as well as at Glena), which we expected the 

dogs would find and bring down into the water. 

But in vain: we waited till past six, and no deer 
came. The evening had completely cleared and 

became quite beautiful; and the effect of the 

numbers of boats full of people, many with little 

flags, rowing about in every direction and cheer¬ 

ing and shouting, lit up by the evening light, was 

charming. At Darby's Garden the shore was 

densely crowded, and many of the women in their 

blue cloaks waded into the river, holding their 

clothes up to their knees. 
We were home by seven o’clock, having again 

a slight sprinkling of rain. 

THE END. 
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