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Old Times

By L F, Grant, LL.D.

(The following account was
written by Dr, 1, F. Grant for the
newsletter of the Scottish Clan
Grant Society and is reproduced
here with the author’s kind
permission. Additional footnotes
are supplied by Hank Grant.)

Castle Grant has been unoc-
cupied for so long that it may be
of interest to recall some very
childish memories of what it was
like in the 1890’s. The Dowager
Countess of Seafield (1) was then
living there and she made it the
centre of the social life of the
district and for her husband’s
clansmen. My grandparents
brought me with them upon their
yearly visit to Lady Seafield. My
grandfather, Sir Patrick Grant
(2), as a stripling, had been one
of the leaders of the clan in the
march to Elgin to defend the
chief from an election rabble —
the last rising - of a Highland
clan. (3) Through a long life of
military service in India he had
kept his love of Strathspey and of
his clan and he rejoiced to meet
and speak in Gaelic with old
friends of his youth. He had the
deepest regard and respect for
Lady Seafield both for herself
and as the widow of his chief.

Lady Seafield had a strong
sense of the duties of her position
and she had the means with land
and employment to serve her
husband’s clansmen, As a small
child just learning to read, I was
very proud of being able to spell
the word GRANT over nearly
every shop in Grantown. Besides
such practical help, Lady
Seafield constantly paid per-
sonal visits to her tenants. My
aunt, when she happened to be at
the Castle, enjoyed ac-

at Castle Grant

companying Lady Seafield upon
some of these visits. Lady
Seafield had a theory that strong
tea was bad for the digestion and
she was much concerned at the
potency of the brews that the
country people drank. One day
they visited a very cld woman.
The teapot was cosily by the fire
and the contents were stewing
inside. Lady Seafield remon-
strated declaring that such tea
was ‘‘poison, absolute poison.”
“That may be, my Leddy,”
replied the old woman, “‘but it is
very slow poison.”

The place was kept up in a
style and with a dignity that
would not be possible nowadays
and Lady Seafield entertained
most generously. I used to watch
as every evening the gardener
arranged fresh flowers upon the
long dining-room table with its
gleaming damask and silver.
Lunch was a less formal meal
and I was allowed to come down
to it. There were always people

Highland book by LF. Grant

Everyday Life on an Old
Highland Farm, written by Dr.
L. F. Grant 55 years ago, is again
available in an expanded
edition, with a section of plates
to supplement the text.

Dr. Grant in her long career
achieved recognition as an
authority on the highlands, and
as founder of the Highland Folk
Museum, now housed at
Kingussie, only five miles from
the farm described in the book.

The writing is based on an
account book kept by William
Mackintosh of Balnespick
between 1769 and 1782. He leased

his land in Badenoch, upper
Strath Spey, as a tracksman of
Mackintosh of Mackintosh. Dr.
Grant supplements this from her
wide knowledge of Highland
history, custom and conditions,
and paints a picture of everyday
life in the Higlands before the old
methods of farming died out,
and while the glens were still
densely populated.

The book can be ordered for
$22.50 a copy, by surface mail,
from: Shepeard-Walwyn
(Publishers) Ltd., Suite 85, 12-13
Henrietta St., Covent Garden,
London WC2E 8LH England.

staying in the Castle and
visitors. I always thought what
an honour it was for the chosen
guests to sit next to Lady
Seafield. Some whisper of this
thought of a child must have
reached her for upon a day of
days I was invited to sit in the
seat of honour. As a very old
woman, I can still remember her
face — so kind and yet bearing
the stamp of infinitely long years
of responsibility and control.
The faces of the rest of the
company are more hazy in my
mind but the long table and the
high walls of the great room
covered with pictures stick in
my mind.

I did not know of it till years
afterwards but those walls of thé
dining room at Castle Grant
were different from the walls of
any other great house because
they were almost covered by
small pictures. As a rule the
walls of the dining rooms are
bare except for a few large

portraits of the ancestors of the
owner. At Castle Grant there
were the portraits of about a
dozen of the leading men of the
clan (two of them ancestors of
my own) which had been painted
by the eighteenth century artist,
Waitt, who had also painted the
champion, the piper and the wife
of the chief. These portraits give
a wonderul picture of the social
fabric of the clan and there is not
another one in the Highlands
that can boast of its like. The
custom of hanging the portraits
of distinguished clansmen in the
diningroom at Castle Grant
continued. I have no idea how
many pictures there are — just
of the mass of them.

There must have been a large
domestic staff and it was strictly
graded. I only met a very select
group — Lady Seafield’s lady’s
maid, those of the visiting ladies,
the house-keeper, and the hand-
house-maid whose name was
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about, and into pens. The clan tents are in the

BORDER COLLIES, a feature at every Highland background. This was taken at the Orlando, FL
contest, display their skill at moving the sheep games Jan. 16.















