IN THE LEADING STORE

WE AIM AT ANTICIPATING OUR CUSTOMERS WANTS.
THIS MEANS WE ALWAYS HAVE A LARGE STOCK ON VIEW.

By Buying Largely we Command the Best Terms,
and our Customers reap the Advantage.

All Goods are carefully bought, and our prices are KEEN.
Our Stock includes :—

Toots. CHINA AND EARTHENWARE. FE1LECTRO PLATE.
CUTLERY. HouseHorp UTENSILS. Brass Founpry.
BRUSHWARE. TINWARE. ENAMELWARE.
BEDSTEADS AND BEDDING. GRATES AND RANGES. STOVES AND Lawmps.
———————— Rucs, CARPETS, AND LINOLEUMS. —
Farm IMPLEMENTS AND REQUISITES. Guns, RIFLES, AND AMMUNITION.

MACDOUGALL & CO., srantown-on-spey

The Indispensable Electric Hand Lamp.

Special Dry Battery in Oak Case.

The Long Life of the Battery is
a Special Feature of this Lamp.

Prices, - from 6/6 to 19/6.

The Largest Size gives light half-hour daily for 200 days.

Spare Batteries, - - 1/3 to 5/9.

LARGE STOCK. ALL SIZES.

GEORGE ANDERSON,

Ironmonger, o GRANTOWN-ON-SPEY.
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EDITORIAL

A magazine such as this should accomplish two things:

(1) Preserve a record of important happenings in connection with the Grammar
School.

(2) Supply interesting reading to many old pupils, by giving sketches of school
life in the past.

It is not pretended that in this issue either of these things has been accomplished, but
it is hoped that this, the first number, may induce many former pupils to refresh their

memories and supply material which will enable the editor to perform the second in all
subsequent numbers.

We regret that lack of space has compelled us to hold over a number of very excellent
articles. 5

Several gentlemen have expressed a desire to show their sympathy with the objects of

this magazine by giving a subscription. In the next issue a list of such subscribers will be
published.

We desire very briefly but sincerely to thank contributors and advertisers.
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The

Grammar School :

HE Grammar School was founded in the first
-quarter of the nineteenth century. The
present school is an amalgamation of at
least three schools: the old Grammar, or

Parish School on the site of the present one (a few

square feet of which, mirabile dictu, may still be

pointed out in the present pile); the West End

School, now Waverley Villa, which was a Free Church

School for thirty years; and the Female or Infant

School, now Burnfield. The old Grammar School

was a place of some consequence in its day, and was

known beyond the parish through the excellence of
some of its masters. The names of three or four of
these stand out very prominently and will be well

known to the older inhabitants of the burgh, e.g.,

Mr. Wink, Rev. Mr. Weir, Rev. Peter Calder, and

Rev. John Stewart. The present writer had the

pleasure of hearing Mr. Wink’s work spoken of with

great pride and enthusiasm at the first meeting of the

Former Pupils’ Club by two distinguished pupils of

his, Sir Felix McKenzie and Dr. Forsyth of Abernethy.

Another master, the Rev. Peter Calder, brother of the

venerable Mr. Alex. Calder of the Braes of Castle

Grant, was afterwards parish minister of Clyne in

Sutherlandshire. His name was very familiar to

several generations of northern students preparing for

Aberdeen University. He was the compiler of Dr.

Melvin’s Latin Versions, a book which had a great

reputation in its day, and did much towards laying the

foundation of -that classical education for which

Aberdeen and the north-eastern counties have been

famous. The work done by the Rev. John Stewart,

afterwards of Premnay, who died quite recently, is well

known to many of the present inhabitants. He was a

strong disciplinarian, and at the same time gave an

upward push to many a lad who now occupies a

position of some importance.

Under men like these, who worked single-handed,
the school had a successful career on the old lines,
where all the pupils got a good grounding in elemen-
tary subjects, along with the Bible and Shorter
Catechism, and boys who were more ambitious were
encouraged to take up classics and mathematics—the
master devoting all his spare time to them, without any
regard for the exigencies of modern codes and time-
tables. The school must have been a lively place in
those days, and one does not wonder that the
Proverbs of Solomon, and especially the one: “Spare
the rod and spoil the child” were very popular and
even necessary.

The first long chapter in the history of this and
other parish schools came to a close with the passing
of the Education Act of 1872. It was not altogether
to the advantage of the Grammar School: the higher
education that used to be given to the selected few was
for some years hindered by the new state of things,

an Historical Sketch.

and such pupils had to go elsewhere. This was not
due to the incapacity of the teachers, for there were
some excellent men-trained teachers and graduates in
the seventies and eighties. But, in 1874 there was a
considerable influx of scholars from the West End
School, which was closed this year; while the staff,
although it was increased by one assistant and a
couple of pupil teachers, was quite inadequate to carry
on the work prescribed under the new Code, and do
the higher work as well.

The oneroomed school was condemned by my
Lords, but the managers were slow to respond, for in
1876 the Headmaster resigned, “owing to the state of
the buildings and the prospect of diminished grants
accordingly.” But in 1878 the rather elegant struc-
ture which formed the basis of the present buildings,
was erected. Some additions had to be added in
1890, to accommodate the large addition to the
numbers of the school consequent on the transference
of the Female School in this year. On this occasion
two well-remembered lady teachers accompanied the
influx of scholars from the school by the burn—Miss
Burgess and Miss Grant, the latter carrying on with
great success the Infant Department for 21 years, till
her much lamented death last year. The structure as
completed in 1890 contained part of the original
building in the front wing, but six new class-rooms
were added, making a very symmetrical granite build-
ing, with an exceedingly graceful bell tower.

In the early nineties there was a strong agitation for
higher education in the district. The old traditions

| were being lost sight of, owing to circumstances

already mentioned ; and the managers, stirred to
action by one or two eminent educationists, jealous for
the cause of higher education, resolved to add a
distinct Secondary Department to the school on
modern lines, and so to educate pupils up to the
University. This necessitated the addition of a sub-
stantial wing to the rear consisting of three class-rooms
for science and mathematical work, towards which a
generous grant was given by the Science and Art
Department. At the same time two assistants were
added to the staff, one for modern languages, and one
for mathematics and science. This is the Grammar
School as it will be pictured in the minds of most of
the members of the Former Pupils’ Club, the school
around which their *“memories grave and gay” will
fondly linger. The long but draughty corridors lent
themselves admirably to “racing and chasing,” to the
annoyance, no doubt, of teachers with sensitive ears.
The well-known examination hall, now raised to the
dignity of an art room as well, will be remembered as
the place of much mental travail, diversified by scenes
of closing and prize-giving. But it will be specially
interesting to many, as the scene of "Xmas re-unions
of senior scholars and former pupils.
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There is no finality in things educational, but most
people hope and feel that the present reconstructed
buildings should serve their day and generation! In
the present buildings something has been lost, but
a good deal has been gained. The outward symmetry
has been sacrificed to more utilitarian ends. The
bell-tower is there, but seems to have . lost its
classic grace. There was no place for it on the new
plan, but it could not be dispensed with, and so it is
there still, like a badly fitting cap. The internal
arrangements, however, are excellent. A central hall,
better class-rooms, better ventilation, heating, and
lighting have brought the school into line with higher
schools elsewhere, and added much comfort to the
work of both pupils and teachers. There was,
naturally, a considerable outcry against the expense.
But the managers were brought face to face with the
alternative course of losing grants, and also of seeing
the school reduced to a status unworthy of its
traditions, and of the rising prosperity of the
burgh.

The school now takes an honourable position
among secondary schools, and every year sees a
number of boys and girls passing out and preparing to
enter upon some of the higher walks and professions
in life.
their due share of distinctions in various departments
of life. In no department more than in business have
local men had greater success. In a future magazine
we may have some notes about some of these.
Perhaps there is no subject more interesting to
people who are growing up in years than old school
days and companions :

‘I bave had playmates; I have had companions,
In the days of my childhood—my old school days,”

and although “the old familiar faces” are gradually
passing away, their memory will always be fragrant. |

R. M.

7 School-Day Memories.

I 'mind it well, the dear old place
(How old I begin to grow!)
And think of many a youthful face

I knew there long ago.

The hacked old desks, where year by year
(Are the old desks still the same?)

Each school-boy carved, in guilty fear,
The letters of his name.

Tattered old books, and greasy slates,
(There are no slates now, I see),

And on the walls grim colour-plates,
How they all come back to me!

And little play mates, now grown men
(But some—ay me !—are dead!)
Come back to my thoughts to-night again
As I sit with hand on head.
) o

Pupils in ancient and modern times have had |

Some Impressions of Western
Australia.

Emigration literature, the comfort and cheapness of
travel, and the popularity of the study of geography
have all combined to so familiarise the people of the
Home Country with life in the Colonies, that it is
indeed a difficult task to add anything new to what
has already been written about Australia. But there
is one peculiar fact which the writer has not seen
mentioned, and as it is certainly the most striking
impression he himself experienced it may, perhaps, be
of interest to others. On the voyage from home the
last three ports of call are Taranto, Port Said, and
Colombo. In Taranto, English is practically an
unknown language. From the time he lands at either
Port Said or Colombo until he rejoins his ship, the
passenger is assailed on all sides by dirty, importuning
beggars, and persistent touting by the agents of the
shop-keepers, who only know sufficient English to
make themselves understood and even their limited
knowledge is not always of the purest. The conse-
quence is that the arrival in Fremantle partakes very
much of the nature of a home-coming. The familfar
ring of the English language with a faint and—to the
writer—inexplicable Cockney accent is heard on all
sides. Beggars are unknown, and the freedom with
which one can stroll along the streets puts one at ease
immediately, and makes it indeed difficult to properly
realise that twelve thousand miles of sea and land
separate one from the land he has just left. It is said
that travel is a great educator, but the journey by sea
does not give one any more definite idea of the
distance between the Antipodes than do the figures
we so often read with very little real intelligence.
Day after day the ship plugs steadily along, but it is
the same sea-girt zone that one is passing through all
the time and this does not enable the traveller to form
anything like a proper conception of the ship’s motion
across the trackless waste of waters. The difficulty,
too, is heightened by the fact that, though life on
board ship is very enjoyable, it is a trifle monotonous,
and very seldom is a record kept of the days, so that
there is no hesitancy in believing the story that is told
of the strict Sabbatarian who played draughts through-
out an entire Sunday forenoon before discovering his
mistake.

During the first few months’ residence in a new
country, new experiences and impressions crowd in
upon one another, interest is aroused and sustained
by the novelty of the surroundings, the hospitality of
the people prevents any feeling of homesickness, with
the natural result that the newcomer gets an exagger-
ated view of the possibilities of the country.

There is still sufficient of the native bush to give
one an idea of the hardships and difficulties which the
earliest colonists met with and overcame in building up
this State. At the present day, despite the advantages
of modern mechanical inventions and increased
travelling facilities, the clearing of fresh land is a task
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to try the stoutest heart, and makes one wonder what
kind of men they were who first settled here. The
difficulty of obtaining water, which had often to be
carted for miles, during the hot dry summer, is only
one of the many trials that beset their path, and the
prosperous farms and orchards, the magnificent home-
steads, and the beautiful gardens, which are to be seen
in the settled districts of the State, are truly a fitting
tribute to their perseverance.

The most remarkable feature of Australia is un-
doubtedly the climate. From June till October is
the rainy season, or rather the season when rain does
fall. Even during that period there are weeks in
which no rain falls. A shower usually lasts from
twenty minutes to half an hour, but one minute of it
is more than sufficient to allow the rain to
soak through almost any kind of material. Between
the showers, however, the sun shines brightly, and
it becomes quite warm in the sun though at times it is
decidedly cold in the shade, and at nights a fire is a
very acceptable sight. As practically all the rain of
the year falls during these months, the weather for the
remainder of the year is of a most dependable nature
and rarely are any arrangements uposet by it.  During
the months of January and February there are
occasional days when the wind, blowing from the East
over the heated interior, raises the temperature to well
over the hundred in the shade, which is just a trifle hot
But apart from these days the summer weather is
excellent, with the temperature never too high to be
really uncomfortable, but sufficient to prevent an
undue enthusiasm for work. The nights are usually
quite cool, and there is peculiar similarity between a
moonlight night here and a frosty moonlight night at
home. There is the same pale silvery light ; there is
just a touch of briskness in the air, and the dunes of
white sand by their resemblance to patches of snow
complete the illusion. Then indeed is the romantic
strain brought out, and while sitting on the verandah
one’s thoughts fly back to well remembered scenes.

School work in Australia is very similiar to what it
is at home, the chief difference being that practically
the whole of the secondary schools are denominational.
In Western Australia, for example, only one of the
five secondary schools is a State institution, a pro-
portion which is very difficult to reconcile with the
democratic spirit of the people, and can only be
accounted for by the fact that in all ages and countries
religion and education have gone hand in hand. In
fact, in the earlier stages of any nation the two may
be said to be to a certain extent synonymous.
Another factor which has tended towards the success
of these church schools in this country is the sparse-
ness of the population. The schools have all got
boarding-houses attached, a fact which enables people
living on “stations ” to send their children to a school
where they can get a good secondary education, which
otherwise could only be obtained by means of private
tutors. The athletic tendencies of the pupils are
developed very well, owing to the very keen inter-school

rivalry, which is not in any way lessened by the touch
of denominational feeling. The intercourse between
pupil and master is freer than at home, as is naturally
1o be expected in a country whose proud boast is that
“ Jack is as good as his master.” The average boy is
just a trifle smarter than at home, though the lazy
optimism consequent on the enervating climate makes
him content with a more superficial knowledge.

Tt is to the working class, however, that Australia
holds out most promise because, though living is very
expensive in this State, the standard of living is higher
and better wages are paid than at home. In con-
clusion, Australia is a land of great distances and great
possibilities, and under the control of a good, pro-
gressive Government has a great future in front of it.

H. GranT CUMMING.

A Night On Lochnagar.

To the jaded city worker the prospect of a week
or two in the Highlands is very stimulating, and if
these days are spent in the open then the holiday
is doubly beneficial.

Along with a few kindred spirits I spent many
a happy week for a few years camped on the
banks of the Dee above Ballater. We were
free from the ordinary worries of life, and
lived the “simple life” to perfection. Fishing,
hill climbing and general exploration kept us fit, and
when climbing under ordinary circumstances became
hackneyed we essayed Lochnagar by night. Eleven
was chimed out by the only striking thing about the
village when we crossed Ballater Bridge on our cycles.
The King’s Drive, with its many twists and pitch dark
avenues, led us to the lodge at the foot of the hill.
Leaving the bikes we plunged through the wood,
helped by the dim light of our lamps. By the time
we came on the great plateau a grey light let us
dispense with the lamps, which were placed in a
caché by a spring.

That long deserted moor does look weird, covered
with boulders of all shapes and sizes, looking ghostly
in the dim light—these are relics of the glacial age,
blocks of twisted gneiss and weathered granite.
Then we turn round to the left of the sign-post and
make for the shoulder above the tarn. Another hour
sees us looking down into the dark depths of that
moraine loch, and the words of Byron in the song are
fully brought home to us.

We push on to the peak,—and just in time, for a
line of red gold pencils the sea horizon. (My word,
the wind does blow, and the thermometer registers
33° F., but we are well lined inside and out.) Soon
colour vies with colour in brilliance and variance of
tone, and great shafts of light shoot up from a centre
point and are lost in the grey of the zenith. Every
cloudlet becomes a perfect feast of colour and light
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tints into the sky. But look, the light is becoming
less red, and there we see the first vestige of the sun
himself, and in about half an hour all the landscape
of sufficient altitude is bathed in his light, while all
the lower ground-is still in darkness. We see the
light striking the various patches of water between us
and the coast, and finally, about three o’clock, the |
whole country once more wakes to a new day.

The sight T will never forget—it seemed to bring up
some former associations of the glorious pageant of
nature which appealed to us so much when we were
children.  Familiarity with such common physical
phenomena blinds our senses to the great part they
play in the economy of existence and it is only when |
they are presented to us in such a powerful fashion
that this truth is fully brought home to us. Even the
most frivolous of our party was visibly impressed, and
that is saying much. A few photos were taken, and
the descent began. Little interest was felt in the
descent as we met with only familiar things, and tired,
cold. and hungry we again found Ballater at seven
oclock, to find that one of the boys who had not
come with us had kindly prepared breakfast. So
ended a very interesting excursion.

A M. S.

“Eventide.”

When Sol, the orb of day, hath run his course,
And dazzling colours flush the western sky,

The great world bathes in glory, and ’tis sad
To think that it must with those glories die.

Blows from the azure blue of heaven above,
Instils into the soul its peace and life,
And tells the secrets of fair Luna’s love.

i
|
The evening breeze, with fragrance like the flowers, ;
1

The silver moonbeams, playing 'mong the trees,
And casting shadows on the earth around,

Appear to fancy, pleasures vain and bright,
Which vanish like a phantasy when found.

And what teach those bright twinkling orbs whose
Travel so faintly to this world below ? [rays
They tell of Truth o’erleaping greatest bounds ;
Of peace o’ercoming strife, and kindness woe.

And now the crystal dew-drops chaste and sweet,
Gather to deck the flowers with fair attire,
Until the beams of the arising sun
Awake new life, but light their funeral pyre.

Sweet evening, most congenial time of day,

When all Creation breathes of peace and love,
Accept this grateful tribute in thy praise,

For wondrous influence thou dost round me weave.

| View Point.

A. G L.

Round “ View Point” in Winter-time.

When is our fair Grantown fairest? Is it in Spring-
time when the air is rapturously alive with the songs
of happy birds, and one can imagine the sap, warm
and honey-sweet, rushing through everything to fill
out the young tender beauties of the opening leaves ?

Or is it in Summer-time, when Nature seems to lie
panting with sweet desire as the sun bends upon her
his most amorous gaze ; when life has reached its
highest point and its course is suspended—waiting for
the change ?

And Autumn here is very beautiful. The long
curve of the Castle Avenue, the birched slopes of the
Dhulaich, the valley of the Spey as seen from the
Ladies” Walk—where shall we look for lovelier scenes
than these, or when shall we view these scenes in
lovelier guise ?

When >—when Snow lies deep on roof and road,
and every twig is bending with it; when the Crom-
dales are wrapped in it, and the Cairngorms are pure
white against the hard blue sky; and most of all when
this fair strath, wrapped in a mantle of snowy purity,
is lit up and transfigured into magic beauty by the
moon.

I took a walk on a Sunday in November round
Thursday had given hard cold rain ; in
the evening it became sleet, and later, snow. The
gradual chilling of the earth’s surface allowed the snow
at last to lie unmelted, and Friday brought hard frost.
The temperature on Saturday was somewhere about
Zero. And Sunday saw King Frost reigning in
magnificent grandeur over his glittering world. As I
passed through the Grantown street, I wondered
whether our “visitors” would not really admire our
town more to see it thus, throbbingly alive in healthy
cold, than when it lies languishing beneath a blazing
sun. The cottage-hospital, in its picturesque little
grove, was a typical winter-picture. The lodge at the
Castle gates and the snatch of view of the Castle
Avenue, made one think of a Dickens’ or an Irving’s
Christmas; it looked like a Xmas Card, printed out
in actual stone, and tree, and snow.

When I left the Forres Road and passed beneath
the bridge—all hung with glittering icicles—that leads
to View Point, I was alone with Nature, and treading
virgin ground. Great diamonds lay sparkling on the
snow, like points of whiter fire upon the spotless white.
A few sheep in the enclosure nibbled at what turnips
they could bring up from beneath their six-inch
covering. A tiny waterfall bubbled, beneath a mass
of snow, from the roadside bank, and exquisitely
delicate was its muffled music on the silent air. Ina
scene where life seemed almost to have ceased its
activities on the face of the earth and to have been
caught up, in a kind of spiritual way, as a soul might,
into the keen scintillating air and dazzling light of the
sun—in such a scene as this the eye caught eagerly,







