The Carlops — Horatio F Brown 1916

PREFACE

With the advent of the motor char-a-banc, very much greater facilities are now afforded the tourist
to visit the pleasant, though isolated little village known as “the Carlops.” It is here that the scenery
conforms so much to that in which the drama, “The Gentle Shephers,” of the poet Allan Ramsay is
set. It is now generally conceded that here is the “hobbies Howe” of which he wrote:-

Gae far’er up the burn to Habbie’s Howe,
Where a’ the sweets o’ spring and summer grow;
There ‘tween twa birks, out ower a lin,

The water fa’s and mak’s a singin’ din;

A pool, breist deep, beneath as clear as glass,
Kisses wi’easy whirls the bordering grass.

It is on the estate of Newhall, the demesne of which seems to have been the gathering place of the
literati of the past, and still is the home of a gifted scholar and writer. Tytler, the celebrated historian
and antiquarian, has said he well remembered hearing the poet recite as his own production the
different scenes of “The Gentle Shepherd”, when, in his childhood, he visited Newhall, then the seat
of Mr John Forbes, advocate.

Dr Pennicuick, in his Memoires of Newhall, refers to the tradition preserved in the preface to
“Ancient Scottish Poems” (1786), that Alexander Pennicuick gave Allan Ramsay the plot of “The
Gentle Shepherd.” The advocate’s room at Newhall House is so called from having been specially
kept for the use of President Forbes of Culloden, and the parlour named the Club Room is where
members of the Worthy Club met to enjoy each other’s company. It seems quite reasonable to
assume that the poet adopted the name of “Sir William Worthy” from this club.

The scenery around Newhall is delightful and picturesque, equal in sylvan and pastoral beauty. To the
north rise the Pentland Hills, to the south the Moorfoot Hills; the vale intervening delights the eye
and charms the senses. In the lonely glen at the southern side of Habbie’s Howe, the Covenanters
are said to have taken refuge after their defeat at Rullion Green; and here once a year a Sabbath Day
is set apart, generally in the month of August, at which the minister of Carlops, who is usually
assisted by some neighbouring clergy, has a service in commemoration, at the place named the
Harbour Carig. Standing here on the afternoon of a summer day, the rays of the westering sun
glinting on the landscape so serene, one can quite feel the charm.

That taught the Doric muse
Her sweetest song; the hills, the woods, the streams.
Where beauteous Peggy strayed, listening the while
Her gentle shepherd’s tender tale of love.

Many other landscapes, soothing to the spirit, and thrilling in interest, exist on the grounds and in
the vicinity. Further up the burn, to the north of the village of Carlops, where the North Esk falls into
the How Burn, is situate Patie’s Mill.

Dr Pennicuick, in his notes, refers to a mineral chalybeate spring, which was said to be similar to
those at Tunbridge, and is called Heavenly Aqua Well, probably through being in charge of the monks
of that time, and distributed by them for its medicinal qualities, which are said to be useful in
restoring relaxed constitutions. It is at Rutherford, within two miles of the village of Carlops. At the
west end of the village, at the foot of Carlops Hill, between two conic rocks, the ignorant and
superstitious were wont to imagine that the carlins or witches had a residence, and that they were to
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be observed bounding and frisking on their broomsticks across the entrance. Near to this stood the
Old Mansion House of Carlops, with an ancient half-withered solitary ash tree overhanging a well,
which indicates a resemblance to the scene:-

The open fields: a cottage in the glen:
An auld wife spinning at the sunney end;
At a small distance, by a blasted tree,
With faulded arms, and half-raised look, ye see Bauldy his lane.

Nine Mile Burn, onthe main road from Edinburgh, within a mile of Carlops, on the estate of Newhall,
was the home of George M. Kemp, the architect of the Scott Monument, Princess Street, Edinburgh.
Although there is some doubt and divergence of opinion as to the place of his birth, there is none as
to his having been brought here by her parents while an infant, his father engaged as a shepherd on
the estate of Mr Brown of Newhall. Here he was reared as a shepherd, as his father was. Amidst that
pastoral solitude he had no opportunity of even learning that he could enjoy the sight of, or that he
had the power of designing or delineating, beautiful buildings. It chanced, however, that his
employer, Mr Brown, sent him on an arrand to Roslin, six miles distant. He thus obtained a sight of
the romantic Castle and beautiful Chapel which adorns that part of the Esk.

The writer, on reading, in the “Cornhill Magazine,” the article “The Carlops” suggested to the author,
Horatio F Brown, LL.D., Laird of Newhall and Carlops, that a long-felt want by the tourist and visitor
had been supplied; he accordingly gave his consent, and to him the reader and | express our
gratification and thanks.

To the visitor in quest of health, the air is bracing and salubrious; to the business man, as a resort
from the busy haunts of men, the scenery is picturesque and romantic; to the artist in search of
landscape, the district cannot be surpassed in any part of the lowlands of Scotland, and has been
likened by many to Braemar in the Highlands. The cottages are mostly owned by townsfolk, some of
whom let them at various periods of the year. The interiors in most cases having been modernised,
are all that could be desired as a country residence. The village is abundantly catered for in creature
comforts, while the spiritual welfare is in the hands of the Auld Kirk and U.F. bodies.

G.K.S
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THE CARLOPS

Towards the south-western end of the Pentland Hills, thirteen miles from Edinburgh and about ten or
eleven from Stevenson’s home at Swanston, on their north-eastern slopes, the village of Carlops —
“the Carlops”, as it is correctly styled — nestles in a fold of the hills. A strangely isolated little village of
about twenty-seven housesin all, mostly just “a but and a ben” on the ground floor, with a quarter of
an acre of kailyard behind, and a narrow strip of flower to the front. The roofs were red-tiled once,
but now are slate. The Carlops stands to the west of the North Esk, which is the boundary between
counties of Midlothian and Peeblesshire. Here the river ends its earlier course from its springsd near
the Borestane down to Carlops-brig, flowing through closely folded ravine, with steep and grassy
sides that rise to the Pentland tops, and, issuing from the hills, turns north-east and makes fro the
Forth at Musselburgh, threading its way down that pleasant glen our ancestors loved to call “the
Tempe of Scotland.” The glen is not a bit like Tempe, but it has inspired two if Scotland’s best poets,
Drummond of Hawthornden and Allan Ramsay. The Carlops lies tucked away in a winding, wind-
sheltered fold of the lower hills, where they merge in the broad expanse of moorland, known as
Harlawmuir and Auchncorthy Moss, a wild tableland seven or eight hundred feet above sea level,
that stretches for miles between the Pentlands and the Moorfoot Hils, with their memories of the
Templars enshrined in Temple Church and the gaunt ruins of Hirrendean Castle. Its site has tempted
the Gaelicans among etymologists to derive the name from Cathair, a hill, and Luban, a little fold;
others read the place as Caer Lupus, the town of Lupus; but popular tradition clings to the “Carlins’s
Loup,” the witches leap, and the earliest known form of the name “Kerlinglipis,” which occurs in the
Menzies Charter of 1315, seems to indicate that “Carlin” and not “Car” is the first component part of
the name; while the legendary history of the whole country-side lends some colour to the current
derivation, and, in spite of the higher criticism, helps to corroborate this proverb that “there’s aye
some water where they say the stirkie was drouned.”

The place is very little known; and, indeed considering how close they lie to Edinburgh, the same
might be said of the whole Pentland range. It is quite possible to walk for an entire day among these
noble hills without meeting a soul. In the summer motor-buses now run out to the Carlops, but not
SO many years ago, driving out one day from Edinburgh, after climbing higher and higher till we
reached the terrace-road that runs along the slopes of the hills commanding the vast sweep of
country-side, moor and Moorfoots, and distant hills of Tweeddale, my driver turned round and
exclaimed, “A strange, outlandish sort of place this, Sir!” and that no doubt would be the first
impression now. It was Sir Walter Scott who said that no range of hills make so much of themselves
as do the Pentlands, considering their height, which at no point reaches above two thousand feet
above the sea, perhaps because they are frankly hills, hills as good as hills can be, but not attempting
to be mountains. Their contour is singularly distinguished, descending in “great and gracious” curves
from the highest summits of Scald Law and Carnethy to the levels of the Harlawmuir. Their colour is
amethystine where they are heather-clad, pale, straw-coloured topaz where the vesture is of grass.
“Spacious” is, perhaps, the epithet that suits them best, a spaciousness that often recalls the
Campagna di Roma.

You come suddenly upon the Carlops in its hidden site on the main road that runs from Edinburgh
through Biggar to Lanark or to Dumfries; and in old coaching days the Dumfries express changed
horses at Rutherford Inn, a mile beyond the village, at the highest point on all the road, nine hundred
and seventy-two feet above the sea, just where it crosses a shoulder of Mount Maw, or Carlophill.
Lying so high, this district, in spite of Acts by James Il., Ill., and IV., to encourage planting was
singularly bare of trees “except” says Pennicuik in 1715, “some bushes of trees about the houses of
the gentry, and not one wood worth the naming in all this open and windy country.” Later lairds,
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however, have done much to remedy the defect; but, in spite of the noble prospect, the country is
bleak up here and the soil cold. Many years ago now, a traveller on the top of the stage-coach
between Pennicuik and West Linton ventured to praise the site of a newly-built house, whereupon a
fellow traveller, native to the place, remarked, “ou ay, it’s a bonnie place eneuch; all it wants is sile”!
(soil).

The Pentland Hills are a hard backbone of igneous rock which has pierced the softer strata with great
violence in the process of uplift, causing remarkable faults all along its line. At the Carlops one of the
most singular results is the long gulley, called the Windy Gowl, a grassy dip or hollow between Mount
Maw and the moorland, of no great depth, but set all down the middle with miniature hills, some
round and grassy, like Pentlands above them, some peaked and rocky, like Arthur’s Seat in
duodecimo; some are even raised to the dignity of a name such as Dun Kaime. There are traces of
disused lead-works, and tradition has it that Mary of Guise drew part of the pay for her troops from
silver worked in the Windy Gowl. The gulley gets its name from the violent blasts of the prevailing
south-wester which sweep down this natural funnel and burst on the southern end of the Carlops.
Allan Ramsay makes the mouth of this gulley the home of his witch, Mause, and there is the legend
of an older witch whose wand evoked these fantastic mounds and crags, and whose cantrips in
leaping from rock to rock gave the place its name of “the Carlin’s loup.” Traditions of wizardry haunt
the whole country-side; far away to the south-west rise the Tweeddale Hills, the home of Michael
Scott,

Who cleft the Eildon Hills in three,

And bridled the Tweed with curb of stone, wile nearer still lies Rachan, by Drummelzier, where
legend has it that Merlin is buried, and a prophecy ran that, when Tweed and Pausal Burn should
flow together at Merlin’s grave, Scotland and England would have one and the same sovereign - a
prediction fulfilled when spate united the two streams in Drummelzier kirkyard the day James the
Sixth was crowned First.

The earliest and most striking historical event connected with the Carlops is recorded in the
“Oryginal Chronicle of Andrew of Wyntoun.” Relating the outcome of the disastrous battle of
Durham, or Neville’s Cross, in 1346, where King David was captured, Wyntoun says that the
boundaries between England and Scotland were fixed, first at Cockburnspath and Soutra on the
Lammermoors, and then at the Carlops and Corscryne, a hill in the parish of Kilbucho, on the
Lanarkshire borders of Peeblesshire. The new English territory comprised Tweedale, the Merse,
Teviotdale, Ettrick, Annadale, and Galloway. It is unlikely that the possession ever became effective,
but for a brief period the Carlops was a border place between Scotland and the South.

The country-side is rich in memories of another and more vivid historical episode —the Covenanters’
rising and their flight after the battle of Rullion Green, nine miles away at the Edinburgh end of the
hills. Out on the moor, in one of the innumerable little glens delved by the burns that come down to
join the Esk, is a curious protruding bluff of rock, known as the Harbour Craig, for here the
persecuted western men took shelter from Dalzell’s pursuing horse, and some of them carved their
names and the fatal date 1666. Though the Covenanters found little help or sympathy from the
country-folk of the district, and some were even slain on the hills before they could win home, the
Calvanistic spirit still rules the country-side, and Rome is as heartily suspected now as then.
Returning home after a prolonged stay in Italy, the writer found he had come perilously near a
semiplena probation of papistry; nor was it long before the inquisition was applied by the leading
spirit of the place in this point-blank remark — “Weel, Mr Broon, | canna abide the Virgin Mary,” and a
close scrutiny of my countenance under the proof.
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“The privy nip” is never long absent from the conversation of the shrewd dwellers in this upland,
unfrequented region, administered, | do believe, in all affection and just to see whatyou are made of.
There is a pious fiction abroad to account for my long absences, and it reached me thus —“Ye'll be
about through with yer schooling, Mr Broon?” A brother writer, a dear old man, lived in a little
isolated cottage in one of the glens; it was called “Lanely Bield,” and merited its title, for it could be
reached by no carriagable road; in this Patmos my friend had his poetic visions, and knew the joy of
creation. One day he greeted his brother craftsmen with, “Weel, Mr Broon, I’'ve never had a sight o’
any o’yer books.” “I'll send ye one, Andra.” “It’ll no” be written in Eytalian, will it?” “No! No!” “Then
ye can send it to me, for | can read the worst English.” What he thought of the book | never learned;
justas well, perhaps, for | know that when his father was asked by my father for a candid opinion of a
volume of my grand-father’s verse, he got this for an answer- “Weel, Mr Broon, I’'m truly sorry to be
compelled to state that the maist | can say for them is that they’re perfect trash.” The whole country-
side is full of humours to be caught by an attractive ear; racy of the soil, rough and strong as the old
homespun that used to be the local wear; unspoiled as yet, for the railway lines are far away; and it is
a considerable journey to the nearest station where you can book for “Commonplace,”

As already noted, the place is properly and usually called “the Carlops”; “le Kerlinglipis” is in the
Menzies Charter of 1315. Wyntoun’s Chronicle suggests that the Carlops was a definite point through
which the line of the Marches could be drawn; that point was undoubtedly the strategically
important defile or fold in the hills where the present village lies, and through which the high road
from Edinburgh runs after crossing the Esk by Carlops-brig. The defile was of importance because it
commanded the passage of the Esk, and also afforded the only road south, for on the one side rose
the steep slopes of the Pentlands, and on the other lay a wide waste of what was then moor and
bog. But in the charters we come across “the landes of Kerlingleps” (1467). These lands of the
Carlops are always described as lying in the Barony of Linton and the Vice-County of Peebles, but in
no document that | have read are their borders accurately defined. Some original charter, now lost,
probably contained such delimitation, but in all deeds that | know the lands are defined by notoriety.
Beyond doubt these lands were very poor, just sheep-walk on the grassy slopes of Mount Maw, with
a stretch of low-lying land on the moor, mostly bog and moss, until reclaimed by its later proprietors;
so poor, indeed, that, along with their neighbouring lands of Fairleyhope and the Carlops appear in
the rent-roll of the Barony of Linton for the year 1600; nor do the lairds of Fairleyhope and the
Carlops appear in the lists of “landit” gentry for the county of Peebles in the Privy Council Register
for 1587. But as a matter of fact, the lands of Carlops have always been, in a way, apart from the rest
of Linton Parish and Peebles County; in later years the Burnets, lairds of the Carlops, are found in the
Commission of Supply for Midlothian, not for Peebles; and to-day the Carlops post is served from
Penicuik, not from Linton. The reason may be that geographically, the lands of Carlops lie in the Esk
Valley, not in the valley of the Lyne, and belong to the basin of the For the, not the Tweed.

The lands were originally held as one farm, with a dominical house, probably on the site of Carlop-
Mains, and a few scattered cottages in the village. About the year 1700 the population consisted of
six families. The feudal superior-in-chief was the Earl of Morton, and the immediate superior the
Menzies of Menzies or the Weem. The Carlops charters offer many instances of the curious process
of actual sasine, by which the tenure of the land passed from one holder to another. The immediate
superior, having received from the out-going tenant a deed of resignation of the lands, proceeded to
issue a precept of sasine, by which instrument he instructed his bailey to enfeif the new holder, who
armed with this deed, presented himself to the bailey and demanded execution. The bailey, the
applicant or his attorney, and a notary public assembled at the dominical house of the lands, and the
bailey there made transfer of the symbolical earth and stone to the new holder, and then, after
expelling the out-going holder, and with all his male and female dependants, he shut the new holder
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into the house. The notary took minutes of the proceedings, which was signed by witnesses, and
afterwards extended into the deed of sasine; when the confirmation of the superior in chief had
been obtained the act of sasine was complete.

The whole district is essentially pastoral, though attempts have been made to create arable farms by
reclaiming part of the Moss which lies along the foot of the Pentland hills, by enclosing fields and
planting strips for shelter from the strong prevailing winds. A pastoral country both Drummond and
Ramsey found and left it. Sheep, “quorum lana in magneto pretio,” (whose wool is at a great price),
are the chief business of the countryside, and fill the lies of these shepherd folk. Up the ravine of the
north Esk, above Carlops Brig and the old mill, just below the farm of fairly hope, where fairly hope
burn comes down to the Esk, in the sheep dipping season you may come upon a scene that Jacques
would have loved to paint. The folds of the hills, slipping rapidly down to the burnt, are full of a
gentle grey mist; the bleaching sheep, penned at the end of the dipper, filled the Glen with their long
lament; through the haze loom the figures of the shepherds, there move coloured flannel shirts in
perfect harmony with the white yellow of the fleeces and the faint straw yellow of the grassy hillside;
not a word from the workers, of the sheep all seized by neck and rump and held well down in the
dipping trough, then a wild scramble with their four feet on the slippery boards, and they rush into
the upper Penn, their warm bodies sending off vapourthat blends and mingles with the natural mists
of the Glen.

The lands of the Carlops originally formed, as we have seen, one single holding: butby 1775 they had
been broken up into the following farms:- “Carlips, Carpet, West mains, Bergenbhill, Harbour Craig
and Turtle-Bank.” At that date the typical farmhouse consisted of an oblong stone building, 6 feet
high, 15 feet wide, and 45 feet long, inside measurements; it was thatched with rushes or heather, if
possible; there was no upper storey nor any partition walls; the four spaces, into which the house
was divided, were separated from each other by the close-beds which ran up to the height of the
ceiling. These close or box beds were six feet high, six feet long, and four feet wide. Each bed head
was set against the outer wall of the house, thus, in a space of fifteen feet, leaving a passage three
feet wide between the foot of the beds, which served as a gangway from roomto room. The box-bed
was enclosed by deal boards at top, head, foot, and one side. The outer door of the house gave
entrance to a narrow passage between the backs of four box beds, two on each side; on your right a
passage between the feet of two beds led into a sleeping room, on your left you similarly entered the
kitchen, beyond which again was another room, entered, as above, between the end of the two box
beds. These three rooms, the kitchen and two others, contained six beds in all, and formed the
whole accommodation of the house. The demands of modern life have, of course, altered the form
of the modern farm-house, but in some of the older buildings the original type may still be
recognised, though the partitions are now stone walls, not box-beds and doors divide the rooms. The
round-about fireplace, or circular hearth, stood in the middle of the kitchen, and a funnel-shaped
chimney of lath and plaster, or spas and mats came down to within about five feet of the floor to
catch the smoke. Within the reach of the hearth stood the gudeman’s resting-chair, a kind of wooden
lounge or chaise-longue. Against the wall by the window was the “ambry” (aumrie), or food-
cupboard and above the “ambrey” the household crockery and utensils were ranged on shelves. A
chest for the family wardrobe stood by one of the close-beds, and served as a seat, while other
garments were hung on pegs, or laid on shelves at the bed head or foot. A few stools, a plunge
churn, a barrel of salted meat, a barrel of flour, and the salt box in the niche in the wall completed
the furniture of the kitchen, which was also the dwelling- room of the house. On the hearth was the
cast iron cooking pot for porridge, broth, and kail alike. Next in importance to the pot came the girdle
for making oat-cakes and bannocks. “In the predatory excursions of our ancestors into England”, says
a note to Penicuik’s “Tweeddale,” “the only provision they carried was a bag of oatmeal, their only
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camp utensil was the girdle; As for cooking flesh, their way was to boil a cow in her own skin.” The
girdle was a round plate, of cast or malleable iron, from a foot or two feet in diameter; it was
suspended over the fire by an iron arch with three legs depending, the ends of which were crooked
so as to hold the girdle: these were called “the clips.” The clips were fastened on a hook at the end of
a chain called “the crook”, which again was suspended from the “rantal tree”, a bar of wood or iron
running across the chimney some way above the fire. The fuel of the country was Pete, and the peat
reek will still recall to the Pentland are his home, his hills, his burn, his sheep, with a memory as
pungent as its smoke. The process of cutting the peat began by the “tirling of the moss”- that is, by
removing the top growth of heather or ling. The best peat, the most solid inconsistency and darkest
in colour, is usually found in comparatively shallow beds, about 14 inches deep, lying on a slope and
therefore not waterlogged. This peat was cut by the pressure of the foot on a spade with a blade
about 14 inches long and was known as “foot-peat”. Where the flow was deeper the peat was
worked from the perpendicular face laid bare by the deep drain which was dug to carry off the water.
These peats were cut by pressure from the arm and shoulder, and were therefore known as “breast
peats.” As the peats were cut, the “hurlers” carried them off and laid them on some dry ground till
they became hard enough to stand on end, when they were ranged in rows, three or four together
leaning against each other send me code on that was called footing the peet's; After that came the
process of wind rowing, that is stacking them in little piles with open spaces between to complete
the drying process; And, finally, when quite dry, they were carried home and piled for winter fuel by
the door.

Hi Ann bleak, Baron almost in some places, this upland country takes a deep hold on the affections of
its scanty population, its charm all the more potent for not being obvious. Talking with them, some
chance expression will suddenly let you into their inner love, and you know that the space and
dignity and distinction of their home have not passed before their eyes in vain; | turn a phrase, and
you guess their passion for a June morning, dewy in the glen or on the hill; For an autumn sunset
flaming behind the western crests and down the distant vale of Tweed. Even in death they will not be
divided from their uplands. Not so long ago a Carter, old and poor, whose homestead lay tucked
away in one of the unapproachable Glens, fell ill and was taken into Edinburgh for advice; there he
died, and his sons, interpreting his deepest wish, and the careless of the cost, brought him back all
the thirteen miles of road, back to lane his “lanley beild,” where he lay for the last time, and whence,
on the morrow, he departed up the trackless glen, by the burnside, on his journey to the parish
kirkyard, another four miles away- and the whole country-side understood and said it was right.
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