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Extract from Press, December, 1866.

—Since last we had pen in hand, some marriages in this
quarter have taken up some attention. One of these we
cannot overlook. Mr. Shaw’s (Finegand) marriage to Miss
Robertson (Slochnacraig) threw Glenshee and Blackwater into
ecstatic fits of exciting merriment of one kind or another; and
at Finegand, and Milton of Blacklunans, and Slochnacraig,
Highland cheer in Highland profusion piled the tables of the
nuptial feasts. Old Mount Blair, partly the property of Mr.
Shaw, and 2,900 feet above the level of the ocean, was
crowned with a magnificent bonfire, composed of all sorts of
combustibles, including several barrels of genuine tar, and,
when lighted, it illumined the country for miles round—

O’er Isla’s glen that dreary night
A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam,
“I'was broader than the watch-fire’s light,
And redder than the bright moonbeam.

But, setting aside poetry, and the occasion only has
betrayed us into it, the marriage in question could not be
regarded with unmoved feelings by the country people. Since
the days of Factor Shaw of Soilary downwards, no family in
that district has stood higher in the estimation of the public,
both rich and poor, than the family in question. Their kind-
ness to the poor, and general hospitality, has been a
characteristic of their race; and Mr. Shaw himself is the very
Chevalier Bayard of those Fingalian hills among whom he
lives; and whether as a gentleman, a farmer, a sportsman, or
a countryman, he has always preserved his robes unstained
and unsullied.




