
Reflections of Elizabeth Dutton, nee Caird. 

Mostly Between the Wars: 

 

My grandfather left a dusty spinning mill on medical advice last century, and took to the open air as 

a packman, progressing to outfitter to a rural population. 

My father, also Alexander Caird, served his tailor’s apprenticeship in Glasgow, and made the suits for 

the countrymen, measured at ‘the tattie pits’.  My grandmother made shirts expertly.  ‘Caird’s dear, 

but he’s guid’ was the report.  Eventually, shops were opened in Dundee and Perth, but still the 

country trade was sought, journeys being made with horse and van and later, by early motor car 

and, up till 1939 or so, by motor van. 

Alexander, senior, had the able assistance of sons Tom, James and Alf, as well as Alexander, his 

eldest son.  James, in fact, was a time-served plumber, who had emigrated to Canada, joined a 

Canadian regiment in the 1914-18 war, and carried a leg injury and Canadian pension for the rest of 

his days.  He gave up plumbing, and became an expert salesman in the Perth shop, and a champion 

angler. 

The firm’s journeys included Glenshee and over to Bremar, and Strathardle and over to Pitlochry, as 

well as in Angus. 

From Glenshee, over the Elbow needed an extra horse, supplied by Charles Lamond, farmer at 

Finegand.  His son, Jim, accompanied the horse, and led it back home – led it, not rode it, as 

instructed by his stern parent.  In Strathardle, Cluneskea and the Michies provided hospitality. 

Alexander junior, my father, now married and with bairns, took lease of Dunmay, opposite Finegand 

on Broughdearg, for family holidays.  He drove to Finegand and goods and granny were carried over 

the river – makeshift bridges were carried away in spates. 

Later, about 1923, he had a long lease of Tighnacoille, on Finegand estate.  It became necessary to 

add to this house as the family grew.  Bedrooms and bathrooms were built in timber by Mr Kennedy, 

joiner at Dalrulzion. 

The summer house was built to use up some redundant windows from shop alterations.  My father 

was a keen gardener, and the herbaceous borders at Tighnacoille benefitted from a close friendship 

with Mr Pratt, the head gardener at Bleaton Hallet.  There was also a well-stocked berry garden, our 

favourite hiding place in the fruit season, when playing ‘kick the can’ or other variant of hide and 

seek.  The big green served in season for tennis, rugby, hockey or whatever. 

Paraffin lamps – the hiss of Alladin, and candles at bedtime.  Paraffin stove for cooking at first, and 

later, a solid fuel one, rather dour, mother had to rise about six a.m. to persuade it to cook the 

porridge for breakfast. 

No telephone, but Maggie McDonald delivering telegrams by bicycle from the Post Officer at 

Slochnacraig.  A famous one read ‘Do not expect much for lunch’.  It should have read ‘Mitch’. 

Cousins, friends, aunts and uncles, the house was always full, and the summer house slept four, 

often the ‘boys’.  The larder – no fridge – was the old milk house, and had a bag of flour, and a bag of 

sugar for jam for the berries in the garden, and from Blairgowrie, and tins of biscuits.  Scones and 

pancakes were made daily on the girdle. 



The washhouse was the old byre and had two deep sinks, and a dour boiler in the corner, which 

supplied hot water for the house. 

The burns and lochs were fished, but only by the boys – girls cleaned the trout!  Brown trout fried 

with oatmeal coating was a pretty usual breakfast. 

When I was about eight, I was taken to visit Mrs Robertson and her daughter at Corrydon Lodge.  

Mrs Robertson was in her nineties, and was about the last Gaelic speaker in the glen.  She told a tale 

half in Gaelic, half in English, about a chap who had bought a pig which escaped from its poke on the 

way back up the glen, and as he had had a dram, he had the greatest difficulty in recovering it.  Mrs 

Robertson and her daughter, Effie, moved up to Cnochath in the summer to let in the summer 

visitors to Corrydon. 

The Lamond family at Finegand had to vacate a large part of the farmhouse too, when the Laird and 

Lady Mabel (McKenzie Smith) came up for the ‘season’.  The Lamonds moved into the back kitchen 

to leave the front kitchen for the Laird’s staff.  This front kitchen had one tap at the sink, and hot 

water was from a jug from the boiler in the big black range. 

The Lamond girls, Nan and Elspeth, made beautiful girdle scones, pancakes and oatcakes on that big, 

black range.  The oatcakes were finished on a toasting rack that hooked onto the ribs at the front of 

the stove. 

We at Tighnacoille needed gallons of milk, and I don’t remember a shortage.  We fetched it twice a 

day, and it came from sleek, black-polled cows.  Fresh milk, strained but not pasteurised, it soured 

nicely to go into the daily girdle scones. 

At Easter, sleeping in the summer house had the added joy of ewes and lambs put into the woodie 

overnight, and they were just there through the wall from your ears as you lay in bed.  I remember a 

capercailzie strutting on the drive, and there were lots of red squirrels; also the cheep, cheep all 

night of the oyster catchers. 

In the ‘season’, Dalnaglar was occupied by the Sharp family, jute spinners, I think.  I remember the 

big St. Bernard dog being exercised.  Out of season, it was our playground.  The ponds had a punt 

that was usually accessible, the daffodils were legion in season, and the tiny toads in early summer 

swarmed by the river near the suspension bridge. 

We always went to the Glenisla games, but Mount Blair Show was usually after we were back at 

school.   It was held in a field on Glenkilry, or was it Dalrulzion? 

The road was quite good for bikes, which more or less seemed to make regular visits to Fender’s 

cycle agent in the Wellmeadow.  We had exciting cycle paths in the Woodie at Tighnacoille.  We also 

had a deep swimming pool on the bend of the Shee. 

Davey Gray drove the Glenshee mail, which carried people and parcels as well as mail.  He was there 

year in, year out, and was still on the mail when we came to live in Blackwater in 1959.  There were 

lots of vans – butchers twice a week, bakers and MacBride from Kirkmichael who had groceries, but 

also sweets.  The ironmonger clattered up the Glen once in a while with goods strung all round.  

Then there was the icecream man on Sundays on a motor bike and sidecar.  Twenty tuppenny cones 

was not an infrequent order at Tighnacoille.  The Laird’s car was big, open and blue, and driven by 

Bernard.  The A.A. man on his motorbike was always good for a wave, and all through the summer, 

the Braemar bus plied between Pitlochry and Braemar. 



Father disappeared up the Glen, weather permitting, at New Year for a hare shoot.  Rabbits then, as 

now, were a frightful pest, and no amount of netting kept them out when it snowed.  The cherry 

tree on the wall was ringed several times, and came again from the stump. 

In the winter, I seem to remember a curling match, weather permitting, between Cairds and the 

Glen. 

In the summer, my parents brought up a concert party from Dundee for a grand concert in the 

Glenshee Hall, funds raised to support the nursing association. 

During the war, Mrs Watson (of the Perth china shop), who was staying at the Logie (or Luggie), 

collected a lot of young folk, and we descended to surprise Rob Lamond, keeper at Rhidorroch, with 

a party.  His kitchen floor was not very even for dancing. 

Winter in the Glens was a mystery to me, but I know that the big meal chest had to be full, and the 

pig cured and hung up, to see it through at Finegand, and Charlie Lamond would greet us in the 

spring with ‘You’ve wintered well!’ 

In August to September, 1939, evacuees from Glasgow were dumped in the Glen.  They were mostly 

miserable, and did not stay long. 

 


