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 Reviresco 

Hello to all! 

The last few months have been quite fulfilling.   I was able to meet up 

with Kinsmen and Women at the Stone Mountain Highland Games in 

Atlanta Georgia, where I was honored to present a Lifetime 

Achievement Award to our longtime Convener, Forrest ñBingò 

Ewen, who has been a committed member of the Clan for over 40 

years.    

After Georgia, I was able to attend a very special ceremony in 

Toronto Ontario Canada, which was organized by our Canadian 

Commissioner, Maggie MacEwan.  It was an extreme honour to help 

present the Haggis for the Festivities. 

The work that has been done around the world, in the name of Clan 

MacEwen, is astounding; from expanding our presence at Highland 

Games globally to the fruition of MacEwen Wood at the Kilfinan Community 

Forrest, where 1500 native broadleaf trees were recently planted. 

It is an honour to be able to serve this great Society and Clan! Reviresco! 

Coômhla!  

As well as being The Clan That Plants Trees, we are aspiring to be 

The Clan That Speaks Gaelic and to do what we can to contribute 

to the health and sustainability of this marvellous language, which 

was once spoken far more widely in Scotland than is often 

thought. Where I live, for example, in the South-Eastern corner of 

the country, there are place-names such as Longformacus, which 

are generally thought to have a Gaelic origin. It has been said that 

of Scotland's three tongues, Gaelic is the language of the land, 

Scots of the people and English of commerce. Of course, English is the most 

widely heard but we must do all we can to support the other two, for a language is 

more than just an alternative way of saying the same thing - what Gaelic expresses 

cannot be said in any other way, a translation is a pale imitation. This was the 

language our Clan spoke when last we were Chiefly, and it would be grand indeed 

to hear it more at our gatherings. It is, mind you, difficult to find a teacher and if 

anyone knows one in the Borders, please pass on their details. I am trying to learn 

online but Gaelic is not only richly expressive and musical and possessing of a 

deep and mystical beauty, it is also blooming hard to learn. Help!"  
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From The Editors 

As 2023 gives way to 2024,  we have reflected on a year in which the McEwens 

have become more and more visible on the international scene. Weôve seen Ross 

(Vice Chair) meet Princess Anne three times, once at Holyrood Palace, at a 

Highland Games event and in Glasgow.  Surely it must be time to make her an 

honorary McEwen!  Sean (Chairman), with Dina flew the flag or banner and 

spread entente cordiale, on behalf of the clan, at the Aubigny sur N¯re Celtic 

festival in France. We also had the privilege to watch our Commander, Sir John, 

strut his stuff on the boards at the Edinburgh Fringe as a Bonnie Prince Charles 

look alike, in a most enjoyable production of Colonel Anne. In between these 

highlights, the McEwens attended Highland Games the length and breadth of Scotland and beyond.  Our 

Commissioners Bob and Carol, have also clocked up the miles crossing the USA, from coast to coast. Maggie, in 

Canada, has similarly been busy but also managed to fit in a visit to the clanôs gathering at Otter Ferry on the 

shores of Loch Fyne.  Chris and Greg have also extended their reach across Oceania. We now have a new 

champion, Virginia,  for the clan in New Zealand. Itôs also been a year of growth for the clan with more and more 

people joining the society.  

Behind every busy organisation is a dedicated secretary, such a person is Sandra, who amongst other things, has 

negotiated the  planting of lots of trees in the Kilfinan area, which will forever be a legacy for the McEwen Clan. 

After all, we are the clan that plants trees. 

2023 just kept giving. 

Looking forward, the Societyôs committee are beavering away preparing for the Family Convention in June 2024.  

This will be a major event for us in the build up to, hopefully in less than a couple of years, reinstating a clan chief 

after such a long wait..  

For those of you, who have read the Bulletin for the first time, we hope you have enjoyed the experience and 

would like to continue and therefore, support the Society by becoming a member. 
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Greetings from Southern Ontario Canada.  This is a quiet time for Clan MacEwen, the 

Highland Games are behind us, and we can enjoy the peaceful and colourful Fall.  

Unfortunately, in my area of Canada, the Fall colours this year were disappointing.  Our 

weather went from hot to cold many times ï as I believe most of the world has 

experienced ï and the photos that I was planning to take did not happen.  Hopefully next 

yearé. 

 

I wish you all a great 2024. 

Scot of the Year Award 

Many years ago, I joined the Scottish Studies Foundation. I discovered its existence during an Open House at the 
University of Guelph. THE SCOTTISH STUDIES FOUNDATION is a registered charitable organization 
dedicated to advancing the study of Scottish history and culture, including its many Canadian dimensions.  In 
2004 we endowed the landmark Scottish Studies Foundation Chair of Scottish Studies at the University of 

Guelphéthe acclaimed academic centre in North America for research, graduate training, and teaching on 
Scottish history and culture.  We also support students through Scottish Studies scholarships and sponsor cultural 
events. 

I am the Vice-President of the Foundation. 

THE SCOTTISH STUDIES SOCIETY is the fund-raising arm associated with the Foundation.  The Scot of the 

Year Award was initiated in 1993 to honour individuals, with a Scottish connection, who have achieved 

distinction through their contribution to Canadian society or the international community at large. 

I am President of the Society. 

 This year R.H. Thomson CM is the recipient of the 2023 Scot of the Year Award. R.H.ôs 
career in Canadian television, film, and on-stage, spans five decades and he has received 
numerous awards for his contributions to the arts and to war veterans.  He has won a 

Genie Award, two Gemini Awards, a Dora Award, and a Canadian Screen Award, as 
well as the Governor Generalôs Performing Arts Award for Lifetime Artistic 
Achievement.  He is a passionate advocate for arts and culture in Canada and was 

appointed to the Order of Canada in 2010.  This year, 2023, R.H. made his debut as an 
author with his book By the Ghost Light.  It is a personal look at the wonder of youth, 
the power of art, and how the First and Second World Wars forever changed his family.  

According to R.H. the memoir is intended as a call-to-action in challenging the way we 
approach our history.  In recent years, R.H. has also established The World remembers, 
an ambitious international project to individually name each of the millions killed in the 

First World War.  

Thursday, October 26th was the chosen day for the festivities.  St Georgeôs Hall, a lovely old building in Toronto, 
was the venue.  The Arts and Letters Club, founded in 1908, owns St Georgeôs Hall, so all arrangements are 

made through them.  

R.H. Thomson 
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The evening began with the bar open at 6.30pm, piping in for dinner was at 7.30pm. The first challenge was to 

collect Rory Sinclair, the piper.  He was playing for a function at the Royal Ontario Museum...ending at 7.00pm.  

The drive back on a good day is 20minutes, but with Torontoôs infamous rush hour traffic, I was a nervous wreck.  

My friend Bob and I drove to the ROM; Rory was 10 minutes early; the worst of the traffic had vanished, and we 

arrived back at the Arts and Letters Club at 7.15pm.  I started to relax.  By this time the bar, which had 1 or 2 quiet 

guests when we left, was bursting with chattering people.  There were people in the dining room listening to the 

Celtic quartet and watching the Highland Dancers.   At this point our friend Sean McCuin, in full Highland dress, 

arrived.  When I heard that Sean was going to be in southern Ontario, I invited him to join us. The guests were 

ushered into the dining room and the head table was piped in. 

After the welcome and National Anthem, it was time for the Address to the Haggis.  I had asked our Scot of the 

Year to deliver the Address.  We were once again piped in... Piper Rory, followed by Sean and Dave Thompson, 

our Treasurer, carrying the haggis trencher, R.H. and finally me, carrying the tray of full glasses for the toast.   

R.H. recited the address with a rough Scottish accent followed by Doug Gibson, our MC, who translated the words 

into refined English.  During the excellent dinner the Head Table was introduced, and we were entertained 

periodically by Piper Rory, Mystic Fyre and dancers.  After dessert it was time for the presentations. 

A large facsimile of a cheque for $100,000 was presented by Foundation Treasurer Dave Thompson to Drs 

Andrew Bailey and Kevin James from the University of Guelph. 

The Scot of the Year Award is an engraved quaich.  This year I had the honour to present R.H. Thomson with the 

Award.  His acceptance speech lived up to our expectations. 

This was the end of the evening formalities. The quartet played, the piper piped, the dancers danced and I sat down 
with a sigh of relief.  

Top left: Royal Ontario 

Museum. 

Top Right: Sean McCuin 

(MacEwen Tartan) & Dave 

Thompson (Campbell 

Tartan). 

Bottom Left: Presentation 

of cheque to Drs Bailey & 

James of the Uniô of 

Guelph. 

Bottom Right: Presentation 

of Quaich to R.H. 

Thomson 
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Maggie McEwan organiser of the event. 

Piping in the haggis. 

R.H. Thomson ceremonially cutting the 

haggis . 

Traditional Scottish dancers who provided part of the 

entertainment. 



   Oceania - Commissioner Report 

  by Chris McEwan. 
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Nollaig Chridheal agus Bliadhna Mhath Ēr ¨ Beanntan Gorm teth tioram ann an Astr¨ilia!!! (Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year from a Hot and Dry Blue Mountains in Australia) 

We have had a great couple of months to round out the year, representing events both North 
and South of us, heading up to Port Stephens for Clans on the Coast at the end of 
September, and the Canberra Highland Gathering at the start of October (Many thanks 
again to my wife for representing the Clan in my absence at that event and to my father for 
stepping in to help out with wrangling our three boys on the day).  

We are excited for what feels like the first real summer weôve had in a few years down 
here. Across the summer things quiet down a fair deal (its not too pleasant donning a kilt in 
35ęC) but there are still a couple of events to keep us ticking along particularly down south 
in Victoria. 

We are excited for the year ahead! Especially for the Clan Gathering! We are also excited 
to head across the ditch to represent the Clan at a games officially for the first time (more 
news on that next edition). 

All the best for the Holiday Season and I look forward to meeting as many of you as possible in June Next Year! 

T³oraidh An-Dr¨sta 

Chris McEwan 

Clans on the Coast, 

Port Stephens 

Canberra Highland 

Games 
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                   USA - Commissioner Report 

                     by Bob and Carol Owens 

Greetings Fellow MacEwens!  

 

As we head quickly toward a new and hopefully more peaceful and prosperous 
new year, it seems an appropriate time to reflect on the accomplishments of 
the past one. 

Clan MacEwen, in the United States as well as throughout the wider world, 
has enjoyed an invigorating growth, not only in membership but also in an 
expanded presence online and at Celtic festivals, Scottish highland games and 
athletic demonstrations, Burns Night celebrations, parades, Piping and 
Drumming musical competitions, school presentations, and various other 
special events. This growth is thanks in great part to our strong leadership at 
both the Clan and Society levels and our active and engaged Society members, 
not the least of which are our Commissioners, Regional Conveners, and 
Individual Conveners, who share generously of their talents, time, and treasure 
to bring our story and our message to the public. 

For me, and many others, a special highlight of the year was the presentation 
of the Societyôs  first Long & Faithful Service Award to our good friend and 
South Central Convener (USA), Forrest Bingham ñBingò Ewen, who for more 
than 40 years, has been representing the Clan MacEwen while establishing our presence at various 
events, strengthening relationships, building bridges, and making friends throughout the Scottish Clan 
Community in the USA. Our thanks go out to Bing and his family for their long and faithful support. 

In the U.S. alone during the past year, we flew the colors at no fewer than twenty events in twelve of the 
Continental states including Alabama, California, Connecticut, Florida, Georgia, Maine, New Hampshire, 
North Carolina, Ohio, Pennsylvania, South Carolina, and Tennessee.  

In 2024, we hope to be adding additional events in Arizona, Colorado, Florida, North Carolina, 
Oklahoma, South Carolina, and Texas. 

In closing, my wife, Carol, and I want to wish each of you and yours the most wonderful holiday season, 
and the very best of everything in the coming year. 

 

Together, we grow strong again! Reviresco! Coômhla! 

 

NOTE: IF YOU ARE INTERESTED in convening, or assisting in convening, an event in your area, 
please contact me, Robert (Bob) Owens at owens@rebelscreek.com. Iôll be happy to help you connect 
with your areaôs regional convener or to work with you personally to set that up.  

 

*If youôre already convening an event of which Iôm not aware, please let me know so we can recognize 
and thank you publicly and offer any assistance you might need! 

 

mailto:owens@rebelscreek.com
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 Presentation of the proclamation from Sir John 

McEwen, Commander, along with the Clanôs 

quaich and presentation plaque 

Clanôs first Long and Faithful Service Award made to Forest Bing 

ñBingò at Stone Mountain Games in October 

Below: Bing, seated second to the right from 

the Clan banner. 



Clan MacEwen Takes the High Roadéto North Carolinaõs 

Scottish Tartans Museum and Heritage Centre 
Contributed by Carol and Bob Owens  
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Nestled amidst the mist-covered Great Smoky Mountains, Franklin, North Carolina, is a region with a history 
rooted deeply in the Native American Eastern Band of Cherokee, and, at the same time, unique in its hundredôs 
years-old Highland Scottish heritage. 

In 1739, Gabriel Johnston, royal governor of North Carolina and a native Scotsman, encouraged 360 Highland 
Scots to settle in North Carolina, providing them a tax incentive to do so and giving them both economic and 
political reasons for venturing to this new land. Arriving in port at Wilmington, they settled in the lower Cape Fear 
region, where they socialized and often intermarried with their Lowland Scottish neighbors. By the late 1700ôs 
these Scots and Scots-Irish were well represented in the western Appalachian Mountain region, bringing with them 
their folklore, songs and ballads, agricultural and construction methods, and finding a primitive but familiar 
landscape of looming mountains, clearing running streams, and blooming rhododendron. 

Today, nowhere is this Scottish heritage more celebrated than in the Scottish Tartans Museum and Heritage 
Center in downtown Franklin.  

Founded by Dr. Gordon Teall of Tellach, Baron of Huntly and, at the time, president of the Scottish Tartans Society 
in Scotland. Opened as an extension of the Scottish Tartans Society in Comrie, Perthshire Scotland, the museum is 
devoted to Scottish heritage and still today serves as a focal point for visitors and people of Scottish heritage from 
all over the United States, Canada, and the world. 

As interest in Scottish heritage grew, fueled in large 
part by popular books, movies, and emerging events 
such as Burns Night dinners and regional highland 
festivals and games, the museum also grew. In 1994, 
space limitations prompted the museum to move to 
larger premises in downtown Franklin. The museum 
moved again in 1999 to their present location at 86 E. 
Main Street, still in downtown Franklin. Now three 
stories, this move allowed them to expand their 
display of more than 500 samples of Scottish tartans, 
as well as their gift shop (a key source of income for 
the museum) which is filled with a wide array of high 
quality authentic Scottish apparel, accessories, home 
d®cor items, and a variety of items crafted in the 
Appalachian Mountains. The downstairs allowed the 
Museum to expand the their many excellent exhibits, 
to include exhibits showcasing the Neolithic, Roman, 
and Celtic migration into Scotland, a medieval era 
displays of William Wallace, Robert the Bruce, the 
Stewart dynasty, naturally including their ever popular 
Mary, Queen of Scots, display and a variety of famed 
Scottish uniforms, unique and vintage kilts, and other examples of historically developing textiles. The museum 
also includes an impressive display of Native American Cherokee history, weapons, and other artifacts. 

On October 13, 2023, Clan MacEwen, represented by US Commissioner Robert (Bob) Owens, and Society 
membership secretary, Carol Owens, had the pleasure of presenting both ancient MacEwen and modern MacEwen 
tartan banners to Mr. James (Jim) Akins, Director, on behalf of the Scottish Tartans Museum and Heritage Center. 

The museum is the only one of its kind in the United States and is a direct extension Scottish Tartans Society in 
Keith, Scotland. With the display of our beloved tartans, Clan MacEwen is proud to be a small part of this tribute to 
our shared Scottish heritage.  

For additional information about the museumôs history, exhibits, special events, and hours of operations, please 
visit https://scottishtartansmuseum.org.  

Presentation of the modern clan tartan (Carol) and ancient  

tartan (Bob) to James ñJimò Akins, a director of the museum. 

http://www.scottishtartans.org/
https://scottishtartansmuseum.org


The Birth Place of Scottish Tartan 
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Recent editions of the Bulletin have celebrated the range of tartan adopted by countries and organisations from 

around the world. In 2008, the Scottish Parliament introduced the Scotlandôs Register of Tartan Act which 

promotes and preserves information about historic and contemporary tartans not only from Scotland but from 

around the world. 

 

Example from the Registry  

 

 

 

An item on the BBC website by their Highlands and Islands correspondent Steven McKenzie described the 

archaeological excavation of a site at Haugh, Bannockburn, Stirling believed to be the birthplace of Scotlandôs 

tartan industry. 

Dr Cook (Stirling Councilôs Archaeologist), who leads the dig described the factory site as huge and complex, 

employing hundreds of people in the 1800s. ñPeople told of the burn running lurid red and pink with dyes.ò  

In his article, Steven described how the weaver William Wilson set up the mill in 1780s amid the final years of the 

1746 Act of Proscription. This Act was drawn up as part of a crackdown on clans that backed Prince Charlieôs 

claim to the British throne, following the defeat of his Jacobite army at the battle of Culloden in 1745.  The ban 

included the wearing of tartan in the form of Highland dress because of its association with the Jacobites. 

According to Dr Cook, at least one person was shot for wearing tartan. 

Wilson had the monopoly on tartan production helped by the rise in popularity during the reign of Queen Victoria 

in the mid-19th century. 

The factory village at Haugh was the site of the first large scale production of tartan. Workers lived in slum like 

conditions and the work was tough. 

The demise of Wilsonôs business was due to the loss of contracts from the military.  The local authority cleared the 

site but for a couple of buildings.  

Scotland remains the ñspiritual home of tartanò and with an estimated 50 million people round the world claiming 
Scottish descent, the industry can look forward to many more successful years of tartan production. 

Tartan Name McEwan '1856', The     

Category Corporate     

Designer Kinloch Anderson Ltd STA Ref 2299 

Date 
Recorded 

Not Specified STWR Ref 2299 

https://www.tartanregister.gov.uk/tartanDetails.aspx?ref=2880
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Tartan Exhibition at the V&A Dundee Museum 

The nationôs and indeed the worldôs love affair with tartan has never been stronger. The kilt grows in popularity  

and has become an acceptable garment of choice of men.  Women, of course, have been wearing tartan in the form 

as skirts, dresses and shawls in recent times far longer than men.  But the tide is turning. Go to any Highland 

Games or sporting events where Scotlandôs national teams are playing and you can see tartan worn by many 

supporters.  The V&A ós exhibition of tartan shows the historic significance and versatility of the material from the 

oldest known piece of tartan to game consoles covered in tartan.  

 

This piece of tartan was found in a peatbog in Glen Affic and has 

been dated to circa 1500  -  1600.  Now thought to be the oldest 

Scottish tartan.  According to the V&A earlier examples have 

been found called the Falkirk Tartan. This dates back to the 3rd 

century near the Antonine Wall. Alas, itôs not regarded as a ñtrue 

tartanò because thereôs no evidence that the yarns were dyed. 

Also in the exhibition is the kilt worn by the ñBig Yenò, Billy 
Connolly.  In an interview he said, ñ...the first time I wore a kilt 
was probably for my sister Florenceôs wedding éor maybe when 

I bought a house in the Scottish Highlands and there was the 
local annual 

Lonach Gathering in Strathdon. And I loved dancing in my kilt 

at ceilidhs. Thereôs no Connolly tartan but thereôs óLord of the 
Islesô which is connected with my nameé I had to decide if I 
wanted to wear that or wear my motherôs tartan: McLean of 

Duart. My current kilt is McLean- a lovely pinky weathered 
tartan. He went on to say, "The military people wearing their 
kilts look spectacular. I love seeing the men dance with the way 

the kilts all swing together. Military regalia is so formal and 
complex. Youôd look silly walking down the street like thatéI 
like the casual way some people wear their kilts - just with a 

pair of boots and a sweater. I like the greenish hunting tartans. 
Kind of camouflageéworn with tweeds it was invisible on the 
hills. That was before it was banned. But when it came back it 

was like Disneyland colours. There were two brothers who 
designed a lot of them - and Sir Walter Scott - he had a lot to do 
with it. Even today among your own people ï pro- and anti-kilt 

people - itôs a rebellious act to wear the kilt.ò 

 

As a reminder of the horrors and tragedy of war, a kilt worn 

by Private James Calder of the 1st Battalion Queens Own 
Highlanders is on display. He fought at the Battle of Aubers 
Ridge on 9th May,1914-16 in the First World War. Although 
Pt. Calder survived he was invalided out  in April 1916.  The 

kilt, donated by his family, in its original condition is now in 
the safe keeping of the Highlanders Regimental Museum in 
Fort George, Inverness.  

Kilt worn by Billy Connolly 

Reference: V&A DundeeðTartan Exhibition 
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 Domall Mac Eoghainnõs 

(Daniel MacEwanõs) 

Recollections Of His Life In Ormidale 

                             

The following recollections and incidents in the life of Daniel MacEwan were taken down and transcribed by 

Margaret-Burnley Campbell in January 1909. Old Dan lived in the area known as Glendaruel and the places 

mentioned by him are shown on the map. He spent most of his life in and around Ormidale House.  This still 

exists but is now a hotel. Similarly, he describes places where he grew up and worked which still exist. This is his 

account of life in a valley, not far from Otter Ferry and Kilfinan, on the Cowal Peninsula.  

Daniel was 89 years of age, when his life was painstakenly written up for posterity by Margaret. Daniel was born 

at Clachan Glendaruel on January 16th, 1820.  Many of the places mentioned are illustrated below so you get a 
sense of place. 

 

 

These are Danielôs own words. 

My father, John MacEwan, was schoolmaster at Clachan when I was born. My motherôs name was Margaret 

Weir, and she was born at Lephinkeeman on the Ormidale Estate beyond Ballochindrain farmhouse where the 

làraicheana  (ruins) of the houses are still plainly to be seen. 

Her father was Donald Weir, crofter and gardener at Ormidale (great grandfather of Neil Weir). 

My fatherôs name came from Otter Way, from Cnoc MacEwan. 

I remember about my fatherôs mother - an old woman who died in a thatched house at Port na h-Oitireach (Otter 

Ferry). I do not mind never seeing her, but I remember going over with a horse and cart to fetch her furniture 

when she died. I got the horse and cart from Gillieses at Camquhart. I would be about eight years old then, a lump 

of a boy. 

The schoolhouse at Clachan where I was born is now the joinerôs shop. It was slated as long as I can remember it. 

The wee byer in the corner of Ormidale two-acre field at Clachan was the old schoolhouse, before my time that 

was. 

There were my brothers and sister, Duncan, James, Daniel, Peter, John, Sandy, Thomas, George and one sister 

Mary. 

Duncan was a shoemaker in the Glen. James was servant with Captain Ormidale (captain Alexander Campell, 
R.N.) ótill he died at Rosneath. Then he was butler for a time with the late Colonel at Ormidale, and he was 
afterwards steward on a yacht and died of cholera at Stranraer. John was a working man and died in Australia. 

Peter was a shepherd. He went to Australia with the Blacks Stronardson and was drowned there. Sandy was a 
shoemaker. Thomas was working at the foundries in Greenock. George went away to England with a gentleman 
who was shooting at Ormidale with the late Colonel and took a fancy to him. He was married in England and 
went away to Australia where he kept a diary. I do not know if he is living or dead. I got the last letter from him 

10 years ago. Neil (Weir) was a man of war for 22 years. When his time was out, he came home to the Glen. He 
went away again with after that with the trading boats and was drowned. Mary was the eldest. She also went away 
to Australia with some wanes from Glasgow, as a nurse. 
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Glendaruel  -  Recollections of Ormidale 

Cottages at Waulkmill 

Ormidale House 

Below: 

Glendaruel Sawmill 

Left:  

Kilmoden 

Church 

Bottom left: 

Glendaruel 

Paul Tomkins 
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I remember the kilts being on me when I was a boy. It was not tartan but Heilan Plaidin. My mother spun the wool 

and it was sent to Houston, Greenock to be woven and then made into kilts. 

I had porridge and milk in the morning, potatoes and herring at dinner time, porridge again at night. There was no 

tea at that time. When my mother married tea cost 9 shillings a pound (that is equivalent to Ã2.15 in 2023). 

I was just seven or eight years old when my father died, and I went to herd cattle with James Weir at Achtengain, 

and I stayed three years there. 

A year after my fatherôs death the family left the schoolhouse and my mother had a house built for her at 

Stronefian, called ñTomdarivò a heather thatched house it was. There was a school at Stronefian for the family and 

they went out to herd cows also. 

My father taught both Gaelic and English, and Peter Sinclair was the next schoolmaster at Clachan after he died. 

After being three years at Achatengain, Dan went away to be a tailor with John MacLean, piper, at Daleek for five 

or eight years. You can see the ruins still of the house at Daleek.  There I learnt the pipes as well as the tailorsô 

trade. There was another tailor in the Glen called Donald Black and all the men got their clothes made by the 

tailors. There were also two weavers in the Glen, two brothers, Duncan and Donald MacLean. The women all spun 

the wool at home and many sent to Houston for weaving. Houston charged 1 shilling (Ã2.87 in 2023) or 1 shilling 

and sixpence (Ã4.31 in 2023) for dying, spinning, and weaving. It was cheaper to send the wool to Houston. The 

weavers charged 4pence or 5pence a yard (Ã0.96 to Ã 1.20 in 2023). 

They were brewing at Lephinkeeman. They were brewing whiskey there, and it was Neil Weir - Nancyôs father and 

Sandy Weir, a cousin of mine that were doing it. The Gauger (Exciseman) was stopping over at Otter Ferry and he 

got word what was going on, and he came over and my Uncle Peter Weir met him and took him into the house 

where the brewing was going on all the time in the byre without, while the Gauger was within. My uncle treated 

him well and put him to bed, and when he left in the morning, they put two bottles of whisky in his pocket when he 

went back to Otter. The Gauger kent fine all about it, but as he did not see it, he could not report it. 

They were brewing one time at Ardachiranmore, and somebody reported them, and the Gaugers ï two of them ï 

came from Dunoon. The Old Baron was at Stronefian at the time, and hearing that the gaugers were coming he sent 

his man through the hill to the MacKellars at Ardachiranmore to warn them that the Gaugers were coming. The Old 

Baron took them in and gave them dinner to detain them, and when they got to Ardachiranmore there was nothing 

to be seen but old barrels. 

There was a big still at Ormidale in the wood above the house. There was old Neil Weir in it and Peter Weir, and 
old Ormidale kent fine they were at it and he was getting the whisky from them himself. 

(I (Margaret Burnley-Campbell) was always told that one of those at this still was old Dan himself!) 

There were heaps of people in the Glen when I was young, sometimes two marriages in the month. On lath ana 
bainnse (wedding day) the company would be going to Clachan and my father would be going to tell the minister 

that they were coming ï that was the old manse which is now a warehouse. The company would be coming with a 
piper and a gun firing. You would hear them miles away. Campbell was the ministerôs name and everybody was 
married in the kirk at that time. They would play the pipes down to the kirkyard gate, not inside. The best man had 

to pay 1 shilling before they could get the kirk opened, for the scholars would go down and lock the kirk door when 
they heard the party coming so they would not get in and the shilling was for quills for the school. The old 
Campbell, the minister would come and marry them, and one man would be stationed at the door outside the 

kirkyard and as soon as the marriages were done someone inside gave a signal and the man outside fired a shot and 
the piper would play them up to the old public house, the Inns it was called. They were served with a round of wine 
and then the dancing commenced and the minister Campbell and my father danced the first reel and then the 

minister would go away, but my father would stop with the company. 
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They would be married about 12.00 oôclock and they would dance the whole night through till the morning. Maybe 

they would go home to where the bride was living and there would be supper prepared for them. 

There were hundreds and hundreds in the Glen when I was young. Captain Campbell of Glendaruel was giving a 

great shintying (team sport played with sticks, commonly played in the Highlands) at Glendaruel on New Yearôs 

Day and he was a splendid shintier was the Laird himself and there was a barrel of whisky out at the end of the 

house and you could take as much as you liked. 

The people would be leaving the Glen one by one. There was nobody to blame for it I donôt think. There was no 

work in the Glen for the people and they had to go to the low country. 

I married that year there was a failure of the potatoes (1846). I would be about 26 when I married. My wifeôs name 
was Margaret Sinclair, daughter of the late Angus Sinclair. He was a drover and lived at Stronefian.She was three 
years with the Buchanans, Stronefian and after that she came to Ormidale as a dairy maid and when she left 

Ormidale she went to the Campbells, Glendaruel. I was married at Ardchuple by Mr. Russell the Free Church 
Minister, who was on his way from Loch Striven to get married himself. 

I was working in Rothesay in the saw pits for four years before that. They sent me down to Ayr also. I was there 

three months and afterwards to Castle Toward, cutting wood, but the work was too heavy for me and very nearly 

killed me. 

I had a sister in Glasgow and we went there, the wife and me, after we were married and stopped there two days 

and then came home. We went by the ñMary Janeò, an old steamer from Colintraive ï MacIntyre was captain ï we 

went out in a small boat for there was no pier then. 

There was a splendid crop of potatoes the year the disease came but the pits tumbled in with rot after they were 

hawked. Any of the potatoes that stood, they were sending away to Rothesay where they were put up in a big 

factory to make stiffening starch. We stopped at Stonefian with my grandmother and we were at Stronefian when 

my two daughters were born ï Margaret MacEwan who died of galloping consumption at fifteen and Annie who 

married Alexander Smith. 

The year that Charles MacIntyre came to Achnagarron farm, when James Henderson left, they wanted a field to be 
drained and one John Leech wrote the bargain and I went with him to help finish the work. It was the late Colonel 
(Robert Campbell of Ormidale) that was paying us. We got our pay for what we did and he would be coming every 

second day to see if we did it right. Good pay it was, 6 pence for six yards (Ã1.44 in 2023). One day the late 
Colonel sent for me to see if I would work the horses from April till the term. Very well, the term came and no 
more need for me I thought, but old Donald Smith who was working the sawmill went away and the late Colonel 

put me in his place and I worked the sawmill for fifty years in Ormidale and then Duncan MacLachlan took my 
place for I was old and could not see to sharpen the saws and had to stop it. 

We lived at Lochhead for nineteen years and then at Waulkmill. I must tell you how I worked one day for old 

Ormidale (John Campbell of Ormidale, father of Colonel Robert Campbell). He died in 1812 aged 84 years. Thatôs 

four lairds I have worked for. I was in Ballochindrain with the Fletchers gathering potatoes ï a little boy at the time 

and they sent me down with a horse to harrow the potato ground at Ormidale. Well when I was finished, I was 

going away home and old Ormidale met me and clapped me on the shoulder and said, ñYouôre a clever boy, whatôs 

your name?ò and he put his hand in his pocket and meant to give me a sixpence and he took out his purse but he 

hana a sixpence and he told me to ask him for it another day, but I hadna the face to ask him for it ever. Oh yes! I 

mind old Ormidale well. He spoke the Gaelic fine. The late Colonel could understand it well enough, but I never 

heard him speak it. 

Old Ormidale used to chase us with a stick if we took the geans (wild cherry). There were heaps of gean trees 
down by the bridge! We dared not touch the mussels either. One day old Ormidale caught us taking some. He said, 

Bheir mise ort air son a bhith goid na maorach (I will punish you for stealing the mussels).  
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I was taking my dinner in the sawmill one day and I said to myself, I think Iôll go to the big garden and get some 

gooseberries and I was trang (busy) picking the gooseberries when I heard the gate open and who was there but Miss 

Emily (afterwards Mrs Connal) and I ran off and got through the hedge and I tore all my shirt and had to put on my 

jacket to hide it. I told Mrs Connal after, it was me that was taking the gooseberries, for I was not at peace until I told 

her. 

The laird of Ballochyle used to come to Ormidale. He was a soldier in India, a long time, and he was stopping at 

Kirn for a time. The late Colonel had a yacht for sailing and he was going to see him and he wanted me to go with 

him and John Hogg the fox hunter also. There was no pier at Ormidale at that time and no road to Craig. We went 

one day from Craig and got a fine day going. We stopped at Kirn that night and an awful night it was. In the morning 

the boat was full of water, but we left about 10 oôclock in a strong breeze of north wind and when we came to 

Toward Point we had to run into shelter and put in three reefs of the sail. When we had the sail too small, we were 

driven down by the Cumbraes and we got ashore on the Bute side. ñWell Danò, I said then, ñif I get ashore, I will 

walk homeò. After that the wind slackened and we had to row from Rothesay and we didna get home ótill 2 in the 

morning and we didna tell we were so late getting home on Sunday. 

The Glendaruel people and our people had a week about trawling on the piece of river above the Bridge as the bank 

was too high on the Glendaruel side. Lag Ghleann it was called. Sometimes a dozen salmon were got, sometimes 

more or less. They used to draw the nets once a fortnight on the Ormidale water. We did it after six oôclock and the 

pay we were getting was a glass of whisky, but Mrs Campell was terrible against the whisky and the Colonel would 

say, ñThey were drinking whisky long before I saw themò, and if he would send for me in the evening he would be 

sitting at his toddy and he would give me a glass. He was awful good to me ï terrible good. 

Everyone would be fishing when the river was right ï poor and rich. I often saw a dozen on the river at Ormidale. 

Shall I tell you of the time I was drunk? When I was fourteen and learning my trade at Daleek, I went with the men 

the night they were running the whisky out of the pot. I never saw them doing it before. Well I was sitting in beside 

the big fire and they went out and there was a cup nearby and I put it under the tap and filled it up and drank it full of 

whisky. When I tried to rise I tumbled down a big bank and they had to carry me home on their backs. 

There used to be hundreds of brown hares at Ormidale when I first cam there. On night when I was coming down 
from Waukmill I saw some beast I didna ken near Colusion pool and I told the Colonel about it. What was this I 
found out but rabbits, but he said òYoung hares, Dan!ò I found out that John Hogg the fox hunter went down to 

Caladh and snared a pair or two and put them on the banks of the Colusion. Thatôs the way rabbits come to 
Ormidale and they increased very fast. They were feeding them with turnips in winter. It was one, Oldham, brought 

them to Caladh. 

I heard them speaking of a gentleman who was stopping at Ormidale and he died and they buried him in the family 

burying ground. I donôt mind his name. 

John Hogg had a heap of hounds for the foxes, big and little. You never heard such a noise when they got scent of 

the roe. If any gentleman were coming to Ormidale we would be hunting roes. We started from Craig and we were 

not to lose the dogs unless we saw the roes and the gentlemen were in the passes. There was a very good pass above 

Lochhead. I was with the Colonel always and one day one of the gentlemen shot at a roe and didna kill it. The beast 

went back and they sent me to find it. I was up on a high rock and I saw the roe dead below me and going down I 

caught hold of a bit of heather and it gave way and Dan went down to the bottom. I broke a wee bone in my 

shoulder, but I never let on a word and took the roe on my back to the shooters. Next day Dan could not lift his hand. 

Then I told them the trouble I had and the Colonel sent me up to MacKellar the doctor at Clachan and he strapped 

me up. 

There were gentry coming to hunt the roes. A Mr Crookes, who lived in Gourock, used to come. One day at the pass 

above Shellfield, the roes came and the hounds after them and Mr Crookes killed two of them right and left. Another 
day we were after the roes with our ane Colonel. I was always with him and he was shortsighted and I was telling 
him when the roes would be coming. We heard the dogs coming and the roes before them and we were at the back of 

the knowe (knoll). I told the late Colonel that they were coming and he killed the two right and left. The Colonel was 
an awful good shot when he could see. The late Colonel and Neil Weir were going to the hill to shoot grouse. There 
was plenty of black game and I heard of a red deer that old Ormidale was feeding and when he died I heard the story 

how the deer made an awful roar at the time of the funeral and went off and was shot at the head of the Glen at 
Stronefian. I heard also that they were feeding pheasants in Old Ormidale time. 



page 18 

Mrs Campbell lived twenty years after the Colonel and I was at Ormidale all the time. She was awful good to me 

too. I was working in the flower garden every day. She was terribly particular and she would be watching me from 

the drawing room window. 

I was well liked in Ormidale or I would not be 60 years in it. All the lairds liked me and were terrible, terrible kind 

to me. It is a good thing in my last days that I have a good character. 

 Margaret Burnley-Campbell said of Daniel, truly a manôs life ñconsisteth not in abundance of the things which he 

possessethò. Danôs happiness was the result of a long life of thrifty carefulness, spent uprightly in honest toil, 

without envy, without reproach, full of kindly interest in his neighbours and loyal affection for his friends at the 

ñbig houseò. 

Daniel passed peacefully away to his rest on the morning of 3rd May 1910.  His last words to me the night before he 

died as he reluctantly let go my hand were, ñMy dear lady, youôll come again in the morningò. Alas! That never 

again shall we see that kindly old face smiling at us and waving a greeting as we passed.  

The remains of Dan MacEwan lie in Kilmodan Churchyard next to those of his mother and father. 

 

 

Resting in a valley 

In the bosom of the Bens 

To the music of the waters 

Flashing down the Glens. 

Slumbering in the warmth 

Of autumnôs russet glow, 

Glorious Glendaruel, a wee picture in words 

By 

Gilbert McKellar, Farmer, Glendaruel 

 

Clachan Gendaruel 
vbo.com yourlocalweb.co.uk 
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The McEuens  -  Pioneers 
by 

Evangeline Jernigan 

I came across an article first printed in 1955 by Evangeline Jernigan, about a pioneer family of 

Arizona in Graham County. 

According to the article, Felix, the head of the family was born in 

Madisonville, Kentucky on the 8th September 1848.  His father had a 

tobacco plantation where Felix worked until he was 22 years old.  

Felix then decided to move out west stopping off in Missouri, then 

onto San Saba, McCulloch County, Texas. It there that he met his 

wife to be Sarah Ann Sanders, who were married in 1874 when he 

was 26 and she was 17 years of age.  

Evangelineôs research of the newlyweds showed they were very poor 

and moved around Texas a lot. Felix worked with Buffalo hunters 

selling hides. Later he worked on the Santa Fe Railroad in Bell 

County. Finally, Felix and Sarah got some land, built a house and 

grew some crops but drought put pay to that.  However, they were 

successful at raising four children one of whom died, aged five. 

The family moved on by covered wagon to the Sacramento 

Mountains in New Mexico where their fifth child Pearl, was born. 

Later they moved on again back to Texas where their daughter Lottie 

was born. 

When his father died, Felix inherited quite a sum of money with 

which he bought cattle and moved on again, this time for New 

Mexico.  Unfortunately, a lot of his cattle died and he ended up 

moving timber for mining companies in Bisbee.  

The family kept of moving from place to 

place, eventually arriving in Indian Hot 

Springs, where Felix bought a ranch. 

Fortunes began to change for Felix and his 

family.  His sons married and settled on 

sections of land own by their father.  Felix 

was Deputy Sheriff of Graham County for 17 

years and was well respected in the 

community. He also helped to build a school 

across the river from his ranch. 

The insights of the McEuens are not 

surprising since Evangeline is the 

granddaughter of Felix and Sarah, the 

daughter of Zona Evelyn Hinton and Felixôs 

son Virgil Ray McEuen. 

Felix died at Fort Thomas on September 20th, 
1933, from a stroke, aged 85. Sarah died on 

May 23rd, 1942, at the age of 84. 


