Susan Sibbald
-
1783-1866
Fifth daughter of Dr Thomas Mein, R.N. of Eildon Hall

Greenwells was the residence of the Mein family before Eildon Hall was built.  Springwells, Whitelea, Hayfield, the Eildon Hills, Chesterhall and Eildon Bank were all part of their property.

Susan Mein married Colonel William Sibbald in 1807 at Eildon Hall.  “It was rather a melancholy affair as my father and both  my sisters shed tears, and I am sure, so did I, and good aunt Nelly was in great grief at my going away”.  

In 1812 Colonel Sibbald retired from military service to attend to the business of his much neglected properties of Pinnacle and Whiterigg.

Susan Sibbald was widowed in 1835 ((aged 52) when she moved to Canada where her sons had bought a property called the Briars on the edge of Lake Simcoe, Toronto.  They extended the manor house renaming it Eildon Hall.  A magnificent conservation area it is run as a year round resort by the Sibbald family.  Susan Sibbalds’s memoirs, written in Canada, in her seventieth year, cover her happiest years which were spent at Whiterigg, Eildon Hall and Greenwells between 1783-1812.

1802

‘When I first visited Scotland people must have generally remained at home, without they had carriages of their own.  No coach passed through Melrose then, and no post horses were kept there; the only vehicle to be heard of in the neighbourhood was the one called ‘the Fly’ at Drygrange Bridge ‘

‘People called it “the three-legged Fly” – two lean, miserable horses with only three serviceable legs between them.’

‘It went as far as Lauder – eleven mile stage – and leaving Drygrange early morning you couldn’t reach Edinburgh till late in the evening, although the distance was only 36 miles.’

“Betsy and I were shocked the morning after we arrived at Greenwells to see our Maids going about without shoes or stockings, short petticoats and bedgowns, the latter with short sleeves and no caps on. My father having hired a pair of horses at Kelso for the time we were at Greenwells, we drove into Melrose the next day to get stockings, caps, etc. for our servants.  To our astonishment in this town of ‘Meuress’ as it was commonly called, we only found ‘twa chops’.  They stocked nothing that we required, as they said it was no use their getting them, as they were never “spierd” for, so we had to wait till we went to Edinburgh.

1802

Colonel Mein, Susan and her sister went to Benrig to visit grandmother and an aunt whose favourite housemaid was marrying one of their ploughmen.  A message arrived from the Minister stating that he was unwell and the ceremony must be performed in his bedroom.

Colonel Mein
“Surely Mr Scade might come down to his Parlour”

Grandmother
“Na,na, that wadna do, he’s the Minister ye ken, and maun ‘a’ his way;  he’s a cankerous sort o’bodie, an’ he might say he cou’d na marry the puir folk ava.”

Aunt
“And then you see the denners a’ provided but the fac’ is, the puir mon has no been his sel’ sin he couped i’ the Pu’pit the Sabbath afore last.”

“Oh! Oor pair minister is na bigger than a bairn, an’ has to ha’ a high stule that he may be seen ower the cushion;  weel he had a way wi’ him of ganging fra side to side an’ popping aboot, na doot thinking twad keep the congregation fra’ sleeping, or mak’ them mair attentive, an’ it happened when he was aboot the midst o’ his discoorse, an’ mair animated than usual, that he leaned ower, o’er muckle to the tae side, an’ ower he went, clean out of’ sight a’ the gither.  Nae body dar’ gang to see what had become o’ him, but waited afeard like, an’ presently he went on wi’ his discoorse as if he was no the waur but he wad na mount the stule again, an’ a’ we cou’d see o’ him was his bit tappin (hair peaked at top) waggin’ to an’ fro’ like a birdie’s tail.  Nor wad he the last Sabbath, an’ now the Elders are going to tell him, he may ha’ a shorter stule but he maun be seen, as the folk canna bear him sae weel when he’s out o’ sight, but he;s unco blate puir bodie, sae we may as weel humour him this time, sae come awa.”

“We entered Mr Scade’s bedroom.  There was no other furniture in the room but a four post bed with dark green Moreen curtains.  When all had entered and the door shut, a voice issued forth as if from under a feather bed from its deep dulll sound and asked

“Ar’ye all assembled?”

Being answered in the affirmative he said

“Ye who wish to be joined together in the bonds of Holy Matrimony stand forth”.

Up jumped four young people and arranged themselves in front of the bed.

After an exhortation from the invisible minister he said loudly

“Join hands”

Gloves were removed and the couple were desired to join hands.  Then the minister asked them sundry questions;  no answers were required and then another sort of exhortation or advice, at the end of which a bow and a curtsey from the happy couple towards the bed, all took their departure.

I quite strained my eyes in looking into the bed as I passed, hoping to see ‘the puir bit bodie’ but in vain.  He must have extinguished himself under the bedclothes.

Returning to the house, a large party sat round the table which was loaded with joints of meat.  A large brown dish full of ‘kale’ made of a singed sheep’s heed and which article was in one of the ide dishes garnished with ‘trotters’. On the opposite side a large ‘haggis’.

 “Now Jock ma mon” said my uncle “my gude brother wad like to see if that is a proper haggis”

With that a man nearest it stuck a knife into the top of it, and the liquid fat spurted over the table cloth and those on each side of him, amidst shouts of laughter. A toast with wine was made to the bride and groom and presents handed over.  

“We then left them to enjoy their dinner and about an hour later we went down “to see the folk gang by”.  The bridegroom leading a cow, a colley sheepdog, the best man  following, leading the horse, the bride sitting in the cart on a large ‘kist’ containing blankets, etc.  the ‘sma’ wheel for spinning wool,’ a milk churn and other useful articles.

Friends walked behind the couple to the parents house where a bannock was broken over the bride’s head as she entered the door 

This my grandmother described

 “an’ whiles some folk wha had bawbees to spare,” she added “wad send some fleeing ower the bridegroom’s heed when he cam’ in”.

The people all came back in the evening to dance in the barn which we did not wait to see.  In those days in Scotland the above mentioned class of people always married on a Friday, saw their friends the next day, and were ‘kirked’ on the Sabbath, when their holidays were over and they set about their work on the Monday as if there had been no interruption.

1802

 “In the month of May I set out alone with my father for Scotland, only accompanied by a female servant.  When we arrived at Greenwells my aunt had everything arranged comfortably for our reception and not long after we were settled my father asked my grandmother to come and reside with us.”

 “She taught me to spin”

 “In those days as there were no spinning Jennies the spinning was done at home or women employed for that work.  In every village weavers outnumbered the other trades put together”

“It was a matter of course that women servants should spin, and when I first came to Scotland my aunt had supplied a quantity of flax for the women servants to spin.  Each, besides her cooking or housework had to spin two cuts a day and when the family were away from a slip (12 cuts);  besides the small wheel every house had a large one for spinning wool.

After machinery was employed it was found to be much cheaper to buy linen nd blankets than to spin at home and employ the village weavers, but maid servants were not in consequence allowed to have idle hours for all plain work such as shirts, etc. were invariably done at home, even the cook, after her cows were milked, ‘pet on her goon and sat doon to shew’.

They had no time in those days to braid their dresses and aprons and make up flaunting caps, and looked much more tidy than they do at the present day”.

In the spring of 1802 my father had Eildon Hall commenced, on the spot where as a school boy he said he should like to build a house on account of the magnificent view, which was quite open to the Cheviot Hill six miles off.  When he thought of that, he had expectations of the property coming to him after his father’s death, and no doubt it would have been the case had matters been properly arranged as to his brothers’ and sisters’ portions, but he was abroad some years and did not hear of his father’s death till his return to England.  My grandmother was never satisfied about the sale of the property, and always alluded to something being wrong in the agent’s management.

“But nothing delighted me more than to hear my dear old grandmother speak of ‘the ’45’ and ‘the young Pretender, or Prince Charlie, as some ca-ed him.”

“Aye they were unco times then, the hale country was astir; sic riding and rinnings aboot; we had horses ta’en oot o’ oure stables I’ the night and unco anes left, which was na sae bad as it showed it maun be other folk concerned an’ no us, for the puir beasts that war left were half deed wi’ riding an’ then after seeking we wou’d fend oure ane at some distant farm in na better condition, an’ folk I’ some other gate wad come an’ claim there’s.”

“But a’ were no as fortunate, for at Clarilaw and Halladean they lost their horses a’thegither, the anes that war left too, deeing fra hard riding, but they cou’d show ye ken, that folk had come an’ ta’en their horses awa’.  

“but it was an unco thing that the ambetion of ane, s’ou’d cause the misery it did in a’ the countrie, aye sae mony families, an’ mony that were noble, an’ wee to do, brought to ruin an’ deeth, an’ he hi’sel’ after ha’ing to rin in disguise an’ begging aboot fra’ place to place, hardly escaped wi’ his life, an’ na doot wad a’ his days feel wae for the bluid that was shed in his cause, an’ the ruin he had brought on the friends wha had dought for him, ann’ then wad he not ha’ hated his life when he thought how his ambeetion had led to sae muckle ill, an’ say to hissel’,

“Ah! King Solomon, ye’re right in saying what I may say noo, ‘then I looked on the works that (my ambeetion) has wrought, an’ behold, all has proved to be vanity, an’ vexation of spirit.’”

“It was strange my grandmother would never go anywhere in the Carriage, not even to the Kirk or to Benrig.  There had been few carriages in her day, the roads hardly good enough even for riding on, but any rate she had been used to riding and liked it best.  So on Sundays soon after breakfast ‘Auld David Cady’ would make his appearance on the big black horse ‘Farmer’ and draw up close to the “louping on stane” at the side of the wall not far from the house and there he would wait for the ‘Auld lady’ as quietly as one of the mounted sentinels would do at the entrance of the Horse Guards in London.

David’s Sabbath day’s ‘shute’ was, his coat (with large white buttons) of Galashiels blue, his waistcoat and small clothes of the same, iron grey worsted stockings, very broad-toed shoes, and brass buckles, a gay coloured handkerchief round his neck, and a rather flat-crowned hat.

Behind his saddle was a pillion for the ‘auld lady’ and a leathern strap round his waist for her to hold by.  David was a great favourite with her as he had lived with my grandfather at Greenwells before he died, and had been employed there since governor Elliot and continued on with my father.  David was called a Laird as he had a house of his own in Eildon, the only ‘selated’ house in the village, just two rooms in it, ‘a but and ben’, and to this house and his wife Jenny he went home every evening”.

Oh, Greenwells, thy hills and thy vales

The flocks that enliven the plains

The grottoes, the fountains, and dales

Were once the delight of the swains,

Here the pipes of the shepherds were heard

Here the nympths danc’d in bands on the green;

Here love and fair friendship appeared

While beauty gave soul to the scene.

Tweed mourneth his valleys along

That the pleasures are flown from his shades,

That he hears not the pipes nor the song,

Nor marks the gay dance of the maids.

But soon will the virgins appear

With the loves the dull hours to beguile

And since beauty to Tweed is so clear,

His cheek will be clothed with a smile.

 Copy of a poem dedicated to Miss Miens,

Words by Peter Pindar, Esq.`

1888
-
Duke of Buccleuch’s Hunt

On Wednesday, the Meet was held at Eildon Hall Gate when there was a large attendance of riders, including the Earl of Dalkeith and a number of local gentry and farmers.

There was also a specially large turnout of spectators on foot who watched the proceedings from the Eildon Hills.  The woods near Eildon Hall were first drawn and near the upper end a good fox was found which at once ran down towards the Hall and seemed to have the intention of taking shelter in Old Melrose covers.

He was unfortunately met, however, by some of the spectators and in trying to evade them, the hunt got in on him and killed after a short run.  Shore was again successful about the same quarter and reynard this time took about the same line as his predecessor, but although a cripple, he was lost in the woods. 

Abbotsford woods and Lindean covers were next tried but proved blank and a fox was raised near Prieston which ran towards Midlem and was lost there.

