

  

	

	

	

  




Author’s Note


WHEREVER the Scots go, they take with them their tartans, their whisky – which can be made only in Scotland – the Haggis and the Reels.


Reels were known throughout Scotland in the sixteenth century, but in the seventeenth the Presbyterian Church severely discouraged social dancing.


By around 1700 the Reel seems to have survived, but only in the Highlands where the Presbyterian influence was the weakest.


After 1700, when the Church became more tolerant of dancing, Reels reappeared in the Scottish Lowlands.


At about 1770 the only specific Reel mentioned in Scottish literature is The Threesome, but seventy years later this was widely superseded by The Foursome Reel.


Reels in a similar form did occur in England and Wales, while a rather different kind was known in Ireland.


The Eightsome Reel, which is included in every kind of country dancing throughout the United Kingdom, does not conform to the earlier Reels.


Composed in about 1870, it incorporates the figures of a Reel dating from about 1818.


The Haggis is entirely and completely a part of Scotland and the Scots have introduced it all over the world.


A real Haggis is made of sheep’s pluck (lungs, heart and liver), which is boiled with beef fat for three hours.


It is then minced with oatmeal, onions and seasoning and a large Haggis is sewn into a sheep’s stomach.


The Haggis has always been the most important dish at a Burns Supper that is steeped in tradition.


It begins with The Selkirk Grace, which Robert Burns first used in 1793 at a dinner given by the Earl of Selkirk.


Then to the cry of ‘Hail Great Chieftain of the Pudding race!’ and, with the skirl of the bagpipes, the Haggis is carried in.


The Chairman reads out the Burns address, To a Haggis, during which a dirk is plunged through the skin of the Haggis.


The proof of a successful Burns Supper is the intensity of the singing, the poetry reading, and the quality of the main tribute of the evening, known as The Immortal Memory.




chapter One ~ 1880


Talbot Marsham looked round White’s Club.


He was saying ‘goodbye’ not only to the Club but also to its members, many of whom were his good friends.


He had always enjoyed going there, knowing that he would find half a dozen people with whom he had been at school.


There were also those who he had become friendly with either at University or later in his life.


But the Club that had meant so much to him and to so many of his contemporaries was becoming expensive.


And he knew that he could not afford the membership fee for the coming year.


‘I shall miss it,’ he thought to himself.


A friend came up and offered him a drink, which he accepted gratefully.


He knew that he could not buy himself one.


If he did, he would have to go hungry tonight and, as he was well aware, his rent was overdue.


He sat down in one of the Club’s most comfortable leather armchairs.


As he did so, he asked himself how things could have become so bad for him.


“You are looking depressed, Talbot,” his friend Henry Johnson remarked. “What is the matter?”


“Need you ask?” Talbot replied. “There is nothing new since I last saw you.”


“You mean that you are ‘down on your uppers’ again?” Henry asked. “Have a glass of champagne and then cheer up. I am sure that we can find an answer to your problems.”


“God knows what it can be,” Talbot replied miserably.


Henry had been a contemporary at Eton and, although he was not rich himself, his father was well off and he did not lack for anything he required.


“I can let you have a tenner,” Henry offered.


“I would be most grateful for half that,” Talbot answered. “But to be serious, Henry, this just cannot go on.”


‘Then you have been unable to find suitable employment of any sort?”


“I tried three different places only yesterday,” Talbot replied, “but you know as well as I do that the last thing they need are gentlemen who have no qualifications apart from a Public School education.”


“That is true,” Henry said. “I am very sure if I had to work that I would not know where to begin.”


Both men were aware that there were very few gentlemen since the Industrial Revolution who had gone into industry and had made their fortunes in coal, steel, railways and canals.


It was frowned on by their contemporaries and industry itself did not really want them.


In Social circles they talked scornfully of a man who was ‘in the City’.


This was despite the fact that for the first time in history the Prince of Wales patronised the Jewish financiers in London and made them his friends.


The majority of the aristocrats, however, thought it degrading and disgusting to work in any sense of the word.


Their sons were indeed well off, so they had nothing to do but to attend Race Meetings, watch Polo and gamble in the notorious gaming Clubs of St. James’s.


This, in some cases, had proved really disastrous, especially when the gamblers owned property and land in their large estates


Whole streets and squares changed hands over one turn of a card.


More than one young gentleman in the past had been forced to retire to the country when his pockets were empty and his father would no longer meet his gambling debts.


“The difficulty is,” Talbot said reflectively, ‘that, while Eton and Oxford educated us, I think extremely well, the knowledge that we have acquired is not saleable in the world as it is today.”


“I suppose it would have been more sensible if we had gone into a Regiment,” Henry said. “We did discuss it, you will remember, but then your father was against you going into a Scottish Regiment and your mother could not think of you being commissioned in an English one.”


This was indeed true and it was another complication in Talbot’s life.


His mother had been Lady Janet McCairn, daughter of the Earl of Cairnloch.


He was Chieftain of the Clan and lived in splendour in the far North of Scotland.


The Earl had acquired what amounted to an obsessive hatred of the English.


Therefore, when his eldest daughter desperately wanted to marry a Sassenach, he refused to contemplate such a mésalliance.


“If you marry this damned Englishman after the way the English have treated the Scots, then I will have nothing more to do with you and will not acknowledge you as my daughter!”


These were strong words, spoken with the authority that the Earl exerted over his Clan.


He never for a moment did he think that his daughter would defy him.


But Lady Janet had fallen in love.


*


Among the guests who had come to shoot grouse with one of their friends was Frederick Marsham.


He was the son of a well-known Statesman and considered an exceptional parti by those who had debutante daughters to marry off.


They had been paraded before him ever since he had left school.


At twenty-seven, however, he was still a bachelor simply because he had never fallen in love.


From the very moment he set eyes on Lady Janet he lost his heart completely.


She, according to her family, lost her head as the Earl had always been determined that a Sassenach should never cross the threshold of his Highland Castle.


When his daughter wished to marry one, it made her a leper as far as he was concerned.


The only thing that Lady Janet and Frederick Marsham could possibly do was to elope.


He had not carried her off at midnight in the usual romantic fashion to take her to be married over the anvil at Gretna Green just over the border into Scotland.


He had called on the Earl and told him politely that he wished to marry his daughter.


The Earl had then raged at him with a fury that would have struck one of the McCairn Clansmen like lightning and the victim would most certainly have collapsed under the force of it.


Frederick Marsham merely treated the man he wished to make his father-in-law with a quiet contempt.


Naturally this made the Earl even more furious than he was already.


“Surely, my Lord,” he argued, “you must be aware that your hatred of the English is completely out of date. I do admit that the Duke of Cumberland behaved abominably when he invaded Scotland. I admit that the Highland Clearances, which were attributed to English influence, caused a great deal of suffering to many of your people, but all that is now in the past and you cannot continue to loathe a country that is united with yours.”


That was exactly what the Earl did feel.


He told Frederick Marsham that if he did not leave his Castle immediately, he would have him thrown out by the servants.


Frederick Marsham behaved with considerable dignity.


He asked the Earl gently to reconsider his decision.


When the Earl replied only that he would curse him from the present until his dying day, did he accept the inevitable.


“I think, my Lord,” he said, “it is something that you will regret. I bid you good day and accept your decision never to enter your house again.”


He walked swiftly from the Chieftain’s Room and down the stairs.


Waiting for him in the hall was Lady Janet.


She had known only too well what would be the outcome of the interview between her father and the man she loved so deeply.


But Frederick had insisted that he should behave correctly so that he could not reproach himself in the future.


Now, as he came down the stairs, Lady Janet looked up at him.


She knew by the expression on his face that, as she had accurately anticipated, her father had refused to listen to anything that Frederick had to say to him.


Frederick put out his hand and she slipped hers into it.


He stopped still, looked at her lovely face turned to his and said,


“You are quite certain, my darling, that you are prepared to come with me? I think it is unlikely that your father will ever forgive you if you do.”


Lady Janet sighed.


“You know I cannot stay here without you,” she replied, “and unless we can be together, I have no – wish to go on – living.”


The way she spoke was simple and heartfelt and not in any way dramatic or rancorous.


Frederick knew that what she had just said came from her heart.


He raised her hand to his lips and kissed it.


“So be it,” he murmured.


His carriage was waiting outside and Lady Janet’s trunks were in the hall.


It took a little time before they could be strapped onto the carriage, but there was no sign of the Earl.


As they drove away from The Castle, Lady Janet did not look back.


Frederick’s arms were round her and he kissed her until the drive was left behind.


Then there was only the wild moorland around them.


Contrary to the expectation and determination of the McCairn family, the marriage was blissfully happy


Lady Janet produced a son, which was everything that Frederick Marsham wanted.


Unfortunately she had no more children, but they were content with their little boy who was a delight to his parents with fair hair and bright blue eyes.


Frederick did not object when she had wanted to call her son ‘Talbot’.


It was one of the family names that was ingrained in the history of Scotland.


After they were married in a small village Church there was never a word from the Earl or from any of the McCairn relations.


The only person who really knew that Lady Janet was greatly missing her kith and kin and Scotland itself, was her son, Talbot.


When he was young, she had related all the wild legends of the Highlands to him.


She had stirred his imagination with stories of the Scottish heroes who had been part of her own childhood.


Talbot, when he was somewhat older, realised, when she talked of her homeland, that there was a wistfulness in her voice.


He knew that however happy she was in England, one part of her heart would always belong to the land where she was born and grew up.


She was, however, very careful not to let her husband think that she was anything but extremely happy, which in fact she was.


When Frederick died three years ago, she had longed only to join him.


She totally believed that they would be together in Heaven as they had been on Earth.


It was after Frederick Marsham’s death that things became difficult.


His father had always been a rich man, but then he had in his old age made a number of unfortunate investments, which had swallowed up nearly all his capital.


His son unfortunately inherited little but debts and more debts.


Frederick had expected to own a comfortable estate in the country and to be able to live as his ancestors had lived.


But he found, when his father was dead, that the estate, which was in poor repair, had to be sold.


The proceeds from the house and its contents only just covered their outstanding debts.


What was worse was that Frederick himself had no income except what he received from his father and that was not very much.


He struggled, rather late in life, to find some other source of income, but had failed.


Fortunately, his son, Talbot, had already been educated at the best and most expensive school in England.


He had enjoyed his time at Oxford University enormously and had made a great number of good friends.


It had never occurred to Talbot to worry as to how his fees were paid.


He had never denied himself the clothes, books or horses that he particularly desired.


His father had been subjected to a bombshell when he had found himself penniless.


To Talbot, on his death, it was an unbelievable catastrophe.


“What are we going to live on, Mama?” he had asked his mother.


“I have just no idea, darling,” she replied. “Your father always looked after everything. I never asked him questions about where the money came from.”


Talbot discovered that in the two years before his father’s death, Frederick Marsham had used up every penny of the sale.


He had also incurred an overdraft from his bank, which had to be met.


The only fortunate thing was that Lady Janet possessed some very fine jewellery.


It had been given to her by her adoring husband from the first moment that they had run away together.


Talbot took charge, knowing that his mother did not understand in any way what should be done in these difficult and trying circumstances.


He sold her jewellery very carefully, piece by piece.


He reduced their standard of living by employing two servants when they had previously had six in their house.


The jewellery had gradually dwindled away.


Finally Lady Janet had her wish come true and she joined her husband in Heaven.


Talbot was grateful that he did not at first have to sell the London house where they lived because it would have upset his mother so much to do so.


Once again, however, there were more mounting debts.


The area where the London house was situated was not very fashionable at this particular moment and Talbot sold it for a small sum and moved into lodgings.


For the first time in his life, at the age of twenty-five, he knew that he had to try as hard as he could to find paid work.


It was, he discovered, almost impossible for a gentleman.


When he mentioned what he was looking for in White’s, his friends stared at him as if they could not believe what they were hearing.


“Good Heavens, Talbot!” one of them exclaimed, “You cannot really spend your life in some fusty office or travel to the City like those common chaps in bowler hats.”


“It is what I will have to do,” Talbot said quietly, “unless I am to end up working as a crossing sweeper.”


They laughed at this as if it was a great joke.


But to Talbot it was a nightmare that he could not awake from.


When his house was sold, he had moved into a bachelor flat in Half Moon Street.


It was quite an attractive one that had been used by many of the bucks and beaux during the Regency.


He started on the first floor, which was the most expensive and then he had been forced to move steadily upwards until now he was in the attic.


It was considered most unsuitable for a lodger and only because the landlord was fond of Talbot was he permitted to use it for a few shillings a week.


“You’ll be hot in summer and cold in the winter,” he said. ‘It’s not a proper place for a gentleman.”


“It will do for a gentleman with no money,” Talbot replied, “so I would be very grateful if you could let me have it, as I cannot afford anything better.”


“You’ve always been a most reliable tenant, Mr. Marsham,” the Landlord said, “and I’d be sorry to lose you. Take the attic if you want it, but don’t blame me if you find it’s worse than a bed of nails!”


“I will not do that,” Talbot replied, “and thank you very much. I am most grateful.”


He moved all his possessions up into the attic.


He was aware, however, that even this would prove too expensive unless he could find work.


“There must be something I can do,” he said to Henry again.


“I suppose you could be a coachman or a groom,” Henry replied, “but I cannot see you eating in the servants’ hall.”


“Do you think one of these millionaire friends of the Prince of Wales would take me on their staff?” Talbot asked.


 “The answer is probably ‘no’,” Henry replied,


Talbot knew that this was in all probability true.


It did not, however, make it any easier to find something to do that he would be paid for.


He knew that Henry would help him out if he could.


And he would doubtless pay for him to remain a member of White’s, the Club they both loved so much


But he had a pride that was unquenchable and which doubtless came from his Scottish blood. It made him determined to take as little as possible from his good friend Henry.


He was aware that if he accepted the ten pounds that Henry had offered him, it would have to be spent on the rent.


The meagre meals he consumed, when he did not have an invitation to a luncheon or a dinner party, would take up the rest.


He was most fortunate in that his grandfather had been so well-known in political circles.


And his mother had a fine ancestral title.


He was therefore firmly on the guest list of all the great hostesses of London.


Talbot was assured of a dinner or supper almost every night in one or other of the great houses.


During the Season he also had received a number of invitations to luncheon.


Inevitably there were days when he had to eat very frugally in Shepherd Market.


Alternatively he could go to White’s in the hope that one of the members would pay for his meal.


He bitterly resented not being able to reciprocate their hospitality with invitations of his own. 


He refused a great number of drinks that he was offered by his friends simply because he knew that he could not pay for a round when it came to his turn.


“What am I to do, Henry?” he asked him again, now in despair.


“I honestly don’t know,” Henry answered. “I told my father of your plight, but he merely gave me a long lecture on what a mistake it was to run into such debt.”


He gave a somewhat humourless laugh before he added,


“The bill had just come in for those last horses I had bought and the chaise that I ordered from the coachbuilders.”


“I thought that was an extravagance,” Talbot replied. “After all the one you were driving before was perfectly adequate.”


“But not really up to date,” Henry said. “I just cannot see why I should pinch and scrape when Papa is rolling in money.”


“Mind you are certain of that!” Talbot said warningly. “You must know, as I do, that there has been what amounts to a major crisis on the Stock Exchange.”


Henry shrugged his shoulders.


“I never read the financial columns of the newspapers,” he said. “My father has the best people to advise him and he does not need mine as well.”


Talbot thought it was the same attitude that he had himself taken up where his father was concerned.


It had landed him in the gutter with no means of getting out of it.


He was only thankful that his mother had not had to live as he did and he just knew how much she would have disliked it.


‘I will not give in,’ he told himself. ‘I will find something to do if it kills me.’


He allowed Henry to treat him to luncheon at White’s.


He then walked back to his lodgings.


He had nothing to do before this evening when he had accepted an invitation to dine with the Countess of Warwick at her glorious house in Mayfair..


The food there would be superlative and so would the drinks and ambience.


He thought, with a faint sense of humour, that if only he was a camel, he could then eat enough to last him to the end of the week.


He reached his lodgings at Number 24 Half Moon Street.


The porter opened the door to him.


‘Oh, there you be, Mr. Marsham,” he exclaimed. “There’s a gentleman askin’ ’ere for you.”


“A gentleman?” Talbot exclaimed. “Who is it? Did he give you his name?”


“Nah,” the porter replied, “but ’e says as ’e were very anxious to ’ave a word with you, so I takes ’im upstairs, knowin’ you’d be in sooner or later.”
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