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“Do not judge by appearances – a rich heart may be under a poor coat.”

Scottish proverb

Welcome to this extended and updated version of The River Runs Red, my first book, published in 2019.

After three successful sell-out reprints of the book, I thought that rather than simply taking the easy route and instructing the publisher to order yet another print run, I would instead update the chapters with new information, important additional facts, and even some extra stories. The new version of The River Runs Red is now almost twice the size of the original publication. The project has been both a rewarding and a challenging one, but – I hope you will agree – a worthwhile one. As President Kennedy said,


“We do this not because it is easy, but because it is hard."



The sense of injustice and anger at the vagaries of justice remain undiminished, the ‘Red’ in the book’s title carries as many meanings now as it did in 2019. Murder, blood, debt, social injustice, working class struggles, the invading British army, and the ‘red mist’. All of which flow through the mighty rivers that frame these stories. From Kenmore to Aberfeldy, and from Kinloch Rannoch to Pitlochry and Dunkeld the rivers of Highland Perthshire are still stained a vivid red.

Introduction to this updated version, September 2025 

A journey from Killin, travelling alongside the loch and then following the River Tay to where it meets the River Tummel near Pitlochry, takes in one of the most tranquil settings in Scotland. Tree-lined hills to the north and south, capped with snow in winter, make a beautiful backdrop to the area’s picturesque towns and villages: Kenmore, Grandtully and Aberfeldy to the west, Pitlochry and Kinloch Rannoch to the north, and Dunkeld nestled to the south.

Yet the beauty of Highland Perthshire and the majesty of the River Tay conceal a dark past with a catalogue of murderous crime and unsolved mysteries. The Tower Cottage murder in 1947 brought national attention and a police manhunt to the region. A generation earlier, there were some crimes that today would not even be considered offences, yet at that time warranted penal servitude or transportation to the colonies.

Meanwhile other serious crimes, sometimes even those including murder, were treated more lightly that we might expect today, with ‘the drink’ often seen as a mitigating circumstance.

Unsolved mysteries that perhaps will never be unravelled, and missing bodies never found. There is a touch of tragedy, of comedy, of mystery and even of the supernatural. Crimes of self-preservation, of greed and of revenge. Offences often caused, or exacerbated, by poverty, desperation, ignorance, mental illness and drink. Some cases were resolved: some will always remain an enigma. In the days before DNA and forensic science, the chances of a perpetrator being apprehended were often slim.

In researching this book, the most startling revelation was the sheer number of unsolved mysteries within Highland Perthshire over the past 200 years. There have been countless stories of people ‘gone a-missing’, with no credible reason ever given.

Families and the newspapers reported case after case of missing persons. There was obviously a concerted effort to reduce public levels of fear, as those missing were often reported as ‘drowned by accident’, ‘lost their way in the dark’, or ‘suffering from a loss of memory.’

While tragic accidents do occur, the nineteenth-century crime figures suggest an almost lawless state existing on Perthshire’s roads, particularly prior to the existence of a local police force, backed up by telephone and telegraph. Locals walking the country roads, especially at night, lived in genuine and constant fear of being robbed by groups of vagabonds and itinerants who often camped in the region.

This collection only scratches the surface. There are many more unsolved cases and mysteries – enough to fill another book!

Perhaps the real interest in some of the stories presented here is that we can never fully know the circumstances, leaving our imagination to create the conclusions we desire.

Mark Bridgeman

www.markbridgemanauthor.co.uk
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1: The Mysterious Disappearance of John Crerar
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Early on the morning of Thursday 17th September 1925, John Crerar carefully closed the front door of his family home at Bridgend in Aberfeldy. It was 6 am and he did not wish to disturb his widowed mother, with whom he lived. John’s mother had remarried following the death of John’s father; however, her second husband had also recently passed away.

The sun had not yet risen on that September morning and the street outside was quiet, except for the footsteps of a handful of men also on their way to work in the murky twilight. Nothing seemed unusual. It was a morning like any other for John. Although aged only twenty-seven, he had worked as a shop assistant at D. McGrouther’s, the butchers in Dunkeld Street, since leaving school. His only break from employment at the butchers had come during the Great War, when he had volunteered for the Black Watch as soon as he came of age. After the armistice he had returned from France and taken up his position again.

On that misty Thursday morning he once again set off to walk the few hundred yards to the shop, as he had done on many occasions before. He would never be seen alive again.

An hour or so later John’s mother, Euphemia Carmichael, rose, dressed, and made her own way to McGrouther’s to make some purchases. She knew she would be able to speak to John in the shop, as she had always done. It was just after 8 when she entered the premises.

Mr McGrouther greeted her with some surprise: ‘Is there anything wrong with John this morning?’, he enquired. ‘He hasn’t turned up for work.’

‘That’s funny,’ she replied. ‘He left for work as usual at six o’clock this morning. He always tries to be quiet, but I always hear him.’

Mrs Carmichael rushed home. Nothing seemed out of place. John’s room appeared as it should. As far as she could ascertain, he had left for work earlier that morning – his work clothes were gone – although he did not appear to have taken any money with him Feeling worried, she went to look for John but could find no trace of him. She walked the short distance to Aberfeldy police station and informed Sergeant McFarlane, who decided to organise a search party, together with the local constable, PC Smart. The two officers issued a description, with instructions that it should be printed in the local press:


Missing Aberfeldy Man

John Crerar, the missing man, is about 5ft 8in in height, of ordinary build, with fresh to dark complexion, and black hair. When he left his home he was dressed in a dark grey jacket and vest, brown tweed trousers, and a grey cap.



The strange disappearance was a complete mystery. John was quiet, likeable, trustworthy, and hard-working. He had been employed as a shop assistant at McGrouther’s for many years, starting as a boy in the years before the Great War. During the conflict he had volunteered for the Black Watch Regiment, and had seen active service in France, Egypt and Salonica. After the armistice he returned to work at McGrouther’s. However, he had suffered a great deal from recurrent attacks of malaria. Perhaps, Sergeant McFarlane surmised. the death of his father, his stepfather, and the horrors of the recent war had affected him, as it had many others – yet John had been a reliable and straightforward employee, was popular in the town, and had many friends.

Searches were carried out all across the valley, in the countryside immediately outside Aberfeldy, along the south riverbank, and in outbuildings within the town of Aberfeldy itself. Friends of John, together with scores of volunteers, took advantage of a local public holiday on 22nd September and organised their own search party. This also failed to find any trace of the missing man. That September had been unusually wet, and the River Tay had swollen by several inches. Nevertheless, despite the dangerous conditions and rapid, roaring current, a water search was conducted, this time both along the northern bank and in the river itself (using special glasses designed to aid vision in the dark and murky waters).

The search team’s quest proved both fruitless and puzzling. Although it was quiet on the streets of Aberfeldy at the time that John had gone missing, the police were still surprised that not a single person could recall either hearing or noticing anything unusual. John’s disappearance was out of character, and neither his mother nor employer could imagine any possible reason for the mystery.

Although the police were aware that John experienced occasional recurrences of the malaria he had contracted on active service in Egypt, he was not known to have been suffering in the days leading up to his disappearance. Nor could the police trace a single witness able to recollect seeing anybody in apparent difficulty that morning, or behaving strangely.

A week of fruitless searching passed, and despite the intensive efforts of both the Perthshire police and John’s family, not a single clue to John’s disappearance was forthcoming. After a plea from John’s distraught mother, The Dundee Courier and Perthshire Advertiser newspapers repeated the family’s plea for information, and the missing man’s photograph was circulated widely.

How could a man completely vanish between two buildings just a few hundred yards apart? It was speculated that perhaps he had suffered a loss of memory, and was wandering, hopelessly lost, somewhere. Had John been attacked and robbed, then his body disposed of? Or had he simply decided to disappear, willingly leaving his old life behind him?

Another week passed and the recent wet weather finally receded. On the evening of Saturday 3rd October, Mr James Aird (a road roller driver for Perthshire County Council) decided to go fishing in an area of the River Tay, known locally as the Toll Pool, approximately three-quarters of a mile from the town. Around 6:30 pm he made a tragic discovery when he noticed what appeared to be a body floating in the river. Mr Aird immediately informed Sergeant McFarlane who, along with several others, rushed to the Toll Pool and, using hooks and sticks, managed to drag the body from the water and onto the bank before darkness fell. Despite having apparently been in the water for two weeks, the body was immediately identified as that of John Crerar, and taken to the ambulance station at the Aberfeldy Town Hall.

A coroner’s inquest followed; however, the authorities were unable to establish whether John had been dead or alive at the time his body had entered the water, due to the passage of time since his disappearance. Sergeant McFarlane also explained to the coroner that no signs of foul play had been detected, although the police had been unable to discover at what point along the riverbank John’s body had initially entered the water. An open verdict was therefore recorded. John’s family was then given permission to arrange his funeral, which took place a few days later at the picturesque parish church in Kenmore, overlooking Loch Tay. The matter then appears to have been closed.

Yet the question of exactly what happened to John Crerar was never properly answered. How did a quiet, reliable, and popular young man who, on leaving his home on his regular journey to work, end up approximately three-quarters of a mile away in the River Tay? And why was his body not discovered for sixteen days?

A tributary of the River Tay, known locally as the Moness Burn, runs under the main road in close proximity to the Crerar household at Bridgend. The burn then flows directly for half a mile or so into the Tay, by the Aberfeldy golf course, close to the location of the modern footbridge. However, adjacent to Bridgend, the Moness Burn is bordered by a wall, making it virtually impossible for anyone to have fallen in by accident. John would, in any case, have been well aware of its presence. The burn, along with the river, had been thoroughly searched during the previous two weeks. Although the burn had been swollen by the recent heavy September rains, it has a rocky bed and is shallow in many places. Objects, particularly large ones, entering the water by Bridgend in the town, are seldom transported as far as the river.

Then how did his body end up so far from his last known location? If John had suddenly been taken ill, perhaps with a bout of malaria, why had he not been noticed? Had he cried out for help? If so, he had not been heard. If he had passed out, why had his unconscious body not been spotted? In any case, if he had temporarily felt unwell, why not just return home instead? He was, after all, just yards from his own front door. Even in Highland Perthshire, the weather is still mild in mid-September, so he was unlikely to have succumbed to the cold.

John Crerar had exhibited no sign of being agitated or depressed, and both his mother and employer stated that he had not exhibited any unusual behaviour or suicidal tendencies. Yet, even if John had displayed no outward signs of depression, perhaps he had intended to end his own life? However, if this truly was the case, why rise early from bed, dress for work in the normal manner, and leave the house with no deviation whatever from his usual routine?

Maybe the explanation for John’s disappearance and death is an altogether more sinister one. Perhaps someone harboured a motive or bore a grudge against this outwardly quiet and well-behaved man? If that is really the case, then it would have required a person or persons unknown to have lain in wait that September morning and either forced, or lured, their victim to his watery grave. We know that John’s pockets were empty when his body was recovered from the water. Remember, his mother had already confirmed to the police that her son had not taken any money with him to work that morning. Yet John’s wristwatch was still on his arm. Why would an assailant go to the trouble of attacking his victim, then not removing the one valuable item in his possession?

At the coroner’s inquest, it was conjectured that John had been in the water since the day of his disappearance (despite the thorough search of the river not yielding a body), and little could be deduced from an examination. However, this does not exclude the possibility that it may have been placed there a few days later, after the searches by the authorities. Whilst his body exhibited signs of being in the water for several days, a precise length of time could not be accurately gauged.

John Crerar’s mother did not think he had taken any money with him on that fateful morning; however, she could not be certain. His routine was well known, as he left for the butchers at the same time every day. Yet there were no reports of anyone behaving suspiciously near Bridgend, either that morning, nor later that same day. In fact, no witnesses could be found at all. John’s route to work required a walk of just two or three minutes through The Square and into Dunkeld Street.

The police could only be certain of one thing in this whole perplexing and tragic mystery. John Crerar’s water-damaged wristwatch had stopped at exactly 6:16 am, just sixteen minutes after he had left his home at Bridgend, and when – it was assumed – his body had entered the water.

After the burial service at Kenmore Church, Sergeant McFarlane decided to test a theory in an effort to fathom the mystery of John’s strange disappearance. Armed with a stopwatch, he decided to pace out the journey from the Crerar home at Bridgend to the nearest point in the Tay that a body could feasibly enter the river. That journey took him exactly sixteen minutes.

McFarlane’s simple test seems to prove that John did not enter the water at the Moness Burn at 6 am. Instead, it appears, his watch stopped working when it was either smashed against rock, or came in contact with water, exactly sixteen minutes later. This leaves two tantalising and unanswered questions: Why did John suddenly change direction, and either voluntarily or against his will, head northwards towards the river instead of walking to work? And who or what caused him to deviate from the norm that morning? John’s mother never received an answer to either of those questions. In the years following her son’s death, she moved to Dundee before eventually remarrying. She finally passed away in 1936 at the age of sixty-five.

What truly happened to John in those missing sixteen minutes is probably something we will never know the answer to.
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2: The One-Armed Man
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On the night of Tuesday 4th October 1921, a tense drama played out in an attractive and picturesque Victorian villa on the outskirts of the Perthshire tourist town of Pitlochry. The house, Woodshiel, was a fine example of the type of Victorian villa that had sprung up with the advent of the railways, as the newly affluent middle classes moved from the smoky cities to more healthy climes. Woodshiel boasted spacious grounds, fringed with trees, plants, and bushes, and the house itself had a three-gabled frontage with a wooden framed porch, which commanded a view to the southeast, across the town.

Mrs Christina Robertson had completed her night-time prayers before settling into her bed in one of the first-floor bedrooms. She was comfortably well-off, a widow in her forties, and well respected in the town. A devout Christian, she was a Worthy Matron in the Order of the Eastern Star, a Masonic society based on a select set of Bible teachings. At that time the Order of the Eastern Star had many thousands of lodges across the world, including Chapter 182, which gathered regularly at the Lesser Town Hall Meeting Room in Pitlochry.

That Tuesday night, in one of the other bedrooms, directly across the landing from Mrs Robertson’s room, her young daughter and her daughter’s friend, who happened to be visiting for the night, were already fast asleep. All the lamps had been dimmed and the house was in darkness. The family’s small dog, Pax, was asleep downstairs. Jessie Robertson, the family’s maid – and, despite her surname, no relation ­– occupied a small room on the ground floor. She too had retired for the night.

Suddenly at 4 am, Mrs Robertson was woken from her slumber by high-pitched screaming, which seemed to originate from somewhere downstairs, and the thuds of hurried footsteps coming up the staircase. She quickly lit her bedside lamp. Her first thought was for her daughter, and she rushed to the heavy panelled door of her bedroom. On opening it, she was shocked to see her maid Jessie running towards her from the top of the stairs, one hand clutching a wound, bleeding profusely, on her throat. Jessie screamed hysterically, ‘There’s a man downstairs, and he’s attacked me!’

Jessie’s night garments were stained a vivid red. Mrs Robertson, showing remarkable courage and presence of mind, rushed across the landing and quickly hastened her daughter and friend from their bedroom back into her own room, along with Jessie. Fortunately, thanks to the custom of Victorian modesty, the bedroom doors were of the lockable variety. Quickly, Mrs Robertson turned the key, locking the door from the inside. They all waited in terror, expecting Jessie’s attacker to hammer on the door at any moment. Yet despite the commotion they could not detect the sound of the mysterious assailant either on the landing outside their door or downstairs. In fact, the only sound to pierce the still of the night was that of the family’s dog, Pax, barking incessantly from somewhere on the ground floor.

With the bedroom door now secured, Mrs Robertson was able to assess the extent of the wound to Jessie’s throat. Although she did not think it was life-threatening, she could see that Jessie would need to be taken to the Memorial Hospital in Irvine Terrace, or at the very least the doctor would need to be called. However, they could not possibly risk unlocking the door and making their way downstairs. The unknown man must still be in the house; if he had gone away, Mrs Robertson conjectured, then why was Pax was still barking?

Meanwhile the two young girls had remained remarkably calm, and managed to console Jessie. But what could they all do now? Mrs Robertson knew they would not be able to jump, or climb down, from the upstairs windowsill, particularly with two small girls and her maid injured and bleeding.

Then she remembered, she had kept a whistle in the drawer of her dressing table. It had belonged to her late husband, who had been a fireman. She quickly raised the sash window at the front and began to blow the whistle as often, and as loudly, as she could. The shrill sound echoed between the trees outside, piercing the dark night. Would the sound alert the intruder, or would it frighten him away? Although these thoughts entered her mind, she wisely kept them to herself.

Mrs Robertson had no way of knowing if someone would hear her cry for help, or even if they would realise the gravity of the situation, but she continued to blow frantically in an equal state of hope and terror.

We can only imagine the anguish and the terror those four women endured on that dark night, trapped in that locked bedroom. Several times Mrs Robertson had thought about unlocking the bedroom door and venturing downstairs, but she dared not, because although she knew Jessie needed medical attention she was fully aware, too, that the intruder might still be in the house.

It was fully forty-five minutes until help arrived. Eventually, just before 5 am, a neighbour woken by the whistling, decided to investigate. She hurriedly dressed and immediately ventured outside onto the street. As her eyes became accustomed to the faint light of early morning, she was met by what she would later describe as ‘A strange-looking one-armed man’, who appeared to be leaving from the back of Woodshiel and attempting to make his way down the road towards the town. She noticed that he was thick-set and burly, clean-shaven and approximately forty years of age.

Immediately, fearing something was amiss, she bravely challenged him: ‘Who are you, and what do you want?’

To her astonishment, the man replied, ‘Which is the way to the police station?’

The neighbour thinking it to be an attempt to throw her off the scent, repeated, ‘What are you doing here?’

‘I want the police station.’

Throughout this strange encounter Mrs Robertson was still blowing her whistle from the upstairs window, while Pax continued to bark.

Worried that something sinister might be happening in Mrs Robertson’s house, the neighbour hastily directed the stranger towards the police station. He disappeared into the early morning mist, and the neighbour, calling a local stonemason passing by on his way to work, rushed with him through the open back door of Woodshiel and into the kitchen. The light was still burning, and a broken cut-throat razor lay open on the floor. There were traces of blood on the tiles and on the furniture.

Hearing familiar voices in the house calling out ‘Hello? What’s the matter?’ Mrs Robertson unlocked the bedroom door and appeared on the landing, to be greeted by the sight of her neighbours. The local doctor was sent for and Jessie’s wounds attended to. She was then taken to the Irvine Memorial Hospital in the town. Meanwhile the police were summoned, and they immediately engaged the help of the Procurator Fiscal for Perthshire, to investigate the case. (Under Scottish law, the Procurator Fiscal’s office is the body appointed to investigate serious crime.)

Pitlochry Police Station’s newly appointed inspector, Alexander Cameron, hoped to find answers to these puzzling questions and set about examining the crime scene. There were no signs of forced entry into the house and the downstairs lights were still on. This puzzled detectives. If the lights were still burning, why would a man choose to break into a house in which the occupants were clearly still awake? Another question also baffled Inspector Cameron; surely a one-armed man might find it difficult to affect a forcible entry into a locked home through a heavy wooden door? A cut-throat razor also appeared to be an odd choice of tool for a prospective burglar. It was hardly a suitable instrument to help with a robbery. Perhaps his motive had not been robbery at all, Inspector Cameron speculated; to his savvy nose, something seemed highly irregular. Although this was his first case since his promotion, Cameron was an experienced policeman who had served with the Perthshire force since 1898, acting as sergeant at Pitlochry for the previous eight years. He decided to dig a little deeper.

A search of Jessie’s room also revealed some other telling clues. Upon her return from the hospital, Inspector Cameron questioned her thoroughly.

The bizarre events of the night, in addition to causing a mild sensation in the town, had thrown up several mysteries. Who was the one-armed man? Why had he attacked Jessie? Was theft his motive? Had he been disturbed by her, not realising she was in the house? Why did the one-armed man want to know the location of the police station? Presumably he was not a local man. Did he really intend to hand himself in, or was this merely a distraction to put the neighbours at their ease?

But in fact the mysterious one-armed man had indeed wished to locate the police station in Pitlochry. As soon as it had opened in the morning, he had calmly entered and announced, ‘I have committed a dreadful crime and I am handing myself in.’

He turned out to be David McDougall, a painter’s labourer, who gave his address as 1 Church Place, Edinburgh. He admitted the assault and pled guilty to a charge of ‘stabbing or cutting Jessie Robertson with a razor on the throat, with the intent to murder her, or maim and disfigure her’. He was then remanded to Perth Prison pending further enquiries.

Jessie Robertson was summoned to give evidence, and a special sitting of the High Court in Perth was arranged for Monday 21st November 1921. Lord Robert Blackburn presided, with Mr D.P. Fleming, K.C., prosecuting for the Crown. Mr T. Grainger Stewart, K.C., was appointed as advocate to act in McDougall’s defence.

Following a prayer from the Rev J.M. Scott (this was the traditional way in which proceedings were opened in a Scottish trial at that time), the indictment was read to the packed courtroom:

‘David McDougall, on October 4th, in a house known as Woodshiel, Pitlochry, occupied by Mrs Christina Robertson, you did assault Jessie Robertson, residing there, and did cut her on the neck and shoulder with a razor, and did thus attempt to murder her.’

(It is worth noting that assaults with cut-throat, or ‘straight’, razors were far more commonplace a century ago than they are today. This type of razor was an everyday item, and therefore the attack did not carry the shock value that perhaps it might today. Cut-throat razors accounted for a staggering number of attacks, especially by husbands upon their wives, and were the instrument of choice in the majority of male suicide attempts. Infections caused by cuts from this type of blade also accounted for an astonishing number of deaths in the pre-penicillin world. In addition, ‘Razor Gangs’ terrorised the streets of many cities in Britain, until the carrying of an ‘open knife’ became an offence. The distinction between a folding penknife, or pocketknife, and a covered cut-throat razor was made clear.)

While David McDougall had initially pled guilty to the lesser charge of ‘Attempting to commit bodily harm’, on advice from his counsel he then admitted his guilt to all the charges.

Mr Fleming began his case for the prosecution with the stunning evidence of Jessie Robertson:

‘From information given to the prosecution by the maid,’ Mr Fleming began, ‘it has been revealed that she is in fact the sister of Mr McDougall’s wife. It appears that the accused man had a relationship with his wife’s sister, even spending time living with her on occasion. Without his wife’s knowledge and without the knowledge of Mrs Robertson, Jessie’s employer, he had been secretly living in Woodshiel. In fact, for the three days prior to the attack he had been sharing Miss Robertson’s ground-floor bedroom at the house, without the knowledge of her employer. Just how this was accomplished, without Mrs Robertson being alerted must have required much cunning and stealth on the part of the illicit pair. The accused man, we can assume, regularly entered the house when Mrs Robertson was asleep.

‘On the night of the attack McDougall has admitted that he had been drinking, and it is believed an argument between the couple ensued. What was the violent disagreement between the pair? Perhaps one of them wanted to end the affair? Perhaps Jessie had threatened to tell her sister? Perhaps McDougall, in a moment of guilt, had confessed to his wife? The witness, Miss Robertson, has refused to reveal the reason.’

Jessie Robertson was not on trial; however, her apparent scheming and her refusal to tell the complete story, coupled with her duplicity towards both her sister and her employer, now helped the defence present David McDougall as the more sympathetic figure in this tawdry affair.

Next, the accused man, thanks to a robust defence by Mr Grainger Stewart, would be presented to the jury as a wronged man, more a victim than a defendant.

‘My client, Mr McDougall,’ Mr Grainger Stewart began, ‘had been in the army, and bravely served his country in India until 1909, when he suffered an unfortunate accident, resulting in the loss of his arm. He was subsequently discharged from the army, but unfortunately fell into bad company, at which point he began drinking heavily. He has admitted his guilt to these offences – and, it should be remembered that at the time of the assault my client admits that he was “muddled with drink”, rather than being drunk. Mr McDougall is not such a wicked criminal as one who would commit an assault in cold blood.’ As was often the case in serious criminal cases during the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, an over-indulgence in alcohol was often seen as a mitigating circumstance, and not – as now – a contributory factor.

The defence was also able to show, by way of a practical demonstration in the courtroom, that it would be a difficult – if not impossible – thing for a one-armed man to murderously attack a victim, since he would require one hand to brandish the weapon and the other to restrain the victim.

The prosecution then objected to the theatricality of this demonstration, adding, ‘The only point which may be proved by this is that it might perhaps explain how Jessie Robertson was easily able to escape the attack and make her way upstairs.’

In his summation, Lord Blackburn also noted that ‘The injuries to the woman were not as serious as had first been thought and, in fact, although justifiably frightened, she might well have exaggerated the seriousness of the assault. The prosecution produced no witnesses, other than the victim herself, to the murderous intent of this attack. Perhaps, in an effort to maintain her employment, she has embellished her claim.’

The seriousness of the attack with a cut-throat razor was rightly taken into account, together with the prisoner’s plea of guilty, and David McDougall was sentenced to three years’ penal servitude (prison with hard labour). He wept as he was led from the dock to begin his incarceration.

Penal servitude was a far harsher punishment than a normal custodial sentence, as the work imposed on the prisoner was often pointless, unpaid, punitive, and uncompromising. This type of sentence was finally abolished in Scotland in 1950, following the passing of the Criminal Justice (Scotland) Act 1949.

It appears that David McDougall’s wife forgave him; on his release from prison, the couple reunited until his death during the 1940s. Jessie Robertson eventually found another position in domestic service – although not, it appears, in the employ of Mrs Robertson, who presumably did not give her a reference.
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3: Last Seen at Killin
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Had you been walking on the road between Aberfeldy and Kenmore, on the morning of Saturday 15th October 1892, you may have spotted Mr Charles William Lambe Forbes walking hurriedly westward, away from Aberfeldy, heading towards Kenmore, a distance of six miles. Although the weather that morning was pleasant, Mr Forbes was carrying his Ulster coat, guarding against the possibility of rain. With the heavy Donegal tweed coat over his arm and a small document case in the other hand, Forbes left the last houses of Aberfeldy behind and walked along the narrow, tree lined, winding road.

Charles Forbes was a distinguished gentleman, aged sixty-three, and well respected in the town. He delighted in informing anyone who would listen that he could trace his ancestry all the way back to William the Conqueror. He was married to Lilly, twenty-one years his junior, and the couple had six children. Liked for his genial manner and social nature, Forbes was an agent for the Commercial Bank of Aberfeldy, and a practising solicitor, as well as running a local coal and manure business, he also acting as a Commissioner for the Inland Revenue. His status within the town had also brought with it a seat on the School Board, and a position as Justice of the Peace, Chief Magistrate, and the town’s representative on the Perthshire County Council.
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