
Twentieth Century Memories

“ It was interesting to think that the sanatorium was a commercial venture at first and they had a surgeon and everything 
and they did operations. It’s a steep hill up there and the inmates of the Sanatorium called it ‘Haemorrhage Hill’ because one 
of them had a haemorrhage on the way up. The Sanatorium was an important place in Kingussie in its day; it was run by a 
nursing order and they used to wear these long black dresses right down to their ankles and big, white, stiff, winged hats. I 
used to go up there quite a lot (as a message boy from the Bank on his bicycle) and they were very nice but they were odd.”Joe Taylor

“ They came to the High School, the secondary department; I remember them. You see there was no 
hostel and they were all in digs around the town, and then of course when the hostel was built in Portree 
that took a lot of them away, but there was some very distinguished ministers educated in Kingussie…I 
mean many other walks of life too, but a lot of them had church bursaries, that’s why you see.”Jean Fraser, BOHP 1984

(On pupils from the Islands)

“ There was quite a number of them from the Islands and they did tend to sort of stick by themselves, but 
the local people made them always very welcome.  A lot of them turned out very good shinty players for us…
badminton players…they were quite interested in sports you see on the Saturday.  The majority of them, of 
course, were all Gaelic speakers till they went to school; when they went to school they learnt English.”Jessie Innes, BOHP 1984

“ We had all the winter activities, particularly with the British Legion; these were the men from the 1914-18 War 
and their wives, who would run whist drives…I think every week. And then we had most exciting concerts, which 
were held in the Victoria Hall, and the seating there…I can’t remember exactly but I think it was round about three 
or four hundred, it would take, when we had the downstairs and upstairs, and the seats would be filled with the 
local community. They came out in dreadful conditions often, but there was a warmth; just the intimate interaction 
of all the local people, was something that…I live in the memory of that often.” Cath Hunter, BOHP 1984

“ They put in a projection room at the back and a screen behind the stage. All the seats were moveable; 
although they were plush seats they were moveable, and they were stored under the stage. So in the summer time 
it was Monday and Tuesday and Friday and Saturday…In the winter time there was badminton in the Victoria Hall 
and indoor bowling and dances and concerts and that sort of thing…When the cinema was on, on the Friday night, 
the dances took place in the Drill Hall, so you could go to the cinema first and then go to the dance later.”Joe Taylor

“ Oh the pipe band; we loved the pipe band from the time we were children; we just knew Kingussie with a pipe 
band.  We never stopped to wonder how they managed to provide all the uniforms, the tunics; it was just one of 
these things we grew up with.  We never tired of trotting after them and we never tired of standing giving them 
support when they didn’t need it…They would be outside the Duke of Gordon, playing to the summer visitors and 
they were so well received and the Pipe Major, Captain Macdonald from Froach Eilean was in charge of the band.  
And we had Jock Mackenzie, known as Ruben, who was the Drum Major and really a finer spectacle you couldn’t 
see – he was tremendous.  The pipe band was…part of our heritage we thought.” Cath Hunter, BOHP 1984

“ If you were going out of the area you had to go by train…or roundabout the area you had to go by horse and 
cart; and latterly we got cars come in of course. I can remember…I think it was Macpherson, of the Royal (Hotel) 
that had the first car – I can mind of seeing him, and Mr Wolfenden…they had cars first…They gradually came in, 
but few in Kingussie ...they couldn’t afford cars everyone.” Janet Cameron, BOHP 1984

(On early transport)

“ The wood up behind Kingussie there at the golf course and up at Creag Bheag there, I was cutting of that in 1947. 
There were about twenty five men working there altogether between the saw mill and out in the wood. There was four saw 
mills altogether, four saw mills there going steady.  Just beside the golf course.  Oh most of them were local people.”Evan Fraser, BOHP 1984

(On forestry work in Kingussie)

“ There wasn’t any accidents that I remember, really just one…there was a man that was on the winch, the brake failed 
to hold the bogies that was taking the muck from in the tunnel out and it ran back down the line, but by luck…somebody 
spotted it and they stopped it before it got the distance to the rock face, where the men were working.”Evan Fraser, BOHP 1984

(On the Gaick Hydro scheme)

“ I didn’t play curling myself but I remember them curling and the Kingussie club had a pond up in the wood.  Some of us boys used to 
go up and skate on it and you would get chased by the curlers for spoiling their ice.” William Johnstone, BOHP 1984

“ We (Isobel and her nephew,John) went every afternoon up to Ardvonie. It was a very heavy sledge, part of his father’s boat. Alex 
(John’s father) was on a minesweeper, HMS Plucky and it was a new boat…He got a sledge made for John out of bits of wood, from the 
minesweeper. It was far too heavy. When we got home my mother would have porridge ready for us.” Isobel Denoon

Every evening the cows wended their way home from the common grazing.  I can remember seeing them drink from the fountain erected 
in the station square by the Count de Serra Largo…Kingussie in my childhood was the centre of an agricultural community.  The cows 
that drank from the fountain belonged to people who lived right in the middle of the village.  Many people kept livestock and combined 
small scale crofting with their other occupations.  The streets having been laid out in hollow squares there was ample room for stabling 
working horses behind the old houses and I remember a sty full of pigs near the boathouse below the Manse.

From “In the Glens Where I Was Young” by Meta H Scarlett, 1988

“ There used to be a lot of cattle grazed on the Dell. There was a dell grazing committee. Dallas’s ,Macphersons ,Jimmack MacIntosh, 
MacRaes; and they all grazed on the Dell. The cattle went up and down through the main Street and left their trademark.”Billy Cowan

“ If there was anything on as kids, we all went. We used to go to the market sales and climb up on the fence when they were selling the 
sheep…They used to drive the animals up the street to go to the sales and then they would drive them back again to wherever they were 
going…Created no end of a mess, and of course they got into our gardens as well. But it was all part of the fun of living in Kingussie.”Shelagh Stirling

Every autumn, shepherds from all parts of Scotland and spectators from all over the world 
met at Kingussie.  The course was considered the finest in Scotland, the setting superb – 
a natural amphitheatre in the foothills of the Monadhliadh looking towards the Cairngorms.

Between the wars this was the social event of the year in Badenoch.  All the shooting 
tenants forsook their sport for the day and ghillies were given a holiday.  The heather was 
always in bloom and often the sun shone on the array of shooting sticks, travelling rugs 
and picnic baskets as two thousand enthusiasts watched the famous dogs of the past.  

From “In the Glens Where I Was Young” by Meta H Scarlett, 1988

“ Pitmain Lodge was occupied by the owner Mr Fletcher during the season and…it was made of red bricks, which I’ve been told were transported by rail from 
England and then taken up by horse and cart from Kingussie station and built away up in Glen Gynack. I think it was a fancy of the proprietor; he liked red – the 
colour – for some reason or another. I’ve only seen the man once or twice coming down in his little gig, to do a wee bit of shopping on his own in the town and, I 
always noticed, his suits were of a reddish tweed, so I put two and two together…he must fancy this colour…The estate had been in the process of being sold and 
probably they had no need for the lodge. During the last war it was occupied by troops and I don’t suppose that would have helped either…It was there for quite a 
number of years after the war but I don’t think had been used, to my recollection, and the army were employed to blow it up.”William Johnstone, BOHP 1984

“ Well, I can’t remember the distillery being in operation; I remember the building being there alright and it was there certainly up until 
the First World War because troops passing through on marches would very often spend the night…doss down in the old distillery. 
And when we went into this office here after the fire in 1921, there was still a part of the distillery back at that time, because I used to 
look out of the window, of the offices and see them.  It was all done by horses and carts and a big squad of men and big chains of rope 
round the high walls and pulled and…you’d see the walls shaking…and down they came…That was my memory of the distillery.”William Johnstone, BOHP 1984

“ In the summer evenings, we played a game called kick the can.  All the children gathered at the stone bridge at the Duke – that was the ‘den’, and we 
would scatter. And the distillery was an excellent place for hiding in and we had access to it; nobody ever complained about our going there. And directly 
opposite the distillery were buildings which housed motor cars I think, and one thing that I do remember, was the old watering machine which was used to 
water the roads in these days before tarmacadam…This thing was taken out in big pomp and ceremony, usually in the very dry months; the dust would be 
rising and there the water was sprinkling all over the place.” Cath Hunter, BOHP 1984

Kartie races down the Sany Brae,1981. 
(Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

Cath Hunter’s children with Marjorie Crerar 
in Mill Road, 1946. (Courtesy of Morag Barr)

The red-brick edifice of Pitmain Lodge near 
Loch Gynack was blown up by the army in 
1957. (Courtesy of Alastair White)

This tulip garden was in High Street where the sports 
shop is now. Meta Scarlett nee MacBean, author of 
‘In the Glens Where I was Young’’ is seen second 
from right. Her father Duncan MacBean (centre) was 
Provost from 1935-38. (Courtesy of Morag Barr)

Cattle, wandering in the streets of 
Kingussie was once a daily occurrence.

Ploughing the fields above Kingussie 
in the late forties. Some of the new 
housing of the time can be seen. 
(Courtesy of Jim Dallas)

An early snow plough in Kingussie 
High Street, 1960s. (Courtesy of 
Alastair White)

Spey Street, Winter 1950. 
(Courtesy of Shelagh Stirling)

A severe winter in the 1940s. The High 
Street is under deep snow and the 
Royal Hotel is almost up to its eaves in 
snow. (Courtesy of Alastair White)

Gaelic Choir, winners at the Mod in the 
late 50s. (Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

One of Jean Murray’s music groups in 
the late 50s. (Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

Christmas panto in the late 
50s. (Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

Kingussie Pipe Band, 1910. 
(Courtesy of Isobel Harling)

A pipe band dinner dance in the Royal 
Hotel, 1950s. (Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

An outing in the charabanc. 
(Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

A Red Cross outing on 
Sinclair’s Bus, 1950s.

A Cumming family picnic in the 
1930s. (Courtesy of Morag Barr)

An outing from St 
Vincent’s Hospital, 1970s. 
(Courtesy of Gillean Clark)

Kingussie Dance Band, Drill Hall, 
1934. (Courtesy of Isobel Harling)


