MORE REMINISCENCES

The writer of the article from Kemnay Bazaar Book entitled 'Recollections of Kemnay fifty years ago' which appeared in last month's newsletter was William Cadenhead who was born near the Poynernook in Aberdeen in 1819.  He left school at an early age and started work in a thread factory at the foot of Carmelite Street.  His employer left Aberdeen to work in Liverpool and promised the young Cadenhead that if he could find an opening for him he would let him know.  True to his word, he eventually sent for the young man who left his native town and moved south where he worked for several years before returning to Aberdeen.  

From an early age William Cadenhead expressed an interest in poetry and contributed to the local publications of the time.  His first publication of his own works appeared in 1839 entitled "The Prophecy" followed in 1853 by "Flights of Fancy and Lays of Bon-Accord". In old age he was impressed by his friends to publish the rest of his works.  These were published by a few of his friends in 1905 following his death.  Much of his works relate to life around him and he had a soft spot for Kemnay, especially its noted schoolmaster George Stevenson whom he visited often in his young days.  He returned to the area in old age to find a place completely changed to that of his youth.

The following are the thoughts of that visit:

For some years after my first excursion I frequently visited Kemnay, often walking there and back, and gained some new acquaintances and sweet associations that still continue.  Circumstances, however, led to a hiatus in my visits, but not to my tender feelings towards my friends, and the locality so closely blended with my earlier recollections.  I learned that the dwellers and surroundings had changed.  My old friend, Mr. Stevenson, had gone the way of all the earth; there was now railway communication, and the village had been largely extended, and to modern taste, improved.  My desire to visit the old place, one day, became almost a passion with me, and I went and wandered among my old haunts, but could not feel it in my heart to call for those my feelings fondly clung to.  So I took a solitary musing ramble, and I close this desultory notice with a rhyming record of that sadly-sweet visit- 

KEMNAY REVISITED


Ae gowden afternoon



Said my heart, wi' a stoun,




"O, tak' me ance mair to Kemnay!


For lang, lang ago I was ever in a glow




When I beat in your bosom at Kemnay."



So, in the evening fair,


I lichted me doon there,



And wandered thro' the bonnie woods o' Kemnay; 


Wi' mony a sob and sigh for the days that were gone by


And the hearts that ance beat high at Kemnay.


O, the woods were green as ever,


And the wimpling of the river



Was pleasant - as it aye was at Kemnay;


And the sunset bonnilie,  frae the back o' Benachie


Sent a glowin' smile to me at Kemnay.


Ah, me! it's strange, it's strange!


But that rugged mountain range



That you see against the glowing sky at Kemnay-


I am now a grey-haired carle, and have wandered thro' the warl,


But seen naething like a sunset frae Kemnay 


Then between me and the mirk


Stood the bonnie wee bit Kirk,



Where I've prayed to God, and praiséd God at Kemnay,


And frae loving lips hae learned those lessons I have yearn'd


Aft to hear them preached again as at Kemnay.


But alas! and dule, and dule!


The dear sweet bonnie skule,



That was a'thing ance to me at Kemnay,


It was levell'd wi' the ground, and nae trace was to be found


O' the cosiest and kindest hame in Kemnay.


And within the Kirkyard lone


There was graved upon a stone 



A name that had a coothie power in Kemnay;


And beneath a grassy heap there was mouldering in its sleep


The kindest heart that ever beat in Kemnay.


While the tears fell fast and warm


I cried "What charm, what charm 



Can there henceforth be for me at Kemnay!"


And methought from out the heap came the voice of him asleep,


"For my sake ever mind upon Kemnay."


Yes! for lessons I have got


On this sweet and sacred spot-



For the loving lips that taught them at Kemnay-


 For the sake of him asleep beneath this grassy heap 


I will ever hae a lythe heart to Kemnay! 





                                W. CADENHEAD.

