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Cycling with Crockett 
 

It’s a little known fact (but well known in Dumfries and Galloway at least,) that 
blacksmith Kirkpatrick MacMillan invented the bicycle in 1839. He was born in 
Thornhill and until recently the Scottish Cycle Museum was housed at Drumlanrig 
Castle. Sadly it’s now closed and Kirkpatrick MacMillan’s contribution to the history 
of cycling unknown to most.  S.R.Crockett has suffered a similar fate in literary 
circles over the last fifty years, but he’s making a come-back now with the 
republishing of his Galloway based works by Ayton Publishing Limited and the 
setting up of the Galloway Raiders literary society.  And of course, we all know that 
Galloway is probably Scotland’s best kept secret as regards tourist destinations.  

While we’re dealing with little known facts from the past,  you might be interested to 
know that Crockett features cycling in some of his novels, most especially in his 
children’s novels.  And to mark what would be Crockett’s 156th birthday, Ayton 
Publishing have pulled together all seven of his children’s novels into The Rainbow 
Crockett, offering modern readers (and cyclists)  once more to go on adventures 
through Galloway (and as far abroad as Penicuik!)  in the company of S.R.Crockett, 
his children and their fictional alter egos the Picton Smiths.  

Samuel Rutherford Crockett (1859-1914) lived through a time of great transition in 
modes of transport. This transition had a huge impact on publishing as well and it’s 
interesting to note the connection between the two.  The development of the railways 
was significant in the development of mass market publishing and both impacted on 
Crockett’s own life. From being the illegitimate son of a rural Galloway dairy maid, 
he became an international traveller, a well known celebrity and a best selling author 
in the 1890’s and beyond.  

The railway train came to Castle Douglas in the year Crockett was born and his 
nearest home station New Galloway (actually 4 miles down the road at Mossdale) 
opened in 1861. But in his boyhood most travel was undertaken on carts.  From the 
18th century there had been taxes not only on roads but also on carts and Crockett 
mentions travelling in the ‘red farm cart’ in several of his works. In his childhood 
farm carts were not taxed and thus provided a means of transport for the family from 
Little Duchrae to church in Castle Douglas (a journey of some 9 miles each way) each 
Sunday.  As a teenager Crockett himself had a bicycle, evidenced in his semi-
autobiographical ‘Rogues’ Island’ where he describes both the efficacy (and 
otherwise) of cycle lights and the trip between Rough Island, Sea Cliff and Castle 
Douglas (Cairn Edward).  



 

(The Rainbow Crockett)  

 

In 2015 Ayton Publishing have drawn his seven children’s works into one series The 
Rainbow Crockett and to mark this we have put together some cycling routes which 
feature in them. Foremost among these are what we are calling The ‘Sweetheart’ 
Trails.   



 

Adventures with Crockett and Sweetheart 
 

‘Sweetheart Travellers,’  first published in 1896 and a bestseller for the ensuing 
decade, tells of the adventures of Crockett and his eldest daughter Maisie (the 
‘Sweetheart’ of the title) as they go out and about in 1891 on a Beeston Humber 
Tricycle. This was cutting edged cycle technology of its time.  

There are two adventures by bike (or more accurately, trike) described in ‘Sweetheart 
Travellers’ which can be recreated in Galloway by the adventurous modern cyclist. 
Both took place on September days, so it seems appropriate to launch the cycling 
trails in September.  

 

 
 
 
The first adventure, which started originally on a September day in 1891,  sets out 
from Laurieston (or it may be from his uncle’s house in Balmaghie) towards the 
Solway – travelling through Kirkcudbright to Gatehouse, stopping at Rutherford’s 
Kirk, then  along Skyreburn, Ravenshall, Cassencary, overlooking Wigtown sands, 
Creetown, to Palnure, reaching the long hill to New Galloway at which point they go 
to the station at Newton Stewart and take the train home. Today the train option is 
denied to the weary  traveller. 
 
The other ‘Sweetheart’ cycle adventure happens by accident and takes Crockett and 
‘Sweetheart’ on a near 30 mile round trip from Balmaghie to St Johns Town of Dalry. 
This ride was started at 4pm and not completed until long after dark. We recommend 
you ride it in the light!  



You can read more of Crockett and Sweethearts adventures by tricycle in ‘Sweetheart 
Travellers’ but this free download gives you the highlights and enables you to ride the 
routes in context for yourself. If you do not have cycling legs, you can always take the 
route by car – or simply enjoy it from your armchair. 



 

The Sweetheart Trail Routes in context: 
 

 

 

ADVENTURE ONE comprises the first 5 chapters of ‘Sweetheart Travellers.’ It’s not 
entirely clear where it starts from, possibly the Crockett’s were staying with his 
uncle in Balmaghie. But we recommend starting this tour from the S.R.Crockett 
memorial in Laurieston.  

 

 

(The Crockett Memorial, Laurieston)  

 

Other start points might be Balmaghie or Little Duchrae, both of which are nearby. 
Either way – here goes:  

‘Not once or twice only have I run off with this sweetheart of mine. For there is 
a seat woven of cunning wicker-work, on which she sits safely between my arms, as 
the swift tricycle, rimmed with the prisoned, viewless wind, bears us onward. There 



were a blue sky and a light warm wind that morning of our first adventure. It was just 
such a morning as completely to satisfy the mother of the little maid that she might 
safely be intrusted to my ‘courser of the air.’ So the charger was brought to the door, 
a miracle of shining steel and winking silver plate. And now, 

‘Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!’ 
My lady mounted—making a charming Little Red Riding-Hood in her cap and 

cloak, warmly tucked about also as to her feet while we spin through the air. ‘Good-
bye, darling, goodbye!’ the home-keeping folks said. From cottage doors the women 
ran out to wave us a last good-speed. The smiths, half-way up the village, stopped the 
ringing anvil and looked after us a moment, shading their eyes with duskiest hands. 
Presently we were out into the high-road between low hedges which led us to the 
moors. The track was perfect as the day itself—hard, stoneless, flecked with alternate 
sunshine and shadow. A light breeze came in our faces and lifted the tangles of my 
Sweetheart's hair. 

It was the very height of living. It was hardly ordinary breath we breathed, but 
some ‘ampler ether, some diviner air.’ Who was it that in haste and ignorance 
declared all ‘riding upon bi-, tri-, or other cycles no better than a vain wriggling upon 
a wheel?’ Poor man! This proves that he never could have run off with a sweetheart 
like mine upon a good steed of Beeston steel. 

‘Haven't we only just left home?’ asked in a little while the runaway maid. She 
turned round and glanced at me through the sunny ripples of her hair in a distracting 
way. It is pleasing to be able thus to praise her in print of which she cannot read so 
much as a letter. For though it is her private opinion that she knows the letter O by 
sight, it is a fact that she has been known upon occasion to pass even that favourite 
vowel without recognition. But then the cut direct is the privilege of her sex. 

[I am commanded by Sweetheart to be sure to add in this place that she was 
‘only four and quite little’ when she said and did most of the things hereafter 
recorded. This is important, because I know she will of a certainty look to see if I 
have kept my promise. For now Sweetheart is quite grown up, and as far as words of 
two syllables.] 

‘It’ll be ever such a long time before we have to go home?’ she continued. ‘We 
are getting very far away from home; are we not, father?’ 

The sense of being out almost alone in the wide world, and thus sitting still 
between the galloping hedges, pleased her like sweet cake. She was silent for a long 
time as we whirled along, ere she turned her face upward again with a wistful look in 
it that I know well. 

‘What are you looking at, Sweetheart?’ 
‘I was only looking to see if you were really my own dear ossifer,’ she said. ‘It's 

such a long way from home.’ 
Now this was a distinct breach on Sweetheart's part of our unwritten agreement 

to make no ‘references to allusions.’ 
It was during the last ride we had together. We were passing some barracks 

where the soldiers were tramping steadily to and fro. Some non-commissioned 
officers, off duty, were working in their little garden patches. 

‘Where is Nelly Sanderson's father's observatory?’ my companion asked, as we 
passed the residence of a playmate. 

‘Nelly Sanderson's father has no observatory. He is a soldier, you know.’ 
A pause for thought, and then: 
‘But I thought that all fathers had observatories?’ was the interrogation. 
This also was somehow explained, and the small bright logical faculty went 

upon its way. 



‘Well, then, if Major Sanderson is a soldier, why is he not working in his 
garden?’ 

This was a state of things which Major Sanderson's commanding officer ought 
manifestly to look into. Then, sudden as a flash struck from a flint, came the words: 

‘Father, do you know what makes those soldiers walk so smart?’ 
‘Why, no, Sweetheart; what might it be?’ 
‘It's their ossifers that makes them walk so smart.’ 
Again a little pause. Then triumphantly, as though recording the solution of a 

problem which had long been troublesome: 
‘And, father, do you know who it is that makes you walk so smart?’ 
‘No, my Sweetheart; who is it?’ 
‘It's mother that makes you walk smart! It's my own dear mother— she's your 

ossifer!’ 
But this, after all, is too serious a subject for even my Sweetheart to make a jest 

upon. So at this point we changed the subject. 
‘Do you see those pretty sparrows there on the hedge?’ I said, as we continued 

to skim Solwaywards along a level road. 
I did not look at the birds very particularly, being, as it were, occupied in 

hunting easy water. But the little maid immediately gave them her best attention. 
The result is not to my credit. She looked at me with a kind of crushing and pitying 
scorn: 

‘Those are not sparrows,’ she said; ‘those are chaffinches.’ 
Again the conversation closed. And as we went, this four-year-old, who did not 

know a letter of the alphabet, told me the name of every tree we flew past, of every 
bird that perched on the hedgerows or flew athwart the path. Anon, as we halted to 
rest in some quiet dell, she ran hither and thither to pick the mosses from the wall, 
and the flowers from the banks, for the ‘dear mother’ so sadly left at home. She 
wrapped them, a damp and rather dirty love token, in the folds of her cloak, trusting 
that the resultant ‘mess’ would be forgiven, inasmuch as ‘her little girl fetched them 
because she loved her’—a forgiveness upon which she did well to depend. 
 

CHAPTER TWO 
THE LION-SLAYER 

 
As we skimmed down the sunny braes and followed the road as it plunged into the 
dark shadows of an over-arching wood, Sweetheart suddenly gave reins to her 
imagination. 

‘There is bears and wolves here, I know,’ she said, in a far-reaching whisper. 
‘Yes, indeed, I see their noses and some of their teeth! They are just a-waiting till we 
pass by, and then they are going to jump on us, and grab us, and eat us all up —yes, 
every little bit!’ 

Yet this most alarming prospect seemed rather to delight Sweetheart than 
otherwise. 

‘Hush, father!’ she whispered, ‘we must go by so softly and quickly. Ole Father 
Bear, he's waiting just round that corner. Now, let us buzz.’ 

And so, according to instructions, we did indeed buzz. Round the descending 
curves of the road we glided, flashing through the rivers of sunlight which barred the 
way here and there, and plunging again like lightning into the dark shadows of the 
‘Forest of the Wolves.’ 

‘I would not let a wolf come and eat my father! You are not frightened when you 
are with me; are you, father? I have got a gun, and pistols, and a big two-handed 



sword. It has cut off the heads of twenty-six lions, besides bears.’ 
In this place followed a sanguinary catalogue which, I regret to say, carried on 

its face the marks of inaccuracy. If only half of it were true, Mr. Gordon Cumming 
bears no comparison with the Nimrod whom I carried before me on my saddle. Even 
Mr. Selous himself might hide his diminished head. 

‘And if a wicked man were to come and want to kill my father, I would shoot 
him dead, and then tell him— Go away, you wicked man!’ 

All which was extremely reassuring, and calculated to make a timid traveller 
feel safe, journeying thus under the protection of such a desperate character, all 
arrayed from head to foot in fine military scarlet. 

Now came a long uphill push. We left sleepy, Dutch-looking Kirkcudbright to 
the south. We were soon climbing the long hill which leads over to Gatehouse by the 
Isles of Fleet. My Sweetheart trotted here and there, as I pushed the machine slowly 
uphill, weaving an intricate maze to and fro across the road. Suddenly there was a 
quick cry of distress from the undaunted lion-slayer. I looked back and saw the little 
maid putting a hand to her mouth, wailing most bitterly the while. 

‘Oh, father! come quick, get a dock-leaf,’ she cried. ‘A naughty, horrid nettle has 
stung me on the hand just when I was pulling a flower.’ 

The required leaf was not at hand, but I pulled a sorrel, in hopes that the juice 
would do as well. Once more I found that I had reckoned without my host. 

‘Oh, father!’ she said, with a hurt expression showing through her tears, ‘that's 
not a dock-leaf; that's only a 'soorock.' Get a docken, quick!’ 

Obediently I searched high and low, and finally discovered one under the 
hedge. Thereupon the sore-wounded member was duly anointed and kissed, and 
with all the honours the hurt made whole. 

 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
RUTHERFORD’S KIRK 

 
Again we mounted and rode. The workers in the neighbouring field among the corn, 
above the blue of Solway, waved us greeting. 

‘Did you see that man on the top of the cart smile at you, father?’ said my 
Sweetheart. 

I had indeed noticed the circumstance of a smile passing over a countenance 
peculiarly saturnine. But I also knew that it was entirely unconnected with myself. 
Soon we glided into the clean, French-looking village of Gatehouse, after a most 
delightful spin downhill through leafy glades and long-vistaed woodland paths. We 
were not to ‘put up’ here, so I made my way into a little baker's shop, kept by the 
kindest of women, who not only provided us with biscuits for our hunger, but added 
also of her tender heart some milk for ‘the bairn.’ 

I went out with these and found the little maid the centre of a somewhat 
clamorous throng of school children. They were fingering all parts of the machine— 
trying the bell, the valves of the pneumatic wheels, and generally driving my 
Sweetheart into a pretty distraction. Her mood at the moment was the imperative 
affirmative, her expression most threatening. 

‘Don't touch father's machine, bad children!’ she was saying, ‘or I'll shoot you! 
And, besides, I will tell my father on you.’ 

The turmoil magically ceased as I approached, and in the midst of a deeply 
interested and fairly silent company my Sweetheart ate and drank as composedly and 
sedately as a queen eating bread and honey among her courtiers. 



Again we were up and away! In a moment the shouting throng fell behind. 
Barking and racing curs were passed as we skimmed with swallow flight down the 
long village street. Then we turned sharp to the right at the bottom, along the 
pleasant road which leads to Anwoth Kirk. Here in Rutherford's Quiet Valley of Well 
Content the hazy sunshine always sleeps. Hardly a bird chirped. 

Silence covered us like a garment. We rode silently along, stealing through the 
shadows and gliding through the sunshine, only our speed making a pleasant stir of 
air about us in the mid-day heat. 

We dismounted and entered into the ivy-clad walls of Rutherford's kirk. It is so 
small that we realised what he was wont to say when asked to leave it: 

‘Anwoth is not a large charge, but it is my charge. And all the people in it have 
not yet turned their hearts to the Lord!’ 

So here we took hands, my Sweetheart and I, and went in. We were all alone. 
We stood in God's house, consecrated with the words of generations of the wise and 
loving, under the roof of God's sky. We uncovered our heads, my little maid standing 
with wide blue eyes of reverence on a high flat tombstone, while I told her of Samuel 
Rutherford, who carried the innocence of a child's love through a long and stormy 
life. Perhaps the little head of sunny curls did not take it all in. What matter? The 
instinct of a child's love does not make any mistake, but looks through scarcely 
understood words to the true inwardness with unfailing intuition—it is the Spirit that 
maketh alive. 

‘The sands of time are sinking’ we sang. I can hear that music yet. 
A child's voice, clear and unfaltering, led. Another, halt and crippled, falteringly 

followed. The sunshine filtered down. The big bees hummed aloft among the leaves. 
Far off a wood-dove moaned. As the verse went on, the dove and I fell silent to listen. 
Only the fresh young voice sang on, strengthening and growing clearer with each 
line: 

‘Dark, dark hath been the midnight, But dayspring is at hand, And glory – glory 
dwelleth In Immanuel’s Land!’ 

As we passed out, a man stood aside from the doorway to let us go by. His 
countryman's hat was in his hand. There was a tear on his cheek also. For he too had 
heard a cherub praise the Lord in his ancient House of Prayer. 

 
 

CHAPTER FOUR 
TWINKLE TAIL, STROKIE FACE, AND LITTLE MAPPITT 

 
All the good mothers have doubtless been asking what my Sweetheart is like when 
she goes a-riding. ‘It is all very well,’ they say, ‘to tell us of golden hair here and of 
blue eyes a little further on. But do not forget that there are other people's 
sweethearts who have golden hair and blue eyes. What more is this Sweetheart of 
yours than any other sweetheart?’ 

No more and no better, dear mothers in Israel, save only in this, that she is 
mine. And that she and I have passed many a hundred weary miles of road through 
between the steel circlets of our wheels. 

Her special care was the sweet-chiming bell clasped on the shining handle-bar 
which crossed in front of us both. It was her duty to clear the way. Let us say that we 
were on a long stretch of road. There was a man far in front. 

‘Ting-a-ling-ting!’ went the bell. 
The man, tramp by profession, but now bent and aged, moved not an inch 

aside, steadily plodding on his way. 



‘Ting a ling ting TING!’ again went the bell, with more emphasis this time, for 
Sweetheart's feelings were getting the better of her. But still there was no move till we 
came within ten yards. Then the well-seasoned tramp moved reluctantly to the side 
of the road and stood at gaze to watch us pass. My Sweetheart wished to stop and 
bestow a copper. The tramp received it, louting low with professional reverence. 

‘Mannie,’ asked the imperious little maid, ‘did you not hear us? We might have 
hurt you!’ 

‘Thank you, miss; yes, miss!’ replied the tramp stolidly 
‘Why does he call me miss?’ was the next question as we sped off, leaving the 

trudging cadger shifting his meal-pokes far in the rear, for this was a new name for 
our Little Red Riding-Hood, who has as many names as there are people in our 
village. 

I told her that I could not tell, but thought it might very probably be because we 
did not hit him. The little one accepted the explanation with a simple faith which 
might well have made me ashamed. So we journeyed on, well content, the little birds 
in our hearts singing their sweetest. Presently a small hand was shifted along the 
handle-bar till it lay on mine. 

‘I like to feel your hand, father. It is so nice and warm.’ 
‘And so is your heart, my dear,’ very promptly I replied, as a lover ought. 
When we mounted our patient steed at the lych-gate, our eyes were yet wet after 

the sweet singing in Rutherford's kirk—which, being now roofless and deserted, with 
only the tombs about it, seemed to have reverted to its original title of ‘God's Kirk 
and Acre.’ The Little Maid, like the child of whom Wordsworth wrote, was 
‘exquisitely wild.’ Her merriment brimmed over. The mood of silent reverence for 
something solemn, she knew not what, among the gravestones, the ivy-clad walls, 
and under the summer stillness, had now rippled into contagious mirth. There was a 
tinkle in her laughter like water running over loose pebbles, or the lap of wavelets 
within a coral cave. A rabbit scudded across our path. It was enough to set her 
romancing. 

‘Old Brer Rabbit, he knows! Oh, he knows! He's taking his little girl out today, 
too, on hiz's tricycle. Go on, old Brer Rabbit, or Maisie and her father will beat you. 
And then your little girl’ll cry! Did you know. father, Little Girl Rabbit's name is 
Twinkle Tail? Yes, indeed! Her mother's name is Strokie Face, but her father's is just 
plain old Brer Rabbit. And little Twinkle Tail has a dolly, and her name is Little 
Mappitt.’ 

‘And where do they all live, Sweetheart?’ 
‘Why, don't you know? God gave them a lovely hole to live in. And you have to 

crawl far in, and the first thing you see, when you get in, is a bit of blue sky.’ 
The Sir Walter of the wondrous eyes looked up, to see if there was any twinkle 

of unbelief in the older and duller eyes that glanced down into hers. But today we 
were all bound for the land of Faery, and the faith she saw was satisfactory in its 
perfect trustfulness. She went on: 

‘Yes, a bit of blue sky; and then you come out (if you are a little rabbit) in a 
country where it is all blue sky—the houses are built of bricks of blue sky, and the 
windows are just thinner bits of blue sky, and Little Mappitt herself is just a bit of 
blue sky, dressed in the old twinks of last year's stars Oh, what a pretty bird! That's a 
Blue Tit. He's a bit of blue sky too, and he lives in a rabbit-hole. Yes, indeed, I saw 
him come out among the leaves!’ 

We were coasting along, now through the arches of the trees, now bending to 
the left along the seashore. The roar of the swift Skyreburn, heavy with last night's 
rain, came to our ears. ‘Father, there is 'Mac' Stop, father!’ cried the Lady of the Bell. 



And very obediently the brake went down and we stopped. It was a painter of our 
acquaintance, an old admirer and present flame of the Little Maid's. She now 
responded to his renewed and honourable proposals by vehemently expressing a 
wish for an immediate matrimonial alliance—as she did, alas! The faithless maiden, 
in many other cases. But I was compelled to shut down, in the character of the 
ruthless parent of melodrama, upon ‘love's young dream,’ and speed incontinently 
onward, while the swain with the fishing-rod was left lamenting. But woe worth the 
day for the inconstancy of woman! As soon as we were out of sight the lady said 
frankly: ‘Isn't it nice to be able to run off when you want?’ For Sweetheart is evidently 
of the easy-hearted lovers who love and ride away—at least, at the age of four. 

  
 

CHAPTER FIVE 
THE HONOURS OF WAR 

 
Soon we were crossing the rocks of the Solway side—a pleasant land open to the 
south and the sun, with cornfields blinking in the hazy light, and reaping-machines 
‘gnarring’ and clicking cheerfully on every slope. Past Ravenshall we went, where the 
latest Scottish representatives of the Chough or Red-legged Crow were, a few years 
ago, still to be found— a beautiful but unenterprising bird, long since shouldered out 
of his once wide fields and lordships by the rusty underbred democracy of the Rook. 

We passed a fountain of clear, cool water, sequestered from the sun beneath a 
tree, where a little streamlet ‘seeps’ its way through the ambient granite. It was the 
place for which the Little Maid had been looking all day. 

‘Where was it that Sir James gave mother a drink out of a leather cup?’ The 
question had been asked a hundred times already. 

Here was the spot. Ah! no more will Sir James Caird, greatest of agriculturists 
and most lovable of men, pursue his pastoral avocations — ‘watering his flocks,’ as he 
loved to say, by taking out his guests to taste ‘the best water in the Stewartry,’ at this 
well by the wayside, fresh from the lirks of the granite hills. 

There, at last, was the old tower of Cassencary, looking out from its bosoming 
woods across to the Wigtown sands, where two hundred years ago the martyr women 
perished in the grey ooze of the Blednoch, The small girl Sweetheart had heard of this 
also. And having today passed a series of monuments to the martyred men and 
women of the Covenant, she now wanted to know if anyone would want to drown her 
for saying her prayers. If so, she frankly avowed her intention of saying them after 
she got into bed — the degenerate little conformist and latitudinarian that she is! She 
does not want to be drowned. So, instead, she is going to play ‘Wigtown Martyrs’ with 
the oldest and least considered of her dolls as soon as she gets home. Thus history 
and martyrology have their uses. 

Presently we wheeled peacefully into Creetown, and dismounted at a quiet-
looking house over which, upon a small, fixed sign, was promise of refreshment. 
While the kind and motherly hostess prepared the eggs and ham, and spread the 
white cloth, an important question was discussed. 

‘Father, is this tea or dinner?’  
‘Dinner, of course, my dear.’ 
‘Then why did you tell the lady it was tea?’ 
‘Well, Sweetheart, let us call it tea.’ 
‘Then, whether am I to get no dinner today, if this is tea—or no tea, if this is 

dinner?’ 
The conversation was suffered to drop at this point, but the interest did not 



lapse. 
‘Well, father dear, I hope it is dinner; for if it is dinner, we might get tea further 

on. But if it is tea, then we have passed dinner somewhere without noticing!’ 
For the angel is mundane on the subject of meals and sweets. Also upon 

another subject. The hostess had two comely boys who were brought, all dumbly 
resistant and unwilling, off the street to be introduced, clinging shyly to their 
mother's skirts. The Little Maid, as became a traveller and a woman of experience in 
affairs of the heart, went forward to make the advances, which is a graceful thing at 
four. But inexperience as to the proper method of saluting little girls with hair all 
aspray about scarlet-cloaked shoulders, kept the bright lads silent and abashed, in 
spite of maternal encouragement. Plainly they meditated retreat. There, 'tis done—a 
chaste salute, which each gallant swain wipes carefully off with the back of his hand! 

At home there was once upon a time a parallel case. A mother, friend and 
neighbour of ours, heard her little boy come into the house be-moaning his lot with 
tears and outcries. 

‘What is the matter now, Jack?’ she said, thinking that at last IT had happened. 
‘O-hu-hu-hu! The little girl hit me on the head because she said she wanted to 

marry me and I said I wouldn't.’ 
Nor, even when expostulated with, could the erring young woman be brought to 

see the impropriety of her action. 
‘But it served him right!’ said Beauty, for even in a certain place there is no fury 

like a woman scorned. And taking everything into consideration there is no doubt 
that it did. 

Being thus refreshed, we mounted once again, and the long, clean street of the 
village sank behind us. We climbed up and up till we were immediately beneath the 
railway station, where signals in battle array were flanked against the sky; then down 
a long descent to the shore levels at Palnure. It was now nearly four in the afternoon, 
and we paused at the entrance of the long hill road to New Galloway, uncertain 
whether to attempt it or not. A man drove along in a light spring-cart. Of him we 
inquired regarding the state of the road. 

‘Ye're never thinkin' o' takin' that bairn that lang, weary road this nicht?’ he 
asked. 

It seemed that the road was fatally cut up with the carting of wood, that much of 
it was a mere moorland track, and the rest of it unridable. This might do for a man, 
but it would not do for little Sweetheart at four o'clock of a September day. Therefore 
we thanked our informant, who raced us, unsuccessfully but good-humouredly, along 
the fine level road toward Newton-Stewart, which smoked placidly in its beautiful 
valley as the goodwives put on the kettles for their ‘Four-hours’ tea. 

Here we were just in time to wait half an hour for the train—as usual. During 
this period the Little Maid became exceedingly friendly with everyone. She went and 
interviewed a very dignified station master, and inquired of him why he was keeping 
her waiting for the train. 

But the train did come at last, when we were whirled with some deliberation 
through the wild country to the eastward, and disembarked at the lonely little 
moorland station of New Galloway. It was growing dusk as we wheeled home along 
the dusty lanes by the side of the placid beauties of Grenoch Loch, the Lake of Pair 
Colours. We entered the village of our sojourn with the honours of war. 

‘Were you not frightened, Sweetheart?’ asked the Lady of the Workbox when we 
sat down to ‘a real tea,’ the stains of travel having disappeared. 

‘Oh, no! certainly not! Even father was not much frightened when I was with 
him. Do you know, mother, we shotted fourteen—yes, more than a hundred lions and 



tigers—we did, didn't we, father?’ 
A pause of corroboration, during which I blush, for really we had not destroyed 

quite so many as that. 
‘Yes, indeed, and father and I went down a rabbit-hole, and…’  
[Left speaking.] 

 

Since you can’t get the train home these days, depending on where you started from 
you can either go ‘the long hill road to New Galloway’ which today means going 
through Newton Stewart and up along  the A712 which will take you through the 
Galloway Forest Park   or get picked up from Palnure, Newton Stewart or the 
Kirroughtree Visitor Centre in the Forest Park.  

SWEETHEART TRAIL TWO:  We’ve all had adventures like this. You set out to meet 
someone and on the way there is a choice of routes – which one will you take? 
Crockett and ‘Sweetheart’ set out to meet ‘the lady of the Workbasket’ (Crockett’s 
wife and Sweetheart’s mother, Ruth) but miss her and end up having to ride a 40 
mile round trip, mostly in the dark – with inadequate lighting on their bicycle. Been 
there? Done that? Why not give this circular route a try in daylight!  

Setting out from Balmaghie and riding to Laurieston, you then go up along the 
A762 past Loch Grenoch (now Woodhall Loch) and the site of the Bogle Thorn (now 
sadly no longer there) to New Galloway and when the road splits you can carry on 
the A762 to St John’s Town of Dalry and come back down the A713 till it meets 
again with New Galloway and retrace your steps.   

 
(The Bogle Thorn, a victim of road straightening)  

 
 
 
 
 
 



CHAPTER TWENTY SIX 
BY THE BOGLE-THORN 

 
‘September is usually just August with the gas screwed down and the fire out. 

Yet there was no such fault to be found with the September afternoon when 
Sweetheart and I last set off. Our journey was a surprise for Sweetheart, and there is 
nothing that Sweetheart loves so much. But then you see at five years of age all 
surprises are pleasant. 

Afterward they get a little more mixed. The happy life is to be always five, to 
have surprises every day, and to believe like fire in Santa Claus. 

At four by the clock Sweetheart is climbing on a bank all overgrown with 
flowers—fifty kinds of them, such a tangle. Many of these are now losing their fresh 
beauty, but Sweetheart is not interested in the flowers this day. 

Her hands have purple stains on them, and her lips, alas! are no more of her 
own geranium red. For the blackberries are ripe. The little knobby globes of the 
bramble hang everywhere, and every night in our own hired house the preserving pot 
is put on, till the delicious smell of ripe boiling fruit fills all the garden walks. At these 
times Sweetheart becomes so sticky that we have to keep her at arm's length, 
whenever the warmth of her affection threatens to overflow into a caress. Afterward 
she and I clean the brass preserving pan with horn spoons— once, twice, thrice, and 
start fair! 

But there is one thing in the world that will take Sweetheart away from a bank 
of blackberries and the superintendence of Lord Baby Brother. That young nobleman 
toddles everywhere after her on tottery fat legs, and declares his intention of getting 
‘fine wipe gamble-berries,’ returning triumphantly in a little to his nurse with the 
greenest and hardest to be attained within half a mile. But Lord Baby Brother 
generally manages to crawl up the bank, and having secured his prey he immediately 
proceeds to tumble headlong down again, heels over head. He is, however, a sturdy 
Spartan, and never either cries or lets go the precious ‘gambleberries.’ He brings 
them clenched in his chubby fists, declaring all the time at the top of his voice, ‘ I'se 
got such a yot! I'se got such a yot!’ 

But when I ride up on the tricycle, Sweetheart is down upon the road in a 
moment. 

‘Oh, where are you going? Can I come, father?’ This with petitionary grace and 
thrilling accent of appeal. 

Sweetheart can, provided that the red cloak of the traveller is obtained. We are 
to go far away along the breezy loch-sides in order to meet the Lady of the 
Workbasket, homeward bound. And as it is September, and already late in the day, 
we must be well wrapped up.  

This explanation is not more than half over, when Sweetheart is on her way to 
the house, locks flying, bare legs twinkling in the sun. In a trice she is out again, 
waving the red cloak, and munching a piece of bread, running all the time at top 
speed—three things which I should not care to do all at once at my time of life. In 
addition she is hurrahing with all her might. So that is four things which this most 
notable of Sweethearts can do at one and the same time. 

We left Lord Baby Brother behind us, engaged in a determined attempt to 
storm the Redan of a specially inaccessible bank or break his neck in the attempt. He 
had seen some greener and harder brambles at the top than any he had yet obtained, 
and so have them he must. Thus he was happily all unconscious of Sweetheart's base 
desertion. 

Through the winking shadows of the tall Lombardy poplars we swept onward. 



The road was smooth and hard as asphalt. Sweetheart turned her head to count the 
milestones which we passed. The wind just drew in our faces so that we felt the cool 
pressure, but it did not retard us. 

Sweetheart said: ‘How long is it since you saw me on the top of that bank, 
father?’ 

‘It is about ten minutes, Sweetheart. Why do you wish to know?’ 
‘Because I was thinking what a difference ten minutes make. Ten minutes ago I 

did not even know that I should be riding on the tricycle with you, father. And now 
here I am!’ 

No doubt a mental philosopher could make something of this. It is beyond me. 
A stone-breaker was breaking stones at the side of the road. He gazed solemnly 

at us through his wire goggles with a singularly antique look, as though he had been 
one of the cave-dwellers come to life. What he thought of us, as we sped past, we 
could neither tell nor yet wait to find out. But Sweetheart thought that it must be very 
nice to be a stone-breaker. 

‘See, father, he is looking after us now. He cannot be very busy. If I were a 
stone-breaker, do you know what I should do?’ 

We do not, most certainly. 
‘Well,’ said Sweetheart, ‘I should have a dog—name of Trusty—a big brown dog. 

Yes, he should be brown—and he should be the most faithful animal in the whole 
world. He would lie on my coat and take care of it, while I went on breaking stones, 
piling them up and cracking them into little bits as regular as lump sugar. I should 
like to be a stone-breaker, father. Can I be a stone-breaker and have a dog named 
Trusty—a brown dog?’ 

I replied that her parents had not yet considered the matter with the 
earnestness which the crisis required. But that, having heard this expression of her 
preference, I doubted not that we should give the matter our immediate attention. 
Or, as before, words to that effect. 

Now, Loch Grenoch lay beneath us, sparkling with a myriad facets, as the light, 
veering winds criss-crossed over it and sent the wavelets in a tiny ‘jabble’ against the 
stones. We were soon under the Bogle-thorn. In an unconscious moment, once upon 
a time, I had informed Sweetheart that on the branches of that tree in years long 
past, when I used to trudge past it on foot, there used to be seen little green men, 
moping and mowing. So every time we pass that way Sweetheart requires the story 
without variations. Not a single fairy must be added or subtracted. Now, it happens 
that the road goes uphill at the Bogle-thorn, and to remember a fairy tale which one 
has made up the year before last, and at the same time to drive a tricycle with a great 
girl of five thereon, is not so easy as sleeping. So, most unfortunately, I omit the curl 
of a green monkey's tail in my recital, which a year ago had made an impression upon 
a small girl's accurate memory. And her reproachful accent as she says, ‘Oh, father, 
you are telling it all different,’ carries its own condemnation with it. 

I urge that it was not easy to tell the exact truth about green monkeys, when 
pedalling all one's might up a hill against the wind. But I am conscious, even as I 
utter the words, that the plea is radically bad, and it certainly does not impose upon 
Sweetheart. We were soon on a smooth stretch, see-sawing along the ups and downs 
of the moorland way. Here the fascinating memories of the farm where Mr. Father 
lived and played when he was a boy gave Sweetheart plenty to ask about as we spun 
along. 

‘And what happened just here, father?’ 
Happily, by the time the explanation is begun something else has been seen, 

and another question has to be asked. Thus one interest destroys another in 



Sweetheart's mind, whilst I am left in peace to make the wheels go round. 
We heard, as we went, the rattle of the trees falling over in the woods of the 

Hollan Isle, where they were dragging copsewood to the waterside to be stripped of 
its bark. There came over to us also the cheerful clank of chains as the horse was 
checked at the edge of the water. 

In the face of the light breeze we sped northward, passing mile after mile of 
delightfully varied scenery behind us with precision and regularity. The roads were 
perfection, the sun was cool, the wind light—on the front seat sat Sweetheart, and she 
chattered incessantly. Who, in such circumstances, could be a pessimist? 

We skimmed under the imminent side of the Bennan Hill, now purple and 
golden-brown with the heather and the dying bracken. On our right, by the loch-side 
of Ken, we passed the little cottage which thirty years ago was known to all in the 
neighbourhood as Snuffy Point, from an occupant who was said to use so much snuff 
that the lake was coloured for half a mile round of a deep brown tint whenever he 
sneezed. A little further on is a deep tunnel of green leaves down which we looked. It 
leads to Kenmure Castle. Sweetheart and I always stop just here to dream. It seems 
as if we could stretch our arms and float down into the wavering infinitude of stirring 
leaves. 

In another minute we had come to the summit of the hill, and were sliding 
smoothly down the long, cleanly kept street of New Galloway. Not a cur barked in our 
track—a fact so remarkable that Sweetheart asked why. 

‘Because New Galloway is a royal burgh,’ I said for a complete answer. 
And Sweetheart, who had so cavilled about the curls on the tails of the green 

men on the Bogle-thorn, accepted the reasoning without a murmur. 
We passed the entrance to that fascinating Clatteringshaws road, which leads 

through the wildest scenery that can be reached by wheels in the south of Scotland. 
Soon we were steering still northward along the green holms of the Ken, and, as we 
looked to the west, the sun was beginning to sit low on the horizon. 

Still there appeared no Lady of the Work-basket to greet us, and Sweetheart 
began to ask at every half mile when the meeting was to take place. In a trice, still 
going rapidly, we found ourselves climbing through Dalry and passing the admirable 
Lochinvar Hotel. We came out again presently on the high, lonely road which leads 
to Carsphairn. But alas! We discovered that there were two roads, and that by either 
of them it was possible for our erring relative to arrive. 

‘Which road shall we take?’ was then the question. Sweetheart was appealed to, 
and said: 

‘The one which mother is coming by.’ Which was arguing in a circle. So we spun 
a coin. ‘Heads or tails?’ 

Thereupon Sweetheart cried ‘Both!’ very loudly and decidedly. But this only still 
further complicated matters. So we had to do it all over again. 

As we are thus waiting a gentleman dressed like a minister passes, driving a low 
pony-phaeton. We ask him if he has seen a lady and gentleman. He says yes, and as 
Sweetheart and I have every confidence in the veracity of a minister who keeps a 
pony-carriage, we take the road to the right. 

Just as we are going out of sight the minister turns round, and calls out after us: 
‘The lady and gentleman were going the other way, in a donkey-cart.’ 
Our feelings are more easily imagined than described. Indeed, Sweetheart's can 

neither be imagined nor described, and the publisher peremptorily refuses to permit 
me to express mine. He says it would be certain to injure the sale of the book. So 
perhaps the less said the better. Only, this minister had a low pony-carriage and he 
wore a low hat. Sweetheart and I decline to indicate the monosyllabic adjective fitted 



to characterise his conduct. 
By this time also the shades of night were falling fast, and our time to 

Allangibbon Bridge beat the record. Finally I fell off altogether, and left Sweetheart to 
run on by herself. 

But that self-possessed young lady was accustomed to steer a tricycle, and so 
remained perfectly safe. Both my saddle-springs had snapped clean through. And 
thus we found ourselves at eight o'clock of a September night, by the closest and 
most favourable calculation, at least fourteen miles from home. 

Moreover, there was no sign of any relative of ours upon the horizon near or far. 
Of course also there was no oil in our lamp. The wise virgins would have claimed no 
kinship with us, but we did not care. For Sweetheart said soothingly: ‘Never mind, 
father; nobody shall touch you while I am with you!’ 

So I picked up the broken saddle, lifted down Sweetheart from her basket seat, 
and the pair of us sat down upon Allangibbon Bridge to think things over. 

First of all there arose the question of provisions. Sweetheart possessed a piece 
of chocolate which had worn grey and round in a little girl's pocket. So we halved 
that. Grey chocolate goes best with a flavour of crumbs. And we ate it that way with 
the sauce of hunger and thankfulness, as we kicked our heels on the bridge and 
looked up the road, singing the while at the top of our voices, ‘O where is our 
wandering mother tonight?’ 

 
CHAPTER  TWENTY SEVEN 

THE ROGUE WITH THE LUMINOUS NOSE 
 

We sat a long time thus, swinging our legs upon the bridge. The night dropped down 
as Sweetheart crept closer, inch by inch. The wind came whistling off the great hills 
with a kind of eerie sough, and the bushes in the glen beneath us creaked and 
moaned. 

‘I want to get on your knee, father, the water is so lonesome behind!’ she said. 
It was indeed time that we were trying to repair damages and return. For, as I 

have already said, we were fourteen miles from home, and the Lady of the 
Workbasket, into whose cosy carriage-wrappings Sweetheart was to nestle, seemed 
more difficult to meet with than an average African explorer. 

‘She must have gone home before us the other way round,’ said Sweetheart 
lucidly. And I think the water grew lonesomer behind her at the thought. 

Finally, with a stout stick out of the hedge-root for a splint, I bound, as well I 
could, the broken saddle-springs down upon the bar. 

Sweetheart was once more set firmly on her seat, and we started. 
At the village of Dalry we laid in provisions for our adventure. 
‘I wish this was home,’ Sweetheart said a little wistfully, when we rode again in 

among the bright lights of the shops and houses. But I took her into the shop with 
me, and there we bought sweetmeats, biscuits, and grapes. For I knew that the way 
would be long without these. 

Before leaving the lights behind us and slipping forward into the dusk, I 
wrapped Sweetheart well about with her shawl and set her feet deep in my coat, so 
that only her face peeped out, her eyes shining meanwhile with the excitement. 
Sweetheart had never been away from home so late in all her life. 

We pushed out swiftly, and in a moment were well past the houses of the 
village. The twilight shut gloomily about us, and it was fully a mile before our eyes 
became accustomed to the gloom, so that we could be sure that we were not in 
danger of running down any fellow-traveller of the night. But strangely enough, after 



a little we could see more clearly than if we had carried a lamp with us. For the road 
in front was shining with a grey, lucid light of its own, and we could have seen a dog a 
hundred yards ahead of us as plainly as a blot on a sheet of paper. 

Sweetheart's heart was beating rarely. I think she had not often been so happy. 
The dark hedges galloped behind us. The air soughed blithely in our faces with the 
increased speed. Big trees glided more solemnly to the rear, and Sweetheart settled 
herself down to an enjoyment which was almost ecstasy. 

And I—well, now when I come to think of it, I enjoyed myself too going at this 
rate. 

It was not long before we came to the head of the long street of New Galloway. 
The folk there were all astir, though the doucer sort had begun to prepare for bed. 

Sweetheart and I had good ten miles before us yet, so we made the lights flit 
past almost as swiftly as the hedges had done. 

‘Ho!’ cried a friendly policeman, ‘where ye gaun' that gait?’ 
‘It's a fine night,’ I replied affably, as though I had been giving some valuable 

information. 
‘It is that,’ said the policeman dryly, ‘for lamps!’ 
He had me there, but he was a kindly officer. Also he laughed, and, being 

satisfied with his own very tolerable wit, he did not pursue either the subject or the 
culprits. For which Sweetheart and I owe him five shillings and costs. 

Then I told Sweetheart of the rider who was once upon a time seized by a 
policeman in our home district. 

He was in our own predicament, in that he carried no illuminant with him 
except a few lucifer matches. 

But lighting upon a tender-hearted officer, the victim was permitted to depart 
upon leaving a contribution of five shillings to the county authorities. Of the requisite 
silver coins he possessed but four, but because he had the appearance of an honest 
man, he was permitted to proceed upon his homeward way on giving a promise to 
remit the odd one. He was as good as his word, and next day the policeman received 
the following letter: 

‘Dear Bobby : Herewith one Bob. Yours, Robert.’ 
‘He should not have said 'Bob,' should he, father?’ said Sweetheart, at the 

conclusion of this improving tale. ‘Nurse says that it is vulgar to say 'Bob' instead of 
shilling, and the young lady in the post-office does not understand Hugo if he says 
'Bob' when he asks for a shilling's worth of stamps.’ 

I cannot pause to argue upon the subject, for we are passing under the deepest 
arch of trees, and it needs all my attention to keep a plain track before us. Presently 
we emerge again into the clearer light. The West begins to glow till the stone dykes 
grow purple, and we can see the features of the passers-by. 

And well it is that we do. For a cherry-nosed rascal, driving an omnibus or some 
other towering conveyance crowded with people, charges straight upon us, in spite of 
Sweetheart's quite remarkable performances on the bell and my loudest warning 
shouts. He cracks his whip menacingly over us as he comes, and there is nothing for 
it but to risk running into the side of the road. The Messrs. Humber of Beeston may 
well advertise the strength and security of their machines, for, after a dozen bumps 
and dives, shaken but safe, we come to a standstill at the foot of the bank. 

Then, though naturally (I think) I may claim to be much-enduring, it is no 
wonder that I leaped off in wild anger and rushed after the scoundrel, shouting dire 
threats of wounds and imprisonment at him for his brutality. I did not, indeed, carry 
these out. But instead, I shall set him in the pillory here, in the faithful chronicle of 
the travels of Sweetheart, which will do just as well. It shames me to think that the 



only instance of brutal treatment which Sweetheart and I met with, in over two 
thousand miles of road-riding, happened here in the very centre of our own 
Galloway. 

But I cannot believe that the blackguard can have been a Galloway man, and 
that, at least, is some comfort. And by this sign shall the traveller know him, that, like 
the glow-worm, he carries a lantern on the poop. For so long as his cherry nose 
shines bright and clear, he will need no sidelights to his waggon. 

I found that my broken saddle had been again jolted off its bearings, and 
needed to be again more firmly lashed. But, in spite of this, it was no long time before 
we were again riding southward. 

Sweetheart had been perfectly brave in the hour of danger. Never had she made 
a sound when we bumped down the bank, nor even when she was left alone while I 
ran back to take up my testimony against mine enemy, the Rogue with the Luminous 
Nose. But just now when it was all over I heard a little sob begin in her throat which 
threatened to grow into a greater trouble.  

‘There are nice purple grapes in that bag!’ I said quickly, with comfortable 
intent, ‘and chocolate in my pocket—which will you have, Sweetheart?’ 

The curative properties of these two have never, I think, been fairly tested by 
the faculty - especially in juvenile cases. After consideration Sweetheart preferred the 
chocolate ‘just now,’ but signified that she cherished no permanent ill-feeling toward 
the grapes in the bag on the handle-bar. Presently she took her hands out of the cloak 
and laid them upon my wrist. They were trembling a little. 

‘I wish I had that rascal of a driver here,’ I said, thinking aloud, as I felt her 
small fingers quiver, 

‘Would you give him some grapes or some chocolate?’ asked Sweetheart 
innocently. 

‘No, Sweetheart,’ I replied, ‘that was not precisely what I was thinking of giving 
him!’ 

‘What would you give him then, father?’ 
‘Never mind!’ said I. ‘Something that he would be much the better of!’ 
‘What a pity that he is not here to get it!’ the maid replied wistfully. 
It was indeed a heart-breaking pity. For the present I had in mind for him of the 

Nose was a skinful of sore bones, to remind him of the danger in which he had placed 
our Sweetheart, and to revenge that little quiver of her hands upon my wrist. 

The loch gleamed in the pale yellow light from the west, and strangely enough it 
grew lighter instead of darker as we went on. We crossed the Portpatrick railway just 
at the point where it begins to push forward into the great western wilderness of bog 
and boulder. Soon we plunged into the darker shades of the woods again. The light in 
the west still remained clear. Now, a short mile further on, there is a well of purest 
water by the roadside. I had promised that sometime Sweetheart should have a drink 
there. Often I had told her tales of drinking from it when I was no older than she. It 
lay in deep shadow, and when we found it the water was cool and refreshing as ever. I 
lifted a double handful to Sweetheart's lips. I fear indeed we both drank more of it 
than was strictly good for us. But the clear, cold draught in the duskiness of the wood 
washed away all unpleasant memories of Rogues with Luminous Noses. 

From this point, the time Sweetheart and I made on our journey was something 
remarkable. Every half-mile we allowed ourselves a single grape, and so busy were 
we trying for the next milestone that we quite forgot to be frightened till we had 
passed the Bogle-thorn. But nevertheless Sweetheart is quite sure that she caught a 
glimpse of the little green monkeys that always swing among its branches after dark. 
According to the best authorities, they have coats of sword-grass and boots made out 



of the husks of hazelnuts. 
In our village street there was quite a respectable crowd out waiting for us to 

arrive, and when we came in, with bell chiming and handkerchiefs flying, the popular 
acclaim was only kept within bounds by the narrowness of the road in front of our 
house. At one time there must have been quite ten people present. 

‘Good evening,’ said Sweetheart, politely and generally to everybody, ‘why have 
you not all gone to bed?’  

We whistled bravely as we went in, for we were culprits and knew it. But, like all 
guilty consciences, we kept a bold front and made a gallant show of ease. And when 
we were made conscious of a certain silent and chilling disapproval of our reckless 
courses, we touched one another's hands sympathetically under the table when 
nobody was looking. Thus, cheered by the companionship of guilt, Sweetheart and I 
managed to make a fairly good supper in spite of the pricks of our consciences.’ 

 
 
  

 
 
 
Volume 4 of the Rainbow Crockett, ‘Sir Toady Crusoe’ also highlights the dangers of 
cycling. Hugh John comes off his bike at Rowting Bridge (check) on his way to rescue 
Toady Lion and injures himself badly enough that Toady Lion comes back home to 
make amends. So it’s not just cars that are a danger for cyclists! Crockett shows that 
cyclists can create danger enough of their own.  



Other Cycling adventures in Crockett country. 

 

 
 
There’s lots of places with a Crockett connection to visit by bike and we are working 
on a variety of routes. Currently Galloway Cycling Holidays offer an S.R.Crockett tour 
in their itinerary and we are developing more routes. They will be more than happy 
to set up customised Crockett related tours, or offer advice for self-guided tours. You 
can connect with them at their website:   
 
http://gallowaycycling.co.uk/tours/122/the_raiders_sr_crockett_cycling_tour 
 
And of course you can make your own adventures. Cycling to Sweetheart Abbey is an 
option. As a young man Crockett wrote a volume of poetry (under a pseudonym) 
called ‘Dulce Cor’ (Sweetheart) but was persuaded by R.L.Stevenson  to forgo poetry 
for prose.   
 

 

(Crockett Corner, Auchencairn)  

Alternatively you might choose to cycle between Castle Douglas (Crockett’s Cairn 
Edward) to Rough Island in the pedals of Jonathan Laurieston and his pals in 
‘Rogues’ Island.’  If you do, why not stop off at the Auchencairn Community Garden 
on the way. It’s in sight of Castle Daffin, the house Crockett inherited from another 



uncle and stayed in regularly. Scenes from ‘Sir Toady Crusoe’, and other stories, are 
suggested in this area and the Garden has a Crockett Corner willow arbour as well as 
one of his early poems inscribed on a series of wooden posts.  



 

Want more? 
 

Between the writing of ‘Sweetheart Travellers’ (1896) and ‘Sweethearts at Home’ 
(1912) there was a very significant change in transport (and society) which is 
reflected in Crockett’s fiction. The advent of the car put cycling in danger (as it still 
does today!) and Crockett not only writes the first car chase in fiction in his 1907 
novel ‘Vida’ –where a chase from St John’s Town of Dalry to Newton Stewart across 
the Galloway moors precedes Buchan’s chase across the Galloway moors by nearly a 
decade, but he also writes extensively about the perils of the new fangled motorised 
transport in ‘Sweethearts at Home.’ Here is an example: 

 
 

When the Roads Were Sweet, Safe and Silent. 
 

‘It is just sixteen years since, with the assistance of Mr. Gordon Browne's pencil, he 
began the preparation of the first series of Sweetheart. Ever since which, for him, 
fortunate day, he has been under promise to supply a second volume having for title 
Sweethearts at Home. From all over the world children keep writing to ask him for 
more adventures with his little companion on the front basket-seat of his tricycle. 
Gladly would he respond to this wish of unseen baby lips, generally expressed on 
ruled paper in straggly lines of doubtful spelling. But, alas! Sweetheart is nineteen 
and tall. She would be the death of her poor father (and of the machine) at the very 
first hill. Now she rides a ‘free-wheel’ of her own, and saddest of all to relate, prefers 
Hugh John or other younger company to her ancientest of comrades. That is, on 
cycling trips. But she makes up to him in other ways, and hardly anything gives her 
greater pleasure than to ‘revisit the roads and ridges’ where, sixteen years ago, her 
baby fingers, vigilant on the cycle bell, called the preceding wayfarer to attention. 

  Then we had the world to ourselves, save for a red farm cart or so. Then there 
were no motor-cars, no motor-buses, no clappering insolent monocycles! It was in 
some wise the rider's age of gold. The country still lay waste and sweet and silent 
about him. The ignoble ‘toot-toot’ and rhinoceros snort of the pursuing monster was 
unknown—unknown, too, the odours which leave the wayfarer fretful and angry 
behind them. 

  ‘Get out of the way, all you mean little people!’ was not yet the commonest of 
highway sounds. The green hedgerows were not hidden under a grey dust veil. The 
Trossachs, the Highlands, the English lakes, and our own fair Galloway roads were 
not splashed with the iridescent fragrance of petrol. Ah, we took Time by the 
forelock, Sweetheart, you and I, in those old days when the hawthorn was untainted 
and the wayside honeysuckles still gave forth a good smell. True, Sweetheart (as 
above stated) sounded a bell. But even she did it with relish, and the trill carried 
tenderly on the ear, like the mass-bell rung in some great cathedral as the service 
culminates, each time more thrilling and insistent. And it was good to see the smile 
of the folk as they stood aside, and the nod which red-cloaked Sweetheart gave them 
as we glided noiselessly past! 

  Ah, a good time! Neither of us are in the least likely to see a better! For during 
these fifteen years there has come upon our land a strange thing, a kind of plague of 
heartlessness; the return, perhaps, of mechanically civilized man to the brute, or (if 
that be too strong) at least to the ruling-out of all gracious consideration for the 



rights of wayfarers. 
  I am sure that the ‘motoring-habit’ is more poisonous and more injurious to 

the nations in this Year of Grace, 1911, than all the poisons that ever were ‘listed.’ It is 
the Indian hemp of the soul, which makes even good men mad. The earth may still 
belong to the Lord, though, standing afar off, I have sometimes my doubts. But of a 
certainty the roads between city and city, the creeper-hung village street where, 
generation after generation, children played, the quiet lanes where the old folk 
walked arm in arm, are now given over to the Minotaur whose name is ‘My Lord 
Teuf-Teuf.’ 

  Every day in all lands (called civilized) the journals are filled with a 
lengthening tale of victims—of the little child going to school, bag on back; the bairn 
playing with his soldiers in the dust; the deaf old lady walking along the lanes, so safe 
and quiet a few years ago. I can see her pattering about, looking for a few roses to 
grace her room—roses to dream over, roses to call back the good days now past for 
ever. 

  ‘HRRUMPH! HRRUMPH!’ It is the trump of doom—behind her, unseen, to 
her unheard. And in the next number of the local paper there will be the briefest of 
paragraphs: ‘No blame attaches to the proprietor or to his excellent and competent 
chauffeur.’ 

  Sometimes, if one has the honour to be run over by the Highest of the High 
Born, they do inquire for you at the hospital, or even send a wreath for the coffin. For 
this one should even be content to die. And the paragraphs in the papers recording 
the gift quite make up to the mourners for their loss. 

  But even so, this is on the heights of motoring generosity. For at least noblesse 
does sometimes oblige. But the more recently and the more ignobly the Over-
Slaughterman has been enriched, the more ignorant of all knowledge he is, the less 
he has seen of other lands, the fewer incursions he has made into the world of books 
and art, the less he possesses of that kindly natural consideration which the King-
Gentleman shares with the Working-Gentleman—the more cruel and selfish he is 
when he gets himself upon the road, rushing along, disguised to the eyes, fakir-mad 
in a kind of devilish Juggernaut joy, to the holocaust of innumerable innocent 
victims. 

  ‘The police failed to obtain the number of the car which caused the accident.’ 
  Naturally! Excellent Under-Slaughterman, vulgarly called Chauffeur! Knows 

his business! He will ask for a rise next week and he will get it. That paragraph about 
the little girl trailed along for fifty yards under the rear wheels, with—Hold your 
tongue, you understand, Higgins—the details would not look well posted up in my 
club! Brave Under-Slaughterman! He winks an eye, as he has a right to do when he 
puts his latest-earned gratuity in his pocket. 

  But, halt there! I will do no man an injustice if I can help it. There are 
motorists and drivers of motor-cars who are noways ‘motor-fiends,’ who conduct a 
car as safely and carefully as in other times they would a pair of horses. I have friends 
among such. God keep them in life and the practice of ‘Unto others as I would that 
others should do unto me!’ 

  But I grow old, at least in experience, and I fear for these my friends. Motoring 
as practiced in Great Britain today (and the northern continent is little better) is the 
direct and intentional abrogation of the Golden Rule. More, it is the only way in 
which a man, light-heartedly, taking no thought for the morrow, may kill his 
neighbour with impunity. In old times it was the pursuit of cent-per-cent. which 
damned a man, and delivered him bound body and soul to Satan. We have changed 
all that. Now it is the pursuit of the mile-a-minute which sucks men's hearts empty of 



a generous feeling, which is the great open-air school for making iron-bound 
materialists out of human men—or rather animals fitted with deadly mechanical 
appliances worse than those of Mr. Wells's Martians. 

  I love my friends who are tied to these chariot wheels. But I fear for them. 
Temptation is great. Easy is the descent of Avernus, aided by a smart chauffeur, who 
wants to give you ‘the value of your money’ in speed and the survival of the fittest: id 
est, of himself and you! 

  Better, far better, to take pack on back, pilgrim staff in hand, and then—to the 
woods and the hills with Sweetheart and me, where never ‘teuf-teuf’ can be heard, 
nor petrol perfume the land.’ 

 
Of course today we have the option to explore Crockett’s places by car or by 

bike – or indeed to visit his Galloway places without ever leaving our armchair, 
simply by reading his books. Whichever way you choose to follow Crockett’s 
footsteps in Galloway, I’m sure you will have a wonderful time. Whatever the 
weather.  



Crockett Beyond the Rainbow… 
 

Obviously there’s a lot more to ‘Sweetheart Travellers’ and the Rainbow Crockett 
series than cycling, but every adventure has to start somewhere and hopefully getting 
on your bike might whet your appetite for more from Galloway’s most prolific 
novelist.  

Other books in the series are: 

The Surprising Adventures of Sir Toady Lion (Volume 2) The first of Crockett’s 
Toady Lion stories this one is set in Penicuik and features Hugh John (a fictional 
version of Crockett’s eldest son Philip) as General Napoleon Smith in a series of 
adventures.  However, Sir Toady Lion (Crockett’s youngest son George) manages to 
steal the show time and again.  

Red Cap Tales (Volume 3) The first of Crockett’s tribute to Walter Scott’s novels. 
Written ostensibly because his children would not read Scott, he re-tells the stories in 
a way that they can act out and thus gains their (and our) interest.  

Sir Toady Crusoe (Volume 4) This time Sir Toady Lion is the unashamed hero of his 
own boys own adventure as he is banished from Penicuik to Galloway where he 
embarks upon a nautical adventure along the Solway Coast.   

Red Cap Adventures (Volume 5) In the sequel to Red Cap Tales the children 
themselves are encouraged to tell (and in some cases act out) more stories from 
Scott.  The humour of their engagement as well as the accurate portrayal of small 
town life at the turn of the 19th/20th century make this an entertaining read even if 
Scott doesn’t float your boat!  

Sweethearts at Home (Volume 6) Crockett offers Sweetheart’s own (fictional) diary 
version of growing up as his daughter as well as offering his other children right to 
reply against the father who fictionalised them as the Picton Smith’s to great effect. It 
offers a great insight into Crockett himself as well as being a nostalgic review of the 
relationship between a father and his children.  

Rogues’ Island (Volume 7)  Crockett revisits his own teenage ‘rites of passage’ in the 
character of Jonathan Laurieston and recounts the ‘adventures’ he and his friends 
(including Andrew Penman and William MacGeorge) had on Rough Island the 
summer they left school.  

What about the adults?  

Beyond his children’s fiction there is the 32 volume ‘The Galloway Collection’  of 
stories set at least partly in Galloway, details of which can be found at the Galloway 



Raiders website along with other books by and about Crockett.  
www.gallowayraiders.co.uk  

The Galloway Raiders is the S.R.Crockett literary society which is the place to find 
out about Crockett online, and also organises regular meetings and events for 
members both in Galloway and further afield.  Membership is free and discounts on 
Crockett books is available to members.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


