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occupying his leisure hours, which were few 

and far between, with his favourite pursuits. 

In 1831 he enlisted in the Aberdeen- 

shire Militia, and on one occasion narrowly 

escaped punishmert for insubordination, 

having left the ranks while on drill to chase 

a rare butterfly which had attracted his 

attention. At the age of twenty he re- 

moved to Banff, where he fell in love with 

a Huntly lass, whom, after three years’ 

courtship, he married ; and the couple not 

only lived happily together, but managed 

to bring up a family of eleven children on 

an income of gs. or ros. per week. Ed- 

ward would work from six am. to nine 

p.m. at his shoemaking, and then spend. 

half the night in seeking for new natural 

history specimens to add to his collections. 

Somebody once remarked to his wife that 

it must have been rather hard upon her to 

have had her husband so much away, be- 

sides the torn clothes and the “rubbish” 

he brought with him when he did come 

back; but she replied, “Weel, I didna com- 

plain of his interest in the beasties. Shoe- 

makers were often drunken, but his beasties 

kept him frae them. My man’s been a 

sober man, and never negleckit his work. 

So I let him bide.” She was a wise woman. 

And a wise man was Thomas Edward too, 

for, with all his night wanderings and his 

exposure to the cold, he xever touched a 

drop of whiskey. ‘1 believe,” he said 

himself, ‘that if I had indulged in drink, 

or even taken it at all, I never could have 

resisted the weather as I did. As to my 

food, it merely consisted of oatmeal cakes 

washed down by water from the nearest 

spring. Now and then, as a luxury, my 

wife would boil me an egg or two; but I 

never drank anything but water.” 

Some of his adventures were really of 

a thrilling character. He was often bitten 

while endeavouring to capture rabbits, 

squirrels, or weasels; on one occasion he 

was tripped up and stunned during a 

scuffle with a trio of full-grown badgers ; 

and at another time he was attacked while 

sleeping by a polecat, which, after two 

hours’ struggle, he only succeeded in over-   

coming by the aid of some chloroform, 

which he luckily had about him. The only 

weapon which he carried was an old gun, 

which had cost him 4s. 6¢., and which was 

so ricketty that stock and barrel had to be 

tied together with string ; a cow’s horn sery- 

ing him as a powder-flask, and the bowl of a 

tobacco-pipe as a measure for the powder. 

During these night wanderings Edward 

acquired an immense store of information 

respecting the habits of all kinds of animals, 

and after eight years’ labour (Sundays ex- 

cepted, for he was a strict observer of the 

Sabbath), he succeeded in accumulating 

2,000 specimens of creatures found in the 

neighbourhood of Banff. These, arranged 

in 300 cases, he exhibited at St. Brandon’s 

Fair, Banff, but the receipts hardly covered 

his expenses ; added to which misfortune a 

collection of about 2,000 plants which he had 

made were destroyed by some rats, which 

got into the box where they were stored. He 

afterward took this collection to Aberdeen, 

but there, too, it was a financial failure, 

and the disappointed enthusiast sold it for 

420 tos., and returned to his lapstone and 

hammer at Banff, and for a short time gave 

up his collecting in despair. ‘The old pas- 

sion, however, soon reasserted itself, and 

Edward turned again to his old pursuits 

with greater zeal than ever. 

About this time he became acquainted 

with the Rev. James Smith, who lent him 

some works on natural history, which he 

devoured with avidity, and having by this 

time learnt to write as well. as read, he 

began to send descriptive articles to the 

local papers. He subsequently contributed 

some papers on Natural History to the Zoo- 

Jogist and the MWaturalist, and becoming 

better known, carried on a large corre- 

spondence with various people who took 

an interest in such subjects. He is now 

sixty-three years old, and up to a very 

short time ago, when by Her Majesty’s 

special desire, a pension of #50 a year 

was granted to him, he was obliged to earn 

a living at his old trade. The sketch of 

his life given by Mr. Smiles, abounds with 

incident and instructive lessons.


