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CHAPTER 1

1961-1962: President, Tnomas M. Munro

Gromart}-‘ occupies the Chair. Thomas McAllan Munro,

whose birthplace is Tain, is only the fourth banker in
over fifty years to become the Society’s President. When it is
remembered that in the past twenty years the number of
Members following the banking profession has far exceeded
that of any other calling, it is surprising that more have not
attained the high office of President.

President T. M. Munro entered the service of the British
Linen Bank in 1913. On reaching military age during the
first World War, he immediately enrolled for service with
the Forces and it was towards the end of 1919 that he
returned to civilian life. His banking experience was there-
after enlarged by service in the Bank’s principal Offices at
Perth, Dundee, Glasgow and London. When he retired in
1961, he had spent thirty-six years south of the Border, the
last ten years as Manager of the London West End Branch.
Although he held this important and responsible appoint-
ment he found time to involve himself in the work of the
Royal Scottish Corporation of which he is a member of the
Committee of Management and of the Finance Sub-
Committee.

In addition, he has given good service to the Presbyterian
Church of England. He has been an Elder of Trinity Pres-
byterian Church at Wimbledon since 1938 and was Church
Treasurer from 1939 until 1950 when he was appointed to
the General Assembly to be Convenor of its Treasureship
Committee, the Church’s principal committee for Finance

FOR the second time in six years, a native of Ross and

1
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and Investment. Having held that office and that of Chair-
man of the Presbyterian Church of England Trust for the
full permissible period of nine years, he retired in 1959, but
is still an active member of the Committee and the Trust.

President Munro is an ardent and enthusiastic Scot who
returns regularly to the Highlands of his youth to renew old
friendships and to restore his vitality.

On Thursday 16th November, 1961, the new President T. M. Munro
took the chair at the Council and General Meetings at the Hotel
Rembrandt, Thurloe Place, South Kensington. The business included
the award to the Honorary Historian, Bro. Caledonian W. M. Miller
of the gold badge of the Society, for his services to the Society, an
honour which the Honorary Historian acknowledged with deep appre-
ciation. At these meetings it was also decided to apply in the purchase
of a pipe banner, the gift of £100 received from the sons of the late Past
President James Thomson, F.R.S.E. in memory of their father. On one
side of this banner would be embroidered the crest of the Society and
on the other that of the Thomson family,

After the loyal toasts had been honoured at the Little Dinner follow-
ing the business meetings, the President introduced Capt. John Mac-
Leod, T.D., M.P. who had kindly agreed to give a Sentiment on

Tur FuturE oF THE HIGHLANDS

He said: On looking through the Chronicles of your
Society I feel humble indeed when I note the names of
previous speakers who have moved this Address.

When Mr. Munro asked me to choose my subject I
thought — we have heard so much about the past history of
Scotland and the exploits of her distinguished sons; so,
Gentlemen, if you will bear with me, I should like to speak
about the future of the Highlands.

I hope that I shall speak to you tonight as a Highlander,
and that my views will be shared by those, whatever their
political beliefs, who have the interests of Scotland at heart,
looking at the Highlands from an objective point of view,
and trusting that I may stimulate some food for thought.

My subject is, of course, too vast to deal with in great
detail — but I thought the best thing is to try and give you
some idea of what is going on and something of the develop-
ment that is taking place, or should take place.

We in the Highlands don't want you to become senti-
mental over us, but we hope you will agree that our problems
need special treatment. I say that because, for a thousand
years, the Highlands were cut off from the rest of Scotland.
In those years they had their own culture, traditions and
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language, besides being an area virtually devoid of com-
munications: also, in a recent book on Culloden by John
Prebble, he points out that from that date ‘began a sickness
from which Scotland and the Highlands in particular never
recovered; its economic consequences emptied the High-
lands of people’. The effect is still felt today.

We are apt to forget that in talking about the Highlands
we are dealing with 479, of Scotland, and it is serious to
note that in a recent census taken, every Highland County,
with the exception of Caithness, has shown a decline in
population since as recently as 1g50.

Shortly after the war, a body called the Highland Advisory
Panel was set up. The Chairman is the eminent Scottish
Judge, Lord Cameron, and in addition there are the High-
land Members of Parliament, representatives from all High-
land County Councils, a Trades Union representative,
representatives from the Scottish Council (Development and
Industry). the Crofters Commission, and other bodies, to-
gether with Civil Servants from St. Andrew’s House, and their
advisers.

In my view this is a unique body of people to assemble in
one room, The Panel break up into various groups — agricul-
ture, trade, and so on: and between meetings they gather
the vital information concerning their particular group from
various areas throughout the Highlands after visiting Local
Authorities and other interested parties, in many cases on
the spot. They then produce papers which are discussed and
sifted out at Panel Meetings, when advice is then given to
the Secretary of State in, I think, as an unbiased way as
possible, by this cross-section of the community.

First of course, we must provide more permanent employ-
ment. In Scotland, as in the rest of the country, we must have
a greater distribution of industry and unless we are to have
great barren wastes, we must build up a more balanced
economy. The Highlands have their part to play — if we
allow them to do so.

It is interesting to note why Caithness has increased in
population. The reason is because of the Dounreay Experi-
mental Research Establishment where, as you know, there
is a major experimental programme connected with the
development of a fast breeder reactor for the economic pro-
duction of electricity. Research of nuclear reactor materials
is also carried out, and on an adjacent site is the construction
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of the Admiralty’s prototype submarine installation, includ-
ing reactor and machinery. So you see the establishment of
one enterprise leads to another. The most advanced work in
science and engineering is going on there.

Men and women from the Highlands have made good in
all parts of the world and have contributed much to its
wellbeing. There can be no doubt that, given the oppor-
tunities, they would do the same in their own country.

You will remember the Highlander’s prayer —

‘Oh that the peats would cut themselves;
And the fish would jump on the shore;
And that you and I might lie in our beds
This day and for evermore'.

That may have been so when the opportunities were absent.

But it is interesting to note that recently there was a
National competition amongst apprentices from Atomic
Plants all over the country, and that a baker’s son from
Wick, with no industrial background whatsoever, came with-
in a point of winning.

Again we see the same theme through the development
of Hydro-Electricity schemes. The north of Scotland Hydro-
Electric Board continues to create new records vear by year
in their generation and sales of electricity. Besides, the
Board have produced roads and other amenities, and Social
Services which the Highlands would not otherwise have had.
Again, one enterprise leads to another.

I know a firm of contractors in Ross-shire which now
plays an important part in constructional work, not only in
Scotland but throughout the country, which was built up to its
present size almost entirely by the opportunities it got from
employment in Hydro schemes. The head of that firm
recently praised his labour by pointing out that he had the
most reliable workmen in the country.

Incidentally, in building a new bridge of substantial pro-
portions over the River Ness, the job was finished before
schedule, without employing one man on Sunday work,
which says much for the type of labour employed.

Tribute must be paid to the work of the Forestry Com-
mission. By the provision of parks and the amenities within
the parks, they have helped to open up the Highlands. The
Highlands are being opened up today, but too slowly. In the
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Western Highlands we have some of the finest scenery of its
kind for sheer rugged grandeur, that could be found any-
where in the world. Too many of these areas are closed to
the tourist through lack of a through-road scheme. The
tourist industry has developed and is leaving much needed
hard cash in areas which would find it difficult to get it in
any other way. Here again we find the same story of one
enterprise building around another. The crofting townships
have smartened up their houses and gardens and there is
new life and movement in the area. A few small industries
are developing to sell goods to the tourist.

Again, in this sphere the Scottish Council of Physical
Recreation is helping with many holiday training courses —
ski-ing, mountaineering, pony trekking, angling instruction,
to mention only a few. The Highlands welcome those from
the cities and industrial areas to help them find physical and
mental invigoration and refreshment.

However, one of the greatest contributions that the High-
lands can make to the national effort is through the large
amount of land that is capable of reclamation. There are
thousands of acres which could be, and are being, reclaimed
for agriculture, and the development of modern machinery
and the advancement of science and research has greatly
facilitated the possibilities.

I would just like to mention a most miraculous work in
this sphere that has been carried out in the Island of Lewis.
Here again we see the same theme of the Highlander able
to work out his own solution in his own way if he is given
the necessary finance and opportunities to do so. New
pastures have virtually been created by the crofter on many
acres of land which was nothing more than heather and
scrub, by surface seeding and by the orderly and sustained
methods of regeneration, and the use of fertilisers to main-
tain a good source of grass, with the obvious advantages —
they now have better summer grazing, more feed for the
winter, and more and better stock can be carried on what
was — here is my point — once unproductive ground.

Although we hear of many demands made from the High-
lands — and, goodness knows there are many problems still
to be solved and much development to be carried out, if we
are to see the Highlands play their part in a National effort
of which they are capable — a lot is going on as I have
mentioned, in the public sector, but there is also, of course,
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through private enterprise much being done. The Local
Employment Act is playing its part. In my own area there is
the revival of the Strathpeffer Spa, and although it was a
great blow when Invergordon was closed as a naval base, a
new distillery is at present under construction by a private
firm, and we can only hope that this magnificent harbour
will be put to greater use in future. Inverness and Fort
William have developed new industries.

It is ridiculous to talk about the Highlands being remote.
Nowhere in this small island of ours is remote, with the
tremendous developments in modern transport and com-
munication that are taking place throughout the world. One
can go across to America in two and a half hours. An execu-
tive, for example, can leave London in the morning, do a
day’s work in his office in the North of Scotland, and return
the same evening, and I am sure that many of those present
who live in dormitory suburbs find it takes longer to get to
the city than I would flying from London to Inverness.

Recently a group representing the Highland Panel paid a
visit to Norway to examine certain problems of rural areas
in Norway, particularly those concerning transport and in-
dustrial development, visiting districts which are in many
ways comparable to the central Highland and to the West
Coast of Scotland. Whilst conditions are not exactly parallel,
there seem to be a number of ways in which this country
can learn and profit from Norwegian experience. If any
substantial industrial development were to take place in the
Highlands, it is essential that railway lines must be retained,
and in Norway railways are being extended. The word
‘impossible’ did not seem to be in their vocabulary, and even
one firm importing wood was found to be selling furniture
to Harrods in London. This shows what can be done. The
group were impressed by the vigorous way of life and the
manner in which the Local Authorities, even the smallest,
were able to tackle their own financial and industrial prob-
lems. They were impressed by the close relationship between
the central and the local authorities; the comprehensive
system of financial aid for development, which took the form
of tax relief or loans at low interest rates, and of guarantees
from both local and central authorities.

Here is an example, as I said at the beginning, of how
the representatives concerned will prepare a more detailed
paper which can then be examined by the Panel. I feel that
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with this new stimulus there may well be a break through in
our Highland problems, and of course one of the main
factors must be greater co-operation among the bodies in-
terested in Highland affairs, so that we can find new leader-
ship and co-operation within our Highland townships.

Too many of the leaders and more enterprising men and
women have left. Gentlemen, it is not such a bad thing for
people to go and see a bit of the world, providing they
would come back again and we in Scotland and the High-
lands have sold and we are still selling our brains and man-
power. Surely we have the right to demand a return.

Your Society I feel can help. If you hear of anybody want-
ing to develop their business or open up new enterprises,
tell them not to neglect looking at the possible potential
which they could find in the Highlands. Through the
Scottish Office and the Board of Trade many facilities are
available, and let us not forget that every successful enter-
prise, however small, leads and we hope will lead on to
greater things.

The Sentiment was received with loud applause and the
President thanked Capt. McLeod for the excellent address
he had given the members.

A WeLcoME To OUR GUESTS
In proposing the toast of ‘Our Guests', Bro. Caledonian W. Alexander
Law, O.B.E.,, F.R.C.S,, said—

It is a great honour and a great privilege to propose the Toast of our
welcome Guests, but I hope I am not like one of my Doctor friends,
who having an important speech to make, prepared copious notes for
weeks beforehand. On the day in question, having studied his notes at
breakfast, he set off on his rounds, leaving the notes on a table in the
hall, His wife seeing the Doctor’s usual scrawl, thought they were just
prescriptions, so promptly sent them off to the Chemist. The Doctor
returned at lunch time, was horrified to find the notes missing and
immediately upbraided his wife. Just then the door bell rang, and there
was the Chemist's boy carrying a large bottle—the label on it in large
print read ‘Eye Wash'! (Laughter).

My remarks I trust will not be taken in the same light, as T know
all the Members of the Caledonian Society of London desire to offer
our Guests the friendliest and warmest hospitality possible. Without
them it would be hard to imagine a Caledonian Society Dinner.

We are not like the high society lady who was giving a debutante's
dance, and being short of male guests, wrote a letter to a nearby Ameri-
can Regiment inviting six Officers. She made one stipulation—that they
must not be Jews. The great day came and the butler announced the
six American Guests, but imagine the lady’s consternation at seeing six
coloured Officers. She hesitated, and then murmured something about
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there being a mistake. "Oh no," replied the Officer-in-Charge ‘Colonel
Goldberg never makes mistakes!" (Laughter).

It is not possible for me to mention by name all the honoured Guests
we have with us tonight, but I would like to tell you something about
some of them. We have all very much enjoyed the Sentiment so ably
given by Captain John MacLeod, Member of Parliament for Ross and
Cromarty. He clearly knows The Highlands'. He lives in Inverness-shire,
Amongst his onerous and imporiant duties is his membership of the
Highlands and Islands Advisory Panel. (Applause)

The London Scottish are receiving a toast for themselves, bur we
would specially like to welcome the new Commanding Officer—Lieut.
Colonel R. T. S. MacPherson, M.C., T.D., Colonel A. T. Law, DS.0.,
T.D. and Major David Ord, M.B.E., TD.

There would be something wrong if we had no bankers amongst our
Guests, and I would like to mention two. Mr. Brian F. Macdona is a
guest of the President. He is General Manager of Barclays Bank D.C.O.,
and has promised to give the Sentiment at our December Meeting. The
President must feel that there are not enough bankers in the Society,
and has therefore called up reserves to provide moral support. Mr.
Hugh P. Crosbie, M.C., comes from Girvan and has recently succeeded
our late Brother Caledonian, James R. Chalmers, as Manager of the
National Commercial Bank of Scotland, Nicholas Lane Office.

You will be glad to know that the spiritual side is well represented
by the Rev. A, L. Macarthur, M.A,, M.Litt., who is General Secretary
of the Presbyterian Church of England. He, too, is a guest of the
President.

My own guest, Mr. Leonard Boden, is the well-known portrait
painter, and at present holds the arduous office of Chairman of the
Chelsea Arts Society. He and I met some 4o years ago, being two Scot-
tish boys who wore the kilt at an English Preparatory School. He
studied Art in Glasgow, and his portraits of The Queen and Prince
Philip are renowned. I understand that at the present time he has ten
Royal portrtaits in hand, so Scotland can indeed be proud of him.

We give a very warm welcome to the new Secretary of the Royal
Scottish Corporation Mr. A. D. Mitchell. No doubt we will be seeing
more of him in due course.

Representatives of Scottish Societies whom we are pleased to see
include Mr. A. F. Robertson, Honorary Secretary of the Burns Club
of London, Mr. A. ]J. Morrison, President of the Chelmsford and Dis-
trict Scottish Association, and Mr. C. White, Social Secretary of the
Leytonstone and District Scottish Association.

We are also delighted to have Mr. J. Mackie with us this evening. He
is Chairman of Seager, Evans & Co. Ltd.

Finally, we give a very hearty welcome to Sir Francis Low, who is to
respond to this Toast. He has spent much of his life in India and is
Honorary Secretary of the East India Association. This Aberdonian was
educated at Robert Gordon's College and joined the Aberdeen Free
Press in 1g10. Even the press is free in Aberdeen! Serving in the 191418
war he was commissioned into the 4th Battalion of the Gordon High-
landers in 1916 and served in the Middle East, later becoming a Siaff
Officer in Intelligence. After being the chief reporter of the Aberdeen
Free Press, he later became editor of The Times of India, and led the

P —
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Indian Delegation to the 6th Imperial Press Conference in London in
1946. Besides taking a very active part in various Clubs in Bombay, he
is also very interested in the Y.M.C.A. and the Boys Brigade, having
been Chairman of the Committee of Management, The Indian Students
Union and Hotel (Y.M.C.A.) and President of the London District of
the Boys Brigade, He is therefore a very energetic individual and is
doing a great deal for young people. More men of his calibre would
help to put an end to the present scourge of juvenile delinquency.
{Applause)

Scots IN THE EasT

Sir Francis Low, acknowledging the Toast on behalf of the Guests,
referred to the debt which the Eastern Countries owed to Scotsmen. In
administration there were the Marquis of Linlithgow and Sir John Col-
ville, later Lord Clydesmuir. In commerce many of the great firms in
Calcutta, Bombay and Madras owed their origin and success to Scots.
In shipping and banking the same conditions applied. It was admitted
that those who built these businesses did well themselves but they laid
the foundation on which the administrative and economic success of
those countries rests today. In India the Government, the administra-
tion, the army communications, and business were now in the hands
of Indians and Pakistanis who were largely trained by British people,
among whom Scotsmen played a very large part. They were pioneers
and that pioneering spirit will continue among our people of today and
tomorrow. Scotsmen could look back with legitimate pride on the part
their countrymen played in the development of the great new Common-
wealth countries of the East. (Loud applause)

Our REGIMENT “THE Scotrisa’”
The Toast of the London Scottish Regiment was submitted by the
President, who in the course of his remarks stressed the Society's his-
torical link with the Regiment. Its record in three wars could be judged
by the decorations and honours won by its members, including three
Victoria Crosses, twenty-two Distinguished Service Orders, seventy-one
Military Crosses, two hundred and fifty one Distinguished Conduct
Medals, Military Medals and Meritorious Service Medals and many
other awards.

The Society was proud of its close association with this great Regi-
ment and proud of their achievements. (Applause)

#* * @

Bro. Caledonian Donald Fraser sang with great acceptance to his fellow
members ‘Mary Morison,” *A Scottish Soldier,” 'O My Love's like a red,
red rose,” and ‘Afton Water.” Bro. Caledonian Robert Eadie, L.R.A.M.,
with his customary efficiency, tastefully accompanied the singer.

On this occasion the pipe music was provided by Pipe Sergeants
W. Ferguson and D. Milner of the London Scottish. The former carried
the banner of the Toronto Scottish and the latter that of the City of
Aberdeen. They played "Loch Duich,” ‘Murde Mackenzie of Torridon,’
“T'he Caledonian Canal,’ “The Grey Bob' and ‘Cock o' the North.'
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After Pipe Major J. B. Robertson, M.B.E., the Society's Officer had
given the Caledonian Society of London Strathspey, a happy evening
ended with Auld Lang Syne (the solo verses being sung by four mem-
bers of the London Scottish) and the National Anthem.

After the loyal toasts has been honoured at the Little Dinner held at
the Hotel Rembrandt, South Kensington, on Thursday, 14th December,
1961, President T. M. Munro read a letter from the Secretary of the
Royal Scottish Corporation. This letter expressed the warm thanks of
the Charity for the contribution amounting to £6gs received in response
to the President's Appeal on the occasion of the Corporation’s 2g6th
Anniversary Festival.

The President then invited Mr. Brian F. Macdona to give his Senti-
ment on

A BANKER LOOKS AT AFRICA
The Sentiment was as follows: —

In this company I must declare by own status — unequivo-
cally — and confess that, despite my name, I do not have the
honour to be a Scot. My ‘Mac’ is Irish — my forbears came
from that feckless and improvident island which, over the
centuries, has exported most of its good things to Scotland —
such as the Gaelic, the bagpipes and Christianity — and
whisky. I have not perhaps ranked these in their strict order
of importance.

But, no doubt a Gaelic name persuaded some ignorant
Sassenach to admit me in 1917 to study the art and mystery
of banking.

In those days — more than 44 years ago — most of the
leading bankers in London were Scots. Since then the clans
have spread further afield. Three hundred years ago John
Cleveland wrote: ‘Had Cain been Scot, God would have
changed his doom, not forced him to wander but confined
him home.” Eight years ago I spent a month in Australia; at
the end of my stay I was asked what was my outstanding
impression. After reflection, I said it was the fact that nearly
all the top bankers I had met were Scots. My friend, an
‘Orstrylian’ said, somewhat ruefully: ‘Ah, feller., but our
worst pest is rabbuts,’

Having thus, perhaps imprudently, cocked a snook at my
fellow Celts — all no doubt more respectable than I — I owe
it to you, Mr. Chairman, no longer to let down our shared
profession by exhibiting a sense of flippancy which, in your
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country, might well cause me to be described as a wee bit
irresponsible.’

You and I, Sir, can agree that although we bankers may
be regarded by others as being ‘the abominable no-men’ we
are, perhaps, not too bad at looking at all sorts of things —
even if we don’t always touch them after we have looked at
them. And so you have suggested that some g5 years of
living in, or visiting, Africa should have qualified me to
take a view of that continent and to project it to this present
company. I fear for your judgment. The years may have
taught me “to look’ but they have also taught me how little 1
understand of what I see.

What picture can I show to you all? It will, of a certainty,
be a ‘moving’ picture — there is nothing static about this
Africa of 1961. And it will be colourful. But, as a first task,
let me try to capture a few ‘stills’ and project them to you
as snapshots of the place which Africa has in the world
picture of today.

The first snapshot is one of age. Africa is both the oldest
and the youngest of the continents — the oldest because it
was the seat of, or the neighbour to, most of the ancient
civilisations. Nineteen hundred years ago Pliny the Elder
produced that wisecrack which has served countless speakers
throughout the centuries: ‘Out of Africa there is always
something new.” It was a blinding glimpse of the obvious.
Africa was the country of the unknown into which men
went in search of new products, new animals, new materials.
And everything they brought back — those that did come
back — was new. But Africa is also the youngest continent
because it has been the last to be opened up. Exploration in
Africa has always been difficult. In every continent the rivers
have been the ‘High Streets’ up which the first explorers
have passed. But in Africa most of the rivers are so short
and ‘steep to’ as to be virtually unnavigable — and the few
large rivers — the Nile, the Niger, the Congo and the Zam-
besi — are all badly impeded by rapids or cataracts or sand-
bars which have severely hindered and handicapped naviga-
tors. And it is only in the last century that much real attempt
has been made to open up ‘the dark continent’. Remember,
it is only 100 years since David Livingstone made his jour-
neys; it is 100 years since Speke and Burton discovered the
source of the Nile; it is only 75 years since Gordon was
murdered in Khartoum and the Sudan went down into
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twilight; and it is only 65 years since Cecil Rhodes was at
the height of his power.

And the second snapshot is one of size. Africa is nearly
four times the size of the U.S.A.: it is about 1} times the
size of all the Russias. There are rather more Africans in
this world than there are Russians — say 200/250 millions of
them — no doubt these are trifling figures when compared
with the teeming hordes of China and India but let us
remember that the continent is only now awakening from
the stagnation of centuries as medical, veterinary and agri-
cultural skills release it from diseases and pests which have
killed and crippled and starved its peoples.

And the third snapshot is one of progress — progress along
the road from rags to riches. Africa has aptly been called
“The continent which God kept in reserve’. But her riches
are becoming essential to the growing demands of the out-
side world. In the last few decades the reserves have been
opened up. Already she provides go9, of the free world’s
diamonds, 609, of its gold, two-thirds of its cocoa and palm
products — and surely more than a good half of its head-
aches. But she still has far to go. Fivesixths of the whole
continent are under-developed. In fact, only in the three
Southernmost territories of South Africa, the Federation of
Rhodesia and part of Katanga has any reasonable scale of an
industrialised economy been achieved. For the rest — some
countries have not yet moved either far or fast — others are
progressing well along the road towards a balanced economy.
But on the whole and measured in terms of Western Europe,
North America and Australia — little progress has yet been
made. For example, the great width of tropical Africa has
probably 120 or 130 millions out of Africa’s total of 200/250
millions. These 120 million are greatly dependent upon the
exports of seven or eight agricultural commodities and half
a dozen minerals to provide all their overseas spending
money without which none of the machinery, the tools, the
trucks, the manufactures and all the other things which are
essential to development can be acquired. To take one
example — Nigeria, which has the largest population in the
Commonwealth after India, Pakistan and these islands —
the biggest population of any country in Africa — its total
exports amount to about £4 a head per annum. You, when
you smoke just one cigarette a day, are using up this
country’s resources of overseas spending money at the same
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rate — f£4 a year — as Nigerians have to spend on everything
they import.

So much for the ‘stills’, my snapshots of a continent that is
old and vast and awakening from slumber, a country which
is no longer dark; the darkest thing about Africa has always
been our ignorance of it.

Now let me turn to the moving picture. I could title it:
‘The continent in a hurry’, the words used to me about
Nigeria by the Premier of its Eastern Region. All the jargon
of the cinema could be employed — ‘sensational’ ‘terrific’,
‘gigantic’, ‘dramatic’, ‘colourful’, certainly the last and not
always ‘glorious technicolour’.

Africa is on the move, both economically and politically.
This is not the place for an economic discourse: anyway I
am no economist. To tell the truth, I seldom understand
the breed and I comfort myself with the thought that if all
the economists of the City of London were laid out head to
tail in one long line starting at the Bank of England, they
and the line would assuredly reach to no conclusion what-
soever. Let me leave the moving picture of economic growth
with the statement that although progress has been great the
overall standard of living is still far below what one could
wish.

But it is the speed of political development which is so
notable. When I first went to Africa more than g4 years ago,
the number of independent countries was three — Egypt,
Liberia and Ethiopia, all the others had some type of control
from or connection with, a European metropolitan power.
Now, in less than g5 years, it is easier to count those coun-
tries which are still not independent than the 2q which are.
And, so far as Britain is concerned, it is our proclaimed
policy that all our former colonial territories, except England
over which Scotland will continue to keep a firm hold, shall
move steadily forward to independence. It is a matter of
timing and it is a complex problem only in those territories
where races other than Africans have settled — in Kenya, the
Federation of Rhodesia and Nyasaland, and the Republic
of South Africa, misleadingly called ‘the multi-racial coun-
tries’, as if the whole of Africa is not multi-racial. But I
must not pursue that red herring.

How are the new boys doing, now they are on their own?
Can they ‘carry their corn’? Some can; some find it more
difficult. There is no time tonight to look at and talk about



14 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

all the newly independent countries of Africa. I shall pick
out three, the Sudan, Ghana and Nigeria, as samples of
countries which have, so to speak, been given the keys of
their own front doors in the last five years.

The Sudan, of course, never was a colony. For fifty years
it was a condominium - a joint administration by Britain
and Egypt — an odd arrangement which, however, not only
worked well but provided the Sudan with fifty years of the
best government which any part of Africa has ever enjoyed.
That may seem a bold claim, but the records speak for them-
selves. Remember the old Sudan Civil Service contained
some of the salt of the earth. They were chosen primarily for
their character and intellectual ability; but perhaps some-
times their prowess at games may have had some influence;
in fact, the wits have called the service “The Government
of the blacks by the blues’. However that may be, the mem-
bers of the Sudan Civil Service trained up their eventual
successors from the outset and since 1956, those suc-
cessors have been in the saddle, and are now firmly seated.
They no longer hold the reins with uncertain fingers or
spend time wondering what their British predecessors would
have done. They know what they want. They are committed
to the greater and rapid development of a country about
which it is said: ‘When Allah made the Sudan he laughed.’
It must have been a wry laugh for it is a cruel country — the
northern third is a desert in which rain is almost unknown
and the greater part of the southern third a green sponge of
swamp. It is a country in which cotton is the ‘white gold” of
wealth, 609, of the country’s exports.

Thirty-five years ago a vast agricultural experiment was
started in the Sudan, the Gezira Scheme. Over the years it
has proved to be the greatest success in the co-operation of
Government with capital and labour that Africa, and possibly
the whole world, has ever seen. It was thought up in Kit-
chener’s Day; it was built in Geoffrey Archer’s Day: it has
now been vastly increased in General Abboud’s Day: and
man is having the laugh over Allah. Democracy on anything
like the Westminster pattern lasted about two years and was
then supplanted by a military autocracy which is now losing
its popularity to some extent but is unlikely to be supplanted
for some years to come. But although the pace of progress
may have slowed down in the last few years, and indeed the
way of life being followed may not be quite that on the
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original chart, none the less the country is going ahead steadily
and soberly. Big developments are planned to put hundreds
of thousands more acres under crops, to bring more water to
more land, the deam of every man who lives in the Nile
Valley. So much for my first sample—vintage 1956—a sound
wine.

My second sample is Ghana, formerly the Gold Coast, the
first of the British West African colonies to gain its independ-
ence. The name ‘Kwame’ means ‘Saturday’s child’ and the old
jingle said ‘Saturday’s child works hard for his living’. I feel
sure that Doctor Kwame Nkrumah, the President of Ghana,
would agree. Ghana is another country with too many of its
eggs in one basket—the eggs are chocolate eggs—and too
many of its politicians in one prison—the politicians are the
opposition. Ghana produces about one quarter of the world's
cocoa and this represents 607, of her total exports. In the good
years for cocoa, big cash reserves were built up, but these have
been sadly dissipated since independence was achieved in
1957 and a spending spree commenced. Now cocoa fetches
little more than one-third of what it did in 1954, the bills are
coming in and have to be paid. Democracy a la Westminster
has slipped more than a little and looks like slipping a lot
further.

The recent visit of the Queen has done so much to generate
a better atmosphere between this country and Ghana. From
her first speech when she used the words ‘your exciting coun-
try’ until her last when she spoke of Ghana as ‘the senior
African member in the Commonwealth’, Her Majesty never
put a foot wrong. We must salute the Poet Laureate when he
wrote last week of the Queen:

“T'o have observed, to have encouraged this
New Hope for Man beneath the blinding sun,
How shall word tell the wonder that it is
Whether as greatness seen or greatness done?’

So much for my second sample—the vintage of 1957—a
wine still to be proven.

Thirdly, Nigeria, the big boy of Africa, a lusty, cheerful
country bursting at the seams with people, in fact, there are
more people in Nigeria than in Canada, Australia and South
Africa put together. It is a country in a hurry. It is out to raise
its standard of living by all means in its power and one way
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in which it feels that this can be done is by quickening the
speed of industrialisation. One great and growing asset which
will help to provide the money for this great task is the oil
which, after many years of prospecting and development, is
now flowing down pipelines to the tankers at Bonny and is
producing, in exchange, a nice flow of royalties into the coffers
of government. Nigeria has many sound and shrewd men in
the seats of government. The Prime Minister, Sir Abubakar
Tafewa Balewa, is a man of destiny. And there are other
Ministers, both Federal and Regional, who would add lustre
to any government in the world. I am a ‘bull’ on Nigeria. You
will not need to be reminded of the fact that the last two
British Governors-General who were the architects and en-
gineers of the country’s independence were a Macpherson and
a Robertson—Nigeria is not alone in thinking that there are
times when a double Scots does something for you. And that
is my third sample, bottled in 1960—a sound spirit.

But I must add a fourth and say one word about that latest
African country to be born from out of the womb of Com-
monwealth—Tanganyika—the 29th independent country in
Africa, independent at midnight last Friday, a country which
has triumphed over tragedies and handicaps which had re-
tarded her development so much that few would have fore-
seen that she would be the first of the East African territories
to achieve political independence. Once a German Colony,
she came under British administration only as the conse-
quence of a European war. Now she has chosen to join the
British Commonwealth which her Prime Minister has des-
cribed as: ‘stronger than treaties, less selfish than alliances,
less restrictive than any other association’. May we prove him
right. The vintage of 1961 is still a young wine, but it is a
sweet one and bids fair to mature well.

I wish there were time to do justice not only to the four
areas which I have touched on so lightly but to all the other
fascinating countries in Africa which are hurrying along the
road of progress towards a fully developed economy. In some
the pace is too slow: the good Lord has not spread out His
gifts in equal portions: accidents of climate and geography
have presented insuperable difficulties: deserts will not
blossom as a rose without the application of water: swamps
cannot always be drained or controlled. In some other coun-
tries, the pace has been too fast: too much has been attempted
too quickly: first things have not always been placed first:
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money has been wasted on non-essentials. It was a rule of the
British colonial system that a country could only have the
services for which it could afford to pay. This seemed to most
of us, Scots or Sassenachs, a sound enough principle to follow,
but it is a darned unfashionable one in this year of grace,
1961.

So much for Africa’s present: what of the future? In look-
ing ahead tonight I will hazard no guesses at political changes
in Africa. I gave my crystal ball away many years ago, it
always let me down. I will give you only a brief catalogue of
some of the great developments—economic developments—
which should take place in the next decade.

In Egypt, the High Dam—Nasser’s pyramid—should be
finished and a vast lake, 400 miles long, will then con-
serve the water which is so desperately wanted in that
overcrowded land. You will remember the schoolboy
who wrote that Egypt is cultivated by irritation. That
lad was something of a seer,

In the Sudan, the Roseires and Khasm-el-Girba dams
should be finished and vast new lands should be produc-
ing crops where they have hitherto produced nothing
better than sandstorms.

In Kenya (at present the land of fear) the Swynnerton plan
for better African farming should have increased, per-
haps ten fold, the cash income of hundreds of thousands
of small farmers.

In Uganda, it is quite possible that a second dam across the
Nile may have been started.

In Tanganyika, the waters of the Rufiji River may perhaps
have been harnessed and controlled.

In Rhodesia, the power potential of the Kariba Dam should
have been doubled.

In Ghana, the Volta River Scheme will, it is to be hoped,
have been completed.

In Nigeria, the oilfield may well have become the second
biggest producer in the Commonwealth.

Most of these great schemes, you will notice, feature the
harnessing of water power. Africa is said to have 409, of the
water-power resources of the whole world, and to have only
1%, of them developed at present. It is amusing to think that
those same swift-rapid-beset rivers which were so troublesome
to the early explorers (how David Livingstone hated their
cataracts and waterfalls), and which held up for so long the
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development of Africa, are now that they can be harnessed, to
prove one of the greatest sources of wealth and power.

I have tried to present to you, objectively, I hope, a picture,
or perhaps a series of snapshots, of Africa as I see it today. So
many here tonight are Scots, a race which (after the Irish of
course) has supplied some of the greatest of the British
colonists. To all those men and women who have gone out
from these islands to work in Africa I want to pay a tribute
tonight. Whether they be civil servants, missionaries, settlers,
doctors, vets, traders or merely bankers, they have made most
of Africa’s countries into what they are today. They must be
given the credit, as they will assuredly be given the blame, for
all that has been done or left undone. British colonialism, I
use the term in its widest sense, has brought to millions of
people a higher standard of living and a wider view of what
life should be.

Let me take you back to the racecourse at Lagos in Nigeria
on that midnight before independence on goth September,
1960, less than fifteen months ago. Outlined in the floodlights
was the huge white staff with the Union Jack flying in a gentle
tropical breeze. The thousands who packed the stands and the
racecourse itself came to their feet as the Governor General
and the Prime Minister walked together to the saluting dais.
They turned to face the flag as the chords of ‘God Save the
Queen’ rang out for the last time. It will never be publicly
played again in Nigeria except as a personal courtesy to a
visiting member of the Royal Family. A great shout of ‘Last
time’ arose, and then the Nigerians began to sing the words,
with a fervour and sincerity never previously heard. Slowly
the flag went down and, with a touch of genius for which
Nigerians and British alike were grateful, the lights snapped
out and none saw the old flag actually fall. Seconds later the
floodlights blazed on again and there was the simple, dignified
green and white flag of Nigeria streaming from the flagstaff,
and all was goodwill and cheers and handshakes. Nowhere
was there tension or bitterness. Next morning the Prime
Minister, Sir Abubakar, made a memorable speech which
may well be quoted for as long as will be some of the utter-
ances of Lincoln and Sir Winston. He thanked the British,
the missionaries, traders, government and commercial officials,
bankers and others for all their help in past years. And then
he spoke of the British peoples association with Nigerians:
“. .. first as masters, then as leaders, finally as partners . . . but
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always as friends’. That, gentlemen, was what one African
thought of the servants of British colonialism.

Soon, very soon now, we shall be burying that word ‘Colon-
ialism’. Let us see that it has an honourable funeral and not a
felon’s grave. And we might well set up a headstone to all
those Scots and Englishmen and Irish, and write thereon
those words of Sir Abubakar: ‘“They came first as masters,
then as leaders, finally as partners—but always as friends’ and
I would add those words which are to be found on the
memorial of Sir Christopher When in the crypt of St. Paul’s
Cathedral: “If you seek a monument, look all around you.’

Mr. Macdona was loudly applauded when he finished his Sentiment
and the President expressed to him the appreciation of the members.

QOur Banker GUEsTS

Bro. Caledonian H. J. G. Samuel, who was entrusted with the toast of
‘Our Guests', said during his speech—

I understand that we have with us some fifty-three guests this even-
ing. We welcome them in accordance with the traditions of our Society,
but, what I do not understand quite so clearly, is that having wined and
dined them, we then go on in somewhat sinister and medieval fashion
to propose their health!

To digress a bit on misunderstandings and their consequences, may
I tell a tale which I heard told by the Bishop of Coventry. It concerns
a Bishop who was travelling in the United States of America. Before
leaving this country he had been carefully instructed to take special
heed about what he said to the Press. On arriving at New York he was
greeted by photographers and reporters, and, one of the first questions
he was asked was—'Do you propose to visit night clubs in New York’?
The Bishop reflected, thought this was rather dangerous and then
answered somewhat evasively, ‘Are there any night clubs in New York?'
Imagine his consternation on reading the headlines in the papers the
following morning, ‘Bishop’s first question on arrival—Are there any
night clubs in New York:'

Now to the business of my toast. I am armed with a somewhat for-
midable list of names given to me by our Secretary. As expected on an
occasion like this, our banking members have been reinforced by a
galaxy of guests, well known in banking circles, and no doubt eager to
lend their support to our chief guest, Mr. Brian F. Macdona, General
Manager of Barclay's Bank D.C.O. Mr. Macdona has travelled far, and
settled down in strange places and we have greatly benefitted from his
experiences this evening. Mr. Macdona has evidently the wanderlust of
the Scot, although he claims no direct Scottish connection.

Mr, Macdona joined Barclays Bank, we do not know when, and have
no intention of embarrassing him on that score, but it was not long
before he was seconded to Barclays Bank D.C.O. as an Inspector, sub-
sequently going to East Africa, and rising to local Director, a post
which he held in many parts of that troubled continent before return-
ing to London and a higher appointment. His services and experience
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are much in demand. He is Vice-Chairman of the Council of the Royal
Africa Society, he is Vice-Chairman of the Council of the Royal Com-
monwealth Society, and a Fellow of the Royal Society of Arts and the
Institute of Bankers. Mr. Macdona is a Freeman of the City of London
and a liveryman of the Scriveners Company. We are indeed honoured
and delighted that he has been able to be with us this evening as our
principal guest,

We are also very pleased to welcome from Barclays Bank Lid and
Barclays Bank D.C.O., Mr. Harold Scott-Webb, Mr, A. E. Griffiths, Mr.
Alan F. Mallory, and also Mr. R. Hyde, the Manager of Barclays Bank,
Ilford. Of the Scottish Banks we have with us this evening, Mr. Hugh
P. Crosby, M.C., Manager of the National Commercial Bank of Scot-
land, and his Assistant Manager, Mr. E. C. Glennie. And I wonder if 1
may be permitted to add in a more sober moment of reflection that
we also have with us The Chief of the River Police, Mr. C. L.
McDonough, G.M.

We are particularly pleased to welcome His Worship, the Mayor of
Iford, Councillor Owen Waters, ]J.P., and his colleague, Councillor
E. R. Earey, J.P.

We also have Mr. Leonard Juniper, Past Master of the Poulters
Company (City Livery) and President of the National Federation of
the Poultry Trades; Mr. R. J. Minney, novelist, biographer, playwright
and film producer and Mr. F. E. Crozier, Financial Secretary of the
Presbyterian Church of England.

We are also very pleased to welcome once again the Rev. Arthur
L. MacArthur, M.A,, M.Litt.,, who will respond to this toast. Mr.
MacArthur is a son of the Manse, born in the N.E. of England, and
whose grandfather was a Scot. He was already an ordained Minister
when war broke out in 1939 and served with the Y.M.C.A. in France;
in 1g6o he was the Ministeg of a large and active congregation in North
Shields, when he was appointed to post of General Secretary of the
Presbyterian Church of England.

In this highly responsible position he has followed a succession of
eminent churchmen, and he is meeting the heavy demands of his office
with his customary ease and composure. He has already served as a
convener of the Church’s Inter-Church Relations Committee, and in
that capacity has been the Church's Ambassador to America, Switzer-
land, Italy and France. {Applause)

MIXED ANCESTRY
In responding to this toast the Rev. A. L. MacArthur, M.A., M.Litt,
in the course of his remarks said :

I find myself in some embarrassment in such a gathering as this
because my ancestry is mixed. On one side I am a MacArthur—now I
confess to a good deal of ignorance about our tribal history. The clan
books for what they are worth, portray us as a very ancient clan and
seem indeed to suggest one cause of our long survival. We appear to
have held the chieftainship of the clan Campbell for four centuries,
and lest that arouse strange passions—hostile passions, in any of your
breasts, let me hasten to add that they also record that we were
hereditary pipers to the Macdonalds. We evidently survived by sitting
on the fence. (Laughter)
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Now, if so, it may be of interest that on my other side—the distaff
side, I derive at least in part from Scotland but on this side, from the
Borders, and Redpaths and Mortons are amongst my forbears. Now
the blood which the Redpaths shed upon their tracks was largely
Scottish blood. So in some sense I have to sit on the border fence. No
doubt in the end it all adds up to the same thing—the Border reiver
gathered what he could on Peacocks principal

The mountain sheep are sweeter
But the valley sheep are fatter;
We therefore deemed it meeter
To carry off the latter.

When he had gathered in the harvest of his courage and his lawless-
ness he sat down in his stronghold to contemplate his gains until one
dark night the men from further north came and took them all away.
Mind you, the Scot did not always win the day. I spent last Easter in
the stately home of the Ridleys (now a boys' prep. school) and recalled
their boast that they never hung less than nine men at once and kept
the other candidates in their dungeons till the number was complete.
(Laughter)

Certainly, I am a borderer by birth and the border hills are still my
idea of heaven. The greatest of all the border fences was a wall built
of old by the hands of Roman mercenaries who must have shivered
in the wild winds—and all to failure at the last. The wall was built
to keep the Scots out and this gathering is proof that it was the greatest
engineering failure in history. (Laughter)

But neither can a borderer forget that once the Scots get in they
seldom want to get out. I was minister once in Alnwick in Northumber-
land, and there the A.1. crosses the Lion Bridge beneath the walls of
the Percy Castle. On the Bridge is the same Percy Lion that you see on
the top of Syon House—its tail as straight as a broomshank. Now it is
surely tradition, that the Lion wags its tail every time a Scot goes home
to his native land to live. In 7 years I crossed that bridge times with-
out number, but always the tail was ramrod straight. (Laughter). How-
ever, the traffic was not all to the south. It is said that when the Angles
landed on the shores of England the obtuse angles moved south and
the acute ones went north. (Laughter) Certain it is that Angles or
Saxons held all the coasts of that Northumbrian kingdom from the
Humber to the Forth, and that it was a Northumbrian king that
founded Scotland’s capital. Indeed half Scot though I am, I wonder
sometimes what all this nationalism adds up to. In the days of Columba
the whole of Strathclyde was occupied by Britons of Welsh stock. The
whole of the Lothians and south of the border was Anglo-Saxon land,
the Picts, strange and unknown race with a strange tongue, held all the
north-east till they met the Norsemen coming across the Pentlands to
Sutherland. All that belonged to the Scots was Dalriada and the Scots
had come from Ireland. (Laughter)

So as a guest of mixed breeding, I am indeed honoured to reply to
this toast and grateful with all my companions for your wonderful
hospitality and, somewhat wild Caledonian honours. Let us all put
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mere nationalism behind us for all our blood is mixed now, and let us
go on to work for the day when man to man the world o'er shall
brothers be for a’ that. (Applause)

L] #* #*

Bro. Caledonian W. A. Tweedie, a new member, was received by the
President.

The musical part of the programme was provided by Mr. Kenneth
Atkinson who sang ‘Draw the Sword, Scotland’, ‘May Ain Hoose' and
‘Bonnie Dundee’, accompanied by Bro. Caledonian Robert Eadie,
L.R.AM., our accomplished pianist.

On this occasion the piping selections, given as usual by Pipe Major
J. B. Robertson, M.B.E., were as follows: ‘MacKenzie's Farewell to
Strathglass’, “The Market Place of Inverness’, ‘The Piper o' Drum-
mond’ and ‘Loch Maree’ and the Society’s Strathspey.

An interesting and enjoyable evening ended with the singing of Auld
Lang Syne and the National Anthem.

L] L #*

President T. M. Munro was in the Chair at the 