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ourlay Pianos 
Are the embodiment of the latest 
thou, t in Piano construction ¥_eTROPOLIT 

ourtag 

OURLAY PIANOS -..¢ buiit in our own factory under 

the personal supervision of our manufacturing partner. 

We carry each piano through every process of manu- 

facture, from the selection of the lumber for air drying in the 

yard and for subsequent drying in the 

kiln, until in process of time the piano 
stands before you a finished instrument, 

bearing not only our firm name cast in the 
plate and the “Gourlay’’ name and trade- 

mark on the name-board, but bearing also 

the distinctive marks of our thought, in- 

dividuality and pianistic genius in the 

originality, richness and approximate per- 

fection of its musical scale, as well as in the 

solidity of its construction, symmetry of its 

design, beauty of its touch and tone, and elegance of ils 

appearance and finish. 

oy 

Gonlay I nos 
are not merely first-class 
they are something better 

TORONTO 
CENTRAL 
LIBRARY 
_———— eS 

History 

ILERE are pianos, first-class iu material and workmanship, 

whose construction and design, inside and out present 

no improvement over what they contained + 

We offer something more—we offer improved and tn yroving 
3 ago. 

rianos, embodying not only first-class mater- 

ials and workmanship, but also that certain 

fine quality of excellence which results from 

their being constructed in an atmosphere of 

progress, and tbe same spirit which has pro- 

duced first pianos of such remarkable excel- 

lence is subtly expressed all through our 

work; a touch better than mere first-class. 

For these reasons our pianos are to-day more 

desirable, a better bargain, than other first- 

class makes. This is strong language and 

we mean it. We have chosen our words care- 

fully while making them positive and em- 

phatic, and we desire that our pianos be tried by the standard 

we have here expressed. 

We so!'cit an inspection of these instruments at our warerooms or at the warerooms 

of those who have the agency of the Gourlay Pianos. 

trict we will send you new illustrated catalogue and quote you 
If thereis no agent in your dis- 

prices direct. 

BY OUR NEW PAYMENT PLAN 

Anyone in moderate circumstances may own a “Gourlay. 

Canada suject to approval, and will pay the return freight if not satisfactory. 

for particulars. 

” We ship to any point in 
Write 

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming 
188 Yonge St., Toronto 
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City Dairy 
Menu 
— 

BOTTLED MILK AND CREAM 

CREAM CHEESE COTTAGE CHEESE 

BUTTERMILK 

DEVONSHIRE CREAM 

CREAMERY AND DAIRY BUTTER 

ICR CREAMS FANCY ICES 
ITALIAN OR SPANISH CREAM 

UR equipment and facilities are the best in the MOUSSE ) 
Sena td H " | 2 , 

Dominion _We inspect the farms that supply CHARLOTTE RUESE FRO "DpDING | 
us with milk—we test the milk to be assured of 

SHERBETS SUNDYS + HES 
good quality—we examine it to know that it con- 

tains no ha:mful disease bacteria. If scientific equipment 

means anything to you—if cleanliness, healthfulness and 

purity appeal to you—if you consider knowledge better 

than ignorance—in other words, if you think it wise to 

deal with a company ‘‘ that knows,’’ we will be glad to 

serve you. 

ALL FRUITS AND FLAVOks 

WHIPPED CREAM 

INDIVIDUAL BUTTER PRINTS 

AND 

ICR CREAM MOLDS 

CITY DAIRY CO., Lrirep, 

Phone North 2040 Toronto, Ont. 

Hamilton Sanatorium 

HIS Sanatorium, which is 
equipped with all the latest 
and modern appar..tus, isthe 
leading Electrical and Hydro- 

thic Institution ia Canada. 
t isdevoted to treating Rheu- 

matism, Nervous Diseases, Gen- 
eral Debility, and all cases 
where rest, quiet, massage, 

)athing and electricity are indicated. 
The latest German Currents of Elec- 

tricity are given without pain. The 
famous Turkish-light Bath is the best 
rejuvenator known, Sprague Hot Air or 
Baking Machines are the remedy par 
excellence for Rheumatism, Situated 
close to the beautiful Dundurn Park and 
the Mountain Top. 

Beautiful rooms. Terms, $10-$15 per 
week, which include board and treatment 
The scenery and drives around the City 

of Hamilton, which is situated at the 
head of Canada’s fruit garden with the 
Mountain on the south and Lake Ontario 
on the north, are very beautiful. 

Niagara, Grimshy and Toronto 
are easily reached by steamer and rail. 

HAMILTON SANATORIUM CO., Limited 
255 King St. West 

BRU ite eras SUSU MAA ARISES Lecce aM 
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Musical a 
rogramune ¥ 

wha 
Polonaise—Masken ..............::.0 eee see wha 

Overture—Egmont —..........cces . Beethoven j 

Selection—Reminiscences of Scotland wha 

Sepia ienis toque tasybarctssenis Arr. Fred Godirey a F 

(Introducing ‘‘Scots Wha’ Hae,”’ ‘Auld fd 

Robin Gray,’ ‘Annie Lenrie, ’ ' dis- wha 

boro Toon,’’ etc.) 
Valse—Morgenblatter ....... : USS wha 

Entre’ Acte—La Colombe Goenod 

ist Movernent—The Untinishe plicony he 
rt 

"7 

Piccolo Polacco 1,’ Oiseau Bois . be Th wha 

Soloist—Band Sergeant F. Illingworth ra B ) wha 

Lancers —Duke of Fife .............0.. Fs Woo y a v 

Overture—William Tell ..........0.. : |W we 

} Selection—Reminiscences of Wagner......... ¥ 

SRO Ra RPE Ee EE Arr. C. Gots «aX wha 

(Introducing the ‘Prayer from Rienzi ’ _ 

| chorus, Lohengrin, ‘“Tannl.anser) Ca . ‘wl 

vatina ‘Flying Dutchman," Spinning Py J, 

| Wheel chorus, ‘‘Walters’ Prize Song,” bea 

Bridal Chorus from Lohengrin, ‘'1'tl iste 

grim's Chorus.’’) 
Valse—Bleuc <n. -ccsecssspssnsccescccnvrrevsererece Margis wa 

: ‘Savotte—Les Cleches de St. Malo (wiih y 

Dell CHECEY sess coe cccieicnssssccsscsess Rimi ela 

Imperial Fantasia—Our Empire ... Chas. Godfrey af 

Written in commemoration of Her Majesty aad 

Queen Victoria's sixtieth year of reigning over oF) 

the British Empire. Introducing the tollowing 2 

England, ‘‘Britannia's the Pride of the Ocean.” wre 

Scotland, ‘‘The Campbells are Coming.” 
Ireland, ‘‘Love's You..z Dream.”' ww 

Wales, ‘‘Let now the Harp.” , ° 

Australia, ‘‘Old Brown Pants.”’ | ; 

Canada, ‘Canadian Boating Song,’ ‘La 
Belle Canadienne. 

New Zealand, ‘‘Far ‘rom the Old Folks at 

Home."’ 
India, ‘‘Throwr.iut Roop." 
South Africa, ‘‘The Miner's Dream.”’ 

Burmah, ‘‘On the Road to Mandalay.” * 
€ 

Hong Kong, ‘ “he Feast of Lanterns.” 7 

Home Again, Horn-Pipe’’ and ‘Rule Bri- = 

tannia."’ AP 

Humoresque—.\ Coon Band Contest ...... Pryor : 

“Annie Laurie."’ : he 

“Scots Wha’ Hae Wi' Wallace Bled." z 

And other selections. ‘wl ad 
2° 
wa 

a 

ae 
- 
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LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH. 

CANADA’S GREATESSF MUSIC HOUSE 

Whaley Royce & Co. 

a 

Manufacturers of the LIMITED 

“IMPERIAL” BAND INSTRUMENTS 
which are pronounced by Artists, Sel. iets and Musicians who have given them « trial and are using them the 

Most Perfect Band instruments Ever Masufactured. 

GUARANTEED FOR TEN YEARS 

NEW “IMPERIAL” Bl SOLO CORNET No 50. 

INDISPENSABLE FOR PROFESSIONAL USE 

Plays in High and Low Pitch also B Flat and A, and can b2 Changed Instantaneously from B Flat to A e* Low Pitch 

without the use of shanks, rotary valves, or other like attachments. 

The tone is loud, clear, sweet, rich and mellow, and the scale perfect throughout, unquestionably the Easiest Blowing 

Cornet Made. Guaranteed for 10 years. Finished in the same styles and at the same prices as Nos. §, 6, 7 and 8 ‘‘ Imperial" 

B Flat Cofnets. If interested, write for Catalogue of the Imperial Band Ins ruments, 

We also carry SHEE MUSIC, MUSIC BOOKS and MUSICAL 

INSTRUMENTS of EVERY DESCRIPTION. 

Ape Publishers, Importers, Engravers, Printers and Lithegraphers Our Steck of Musical Instruments ts the Largest and most 

of MUSIC IN EVERY FORM. Complete in Canada, 

For High-Grade Band Instruments we would specially mention our ‘slmperiais’? and The ‘Ideals.’ These lines have 

been on this market for over 15 years and are used more or less by about ninety per cent. of our Canadian Bands. With this 

enormous output and covering such a lengthy period it is most gratifying to be able to state that these instruments have given such 

entire satisfaction that we have never yet had to replace a single instrument for eithe. defective workmanship or faulty musical 

qualities—Am unprecedented record. 
We know exactly what Bands need, 

WHY We have had many years of Band and Band Room experience, 

We are competent to test Band Instruments in every way, 

We know if instruments #8 our inspection they will please the most exacting. 

We are doing the Band We know that our Caren will pees as iamek: 

Business of this Country. We give our guarantee with each Instrument and 

We will give you back your money if our instruments are not satisfactory. 

IF INTERESTED, WRITE FOR A COPY OF OUR NEW BAND CATALOGUE (THE FINBST IN THE WORLD). 

WHALEY ROYCE & CO, tite 
WESTERN BRANCH: 

356 Plain Street, WINNIPEG, Man. 158 Yonge Street, TORONTO, Can. 
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FREER RRR 
In the garb of old Gaul, with the fire of old Rome, 
From the heath-covered mountains of Scotia we come; 
Where the Romans endeavoured our country to gain, 

But our ancestors fought, and they fought not in vain. 

Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws, 

That, lie our ancestors of old, we stand by freedom'’s cause ; 

We'll bravely fight, like heroes bright, for honor and applause, 

And defy the F cnch, with all their arts, to alter our laws, 

No « eminate custom sinews unbrace, bs 

No luxurious tables e ce our race; 

Our leud-se voding pip ts the true martial strain, 

So do we t. » o!d Scott..a valour retain. 

As a stor. a the ocean when Boreas blows, 

So are wr + rraged when we rush on our foes; 

We sone © .be mountains, tremendous as rocks, 

Dash the fo ce of our foes with our thundering strokes, 

Quebee and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 

In their troops fondly trusted till we did advance ; 

But when our claymores they saw us produce, 

Their courage did fail, and they sued for a truce. 

In our realm may the fury of faction long cease, 

May our councils be wise, and our commerce increase ! 

And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 

That our friends still pr ve true and our beauties prove kind! 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and our laws, 

And teach our late posterity to fight in freedom’s cause, 

That they, like our ancestors bold, for honor and applause, 

May defy the French, with all their arts, to alter our laws. 

Regimental March of the “ Black Watch.” Words by Lt.-Col. Sir 

Henry Erskine, set to music by Major Reid. 

It is .emarkable that the value of the Highlander as a soldier, and 

as the best of fighting material, was not recognized till the beginning 

of the 18th century. Since then the Highlanders, drawn away from 

their own clan feuds, have given their services to the country, and 

have acquired a reputation as well deserved as it has been wasur- 

passed. 

In forming his military character, the Highlander was not more 

favoured by nature than by the social system under which he lived. 

Nursed in poverty, he acquired a hardihood which enabled him to 

sustain severe privations. ‘he simplicity of his life gave vigour *9 

his body, and fortified his mind; possessing a frame and constitution 

thus hardened, he was taught to consider courage as the most honor- 

able virtue, cowardice the most disgraceful failing; to venerate and 

obey his chief, and to devote himself for his native country and clan; 

and thus prepared to be a soldier, he was ready to follow wherever 

honor or duty called him. With such principles, and regarding any 

disgrace he might bring on his clan and district as the most cruel 

misfcrtune, .e Highland private soldier had a peculiar motive to 

exertion, totally different from those of the soldiers of any other 

country. Surrounded generally by the companions of his youth, he 

feels the impulse of youthful emulation, and knows that every proof 

of courage or cowardice which he may exhibit, will be duly heard of 

in his native home. Hence he must sustain an individual reputation 

which will reflect credit upon his family, district or glen. 

A Highland soldier requires no artificial excitements. Tle acts 

from motives within himself; his point is fixed, and his aim must 

terminate in victory or death. He goes into the field resolved not to 

disgrace his name. and whether attacked in front. flank or rear he 

will face his enemy, and if he has confidence in his commancer, it 

may be predicted with certainty that he will be victorious or die on 

the ground he maintains. Officers who are accustomed to com- 

mand Highland soldiers find it easy to guide and contro! them, when 

their full confidence has been obtained; but if instead of leading. an 

officer will attempt to drive them, they may fail in the discharge of 

the most common duties. They possess exalted notions of honor, 

warm friendships, and much national pride, and are eminent for 

honesty and fidelity. 

HISTORY 

OF THES" 

42nd Royal Highland Regiment 
“THE BLACK WATCH.” 

TIS A OS TN TS AN AS 

From such stock were formed in TT six independent companies 

three of 100 men each, ana three of 75, the duties assigned to 

them were to enforce the Disarming Act, and to check the depreday 

tlons of the disaffected in their own districts These, with four addi- 

tional companies, were afterwards embodied into one regiment jn 

May, 1740. ‘To distinguish them from the regular troops, whe, 

from having coats, waistcoats, and breeches of scarlet cloth, were 

called Saighdearan Dearg, or Red Soldiers, the independent companies, 

who were ¢ ‘ired in tartan, consisting mostly of black, green, or blue, 

were desis ited FPreiceadan Tuth, or Black Watch, from the sombre 

appearam of their dress, Many of the men who composed these 

companies were of o higher station in society than that from whieh 

soldiers in general are raised: eadets of gentlem os families, sons 

of gentlemen farmers, and tacksmen, either immediately or distantly 

descended from gentlemen's families —men who felt themselves respon- 

sible for their conduct to high-minded and honourable families. Ip 

addition to the advantages they possessed from their rank in life, 

special care had been taken to select wsen of full height, well-propor- 

tioned, and of handsome appearance, 

ans ~ 
’ 

While the companies acted independently, each commander assumed 

tho tartan of his own clan; and when embodied into one regiment, no 

clan having a superior claim to offer a uniform tartan fo the whole, 

and Lord Crawford, the Colonel, being a Lowlander, « new pattern 

was assumed, which has ever since been known as the 42nu, or Black 

Watch tartan, being distinct from all others. 

The uniform was a scarlet jacket and waistcoat wit! if facings 

and while lace; a tartan plaid of twe've yards, plait: und the 

body, the uppe. part fixed on the left shoulder, whic! ld, how- 

ever, be wrapped over both shoulders and fire-lock in ra:ny weather, 

and served also as a blanket at night. These were called belted plaida, 

from being kept tight to the body by a belt. On this belt hung the 

pistols and dirk when worn. In the barracks or when not on duty 

the little kilt or philibeg was worn, with a blue bonnet with a border 

of red, white and green squares, and a tuft of feathers, or sometimes 

a xmall ivece of black bear-skin, The arms were a musket, bayonet, 

snd a} ge basket-hilted broadsword. 

In 3, the regiment, at first known as the 43rd,* was ordered to 

Perth, and were surprised on being informed that orders had been 

received to march the regiment for England, a step which they con- 

sidered contrary to an alleged understanding that the sphere of ther 

services: was not to extend beyond their own native country, — Al- 

though strong representations and remoistrances were made by Lord 

President Forbes and others, the Government persisted in their de- 

termination to send the regiment abroad for foreign service To 

deceive the men they were told that the object of their march to 

England was merely to gratify the curiosity of the King, who was 

desirous of seeing a High! Indeed a short time 

the regiment marched, three 
ood looks were sent to Londen 

aml performed the broadsword exercise and that of the Locher 

before his Majesty, who rewarded them with a gratuity of one guinea 

each, which they gare to the porter at the palace gate as they passed 

out. They thought the King had mistaken their character and 
condition in their own country. This incident shows the character 

of the men who composed the “ Black Watch.” 

ul regiment 
privates remarkable for their figure y 

These were presented to tee King 
Pp aXe 

Satisfied with the explanation, the regiment preceeded and reached 

the vieinity of London, where they encamped on Finchley Common. 

“On their march through the north of England they were received 

with much hospitality, but as they approached the metropolis they 

were exposed to the taunts of the true-bred. English elow na.” says an 

English writer of the day, “and became gloomy and sullen. Ani- 

mated, even to the lowest private, with the feelings of gentlemen. 

they could ill brook the rudeness of boors, nor could they patiently 
submit to affronts in a country to which they had deen called by 

invitation of their sovereign.” ; 

Re nm to he s a8 

embarked for the plantations, then c° widered a most degrading ser- 

vice. The King, instead of receiving ‘en, had left for Hanover on 

the very day the last detachment cived. Tri.torous emissaries 

worked upon the sensitive imaginations of the Highlanders, until their 
imagination was aroused to the higne t pitch. With the greatest 

nest them that ‘hey were ta he 

*1t was not until 1749 that the number of the regiment was 
changed to the 42nd. 



6 HISTORY OF THE 42xp ROYAL HIGHLAND REGIMENT. 

secrecy they therefore concerted a plan among themselves te return 

to their own country. On the night after a review (17th and 18th 

May, 1743), they assembled on a common near Highgate, and un- 

known to their officers began their march to Scotland. This de- 

parture, or mutiny as it was deemed, created a great sensation, and 

for some time it was not even known where they were, 80 carefully 

nad their marches been carried out. They had proceeded as far as 

Northampton, when they were discovered, and weary and famished, 

for they had been too honorable to forage by the way, they surrender- 

ed. For this grievous breach of discipline they were tried, and three 

of their lenders, Corporals Malcolm and Samuel McPherson and 

Private Farquhar Shaw, were condemned to be shot. The execution 

took place in the Tower of London. 

Part of the regiment was distributed among the garrisons ot 

Minorca and Gibraltar, and part sent to the Leeward Islands, while 

the remainder was sent to join the army in Flanders, where tue; vere 

so highly esteemed that the Blector Palatine, thanking the King of 

Great Britain for their excellent behaviour while in his territories, 

— “1 will always pay a respect and regard to a Scotchman in 

‘uture.” 

It was here that the Highlanders first stood the fire of the enemy 

in a regular body, and so well did they acquit themselves that they 

were particularly noticed for their spirited conduct. Before the battle 

of Fontenoy, the part which the Highlanders would act formed a 

subject of general speculation, but those who knew them had no mis- 

givings, although the enemy had three brigades of Scots and Irish in 

their ranks. A French writer of the time says, “ The British behaved 

well and could be exceeded in ardour by none but our officers, who 

animated the troops by their example, when the Highland furies rushed 

in upon us with more violence than ever did a sea driven by a tempest.” 

Some idea may be formed of the havoc made by the Highlanders from 

the fact of one of them having killed nine Frenchmen with his broad- 

sword, and he was only prevented from increasing the number by his 

arm being shot off. 

After passing several years in Ireland, where the Highlanders were 

also highly thought of by the people, the 42nd were ordered to join 

the expedition to America under Abercrombie in 1756. Arrived in 

New York and marching from there to Albany, the Highlanders 

attracted much attention by their dress, and particularly on the part 

of the Indians, who, attracted by a certain similarity in their dress, 

seemed to consider them of the same extraction as themselves, and 

therefore regarded them as brothers. 

It was in 1758 that three expeditions were planned against the 

French: one against Louisbourg; another against Ticonderoga and 

Crown Point: and a third against Fort Du Quesne. It was the second 

of these in which the Highlanders took part, under General Aber- 

crombie, with a force of over 15,000 men. 

Fort Ticonderoga stands on a tongue of land between Lake Cham- 

plain and Lake George, and is surrounded on three sides by water. 

Part of the remaining side was protected by a morass, the remaining 

part was strongly fortified with high entrenchments, supported and 

flanked by three batteries, and the whole front of that part which was 

accessible was intersected by deep traverses, and blocked up with 

felled trees with their branches turned outwards, and their points 

first sharpened and then hardened by fire, forming altogether 2 most 

formidable defence. On the 4th of July, 1758, the Commander-in-chief 

embarked his troops on Lake George and proceeded towards Fort 

Ticonderoga, garrisoned by 5,000 men. Receiving information that 

General Levi, with 3,000 men, was marching to the support of Ticon- 

deroga, the English Commander resolved to anticipate-him by striking, 

if possible, a decisive blow before a junction could be formed. The 

whole army was therefore put in motion, and advanced with great 

alacrity towards the entrenchments, which, however, they found to 

be much more formidable than they expected. The breastwork was 

8 feet high, strongly fortified, and the ground before it was covered 

with an abattis or cherauar-de-fusi, projecting in such a manner as to 

render the entrenchment almost inaccessible. Undismeyed by these 

discouraging obstacles, the British troops marched up to the assault in 

the face of a destructive fire, and maintained their ground without 

flinching. Impatient in the rear the Highlanders broke from the 

reserve, and pushing forward to the front, endeavoured to cut their 

way through the trees with their broadswords. After a long and deadly 

struggle a few of the assailants penetrated the exterior defences, but 

being unprovided with scaling ladders, were unable to surmount the 

breastwork, except by clambering singly on each other’s backs, or by 

fixing their feet in holes made by the bayonets in the face of the 

work. Captain John Campbell, with a few more, at length forced their 

way over the breastwork, but were immediately dispatched by the 

bayonet. After a desperate struggle, lasting about four hours, 

General Abercrombie, seeing no possible chance of success, gave orders 

for a retreat, It was with difficulty that the troops could be prevailed 

npon to retire, and it was not until the third order that the High- 

landers were induced to retreat, after more than one-half f the men 

and twenty-five officers had been either killed or desp= vaunded. 

No attempt was made to molest them in their retreat. ; 

The intrepid conduct of the Highlanders on this occasion was 

made the topic of universal panegyric in Great Britain, and they well 

merited the honour which had been conferred upon them, even before 

the news of Ticonderoga was made known, of the title of “ Royal,” 

so that after this the regiment was known as the 42nd Royal High- 
land Regiment. he fame of the regiment readily attracted recruits 
of the best class, and in 1758, the second battalion was formed in 
three months with 10 companies of 120 men each. Part of this latter 
force was sent with an expedition to the West Indies against 
Guadaloupe and other islands, where the French, it appears, had form- 
ed the most frightful and absurd notions of the Sauvages d’Hoosse. It 
way believed that they would neither give nor take quarter, and that 
they were so nimble that, as no man could catch them, so no man 
gould escape them; that no man had a chance against their broad- 
swords; and that, with a ferocity natural to savages, they made no 
prisoners, and spared neither man, woman nor child; and as they were 
always in the front of every action, it is probable that their notions 
had no small influence on the nerves of the enemy. 

After the siege of Guadaloupe, the two battalions were united and 

formed part of Gen, Amherst’s army which marched against Ticon- 

deroga and to assist Gen, Wolfe, who was besieging Quebec. Niagara 

fallen, Lou\-bourg fallen, Quebec followed, and neither ‘l'iconderoga nor 
Crown Point made resistance to Gen, Amherst. Montreal was the 
only place of strength remaining in possession of the French in Can- 
ada. Upon this city the three victorious armies concentrated, almost 
at the same time, by a most singular combination, considering the 
vast distances they had to traverse, and the difficulties they had to 
overcome. Monsieur Vaudreuil seeing resistance hopeless, surrendered 

upon favorable terms. 

The Rofal Highlanders remained in North America until the 

close of 1761, when they formed part of an expedition under Major- 

General Monckton and Admiral Rodney against the French West 

Indies, ‘They landed at Martinique, which was strongly fortified, 

and at the siege of Fort Royal, when the French attacked the British 

and were repulsed, we are told, ‘‘ When they began to retire, the High- 
landers. drawing their swords, rushed forward like furies, and being 
supported by the Grenadiers, the hills were mounted, the batteries 
seized, and numbers cf the enemy, unable to escape from the rapidity 
of the attack, were taken.” ‘The town surrendered, and the whole 
island immediately submitted. By the terms of the capitulation all 
the Windward Islands were delivered up to the British. The Royal 
Highlanders were after this engaged’ in the important capture of 
Havannah, and shortly after the conquest of Cuba were embarked 
for New York. Here they were engaged in the relief of Fort Pitt, and 
defeated the Indians at Bushy Run. In 1767, reduced to a mere 
skeleton of a regiment, the Royal Highlanders returned to Ireland. 
In the Virginia Gazette of July 30th, 1767, we read :—‘ Last Sunday 
evening the Royal Highland Regiment embarked for Ireland, which 
regiment since its arrival in America, has been distinguished for 
having undergone most amazing fatigue—bearing excessive heat and 
severe cold with alacrity and cheerfulness—continually exposed to the 
alarms of a savage enemy, who, in all their attempts, were forced to 
fly. In a particular manner, the freemen of this and the neighbouring 
provinces have most sincerely to thank them for their resolution and 
bravery—and, along with our blessings, they have our thanks for that 
decorum in behaviour which they maintained during their stay in 
this city (Philadelphia), and they have every wish of the people for 
health, honour and a pleasant voyage.” 

In 1776 the 42nd returned to America, took part in the battle at 
Brooklyn, in the capture of Fort Washington and Fort Lee. in the 
battle of Brandy Wine and many skirmishes between the British and 
Colonials. 

As an illustration of the strong national feeling with which the 
corps was regarded by the Highlanders, two detachments of recruits 
for the 42nd and 7ist regiments, on being told, on their arrival at 
Leith for embarkation, that they were to be turned over to the 80th 
and 82nd, remonstrated, and declared openly and firmly that they were 
determined to serve only in the corps for which they enlisted. Troops 
were sent to take them prisoners if they persisted in their determina- 
tion. A desperate conflict ensued, and many were killed and wound- 
ed in the struggle. The men were eventually overpowered and carried 
to Edinburgh Castle. Being tried and sentenced to be shot, they were 
however pardoned by the King, and joined the 42nd, when they fully 
justified the confidence of his Majesty by their steadiness and good 
conduct. 

The regiment took part in the campaign and siege of Charleston 
in South Carolina, but took no further part in the American war. 

While the war lasted, the Americans held out every allurement to 
the British soldiers to desert, and many were, in consequence, seduced 
from their allegiance, But, during five campaigns, not one man from 
the 42nd deserted its ranks, 

In 1783 the regiment was sent to Halifax, where in 1785 the regi- 

ment was presented with new colours by Major-General John Camp- 

beli, commanding the forces in Nova Scotia, who made an eloquent 
and most #attering address on the occasion, About this time, too, the 
regiment had to regret the loss of its Colonel, Lord John Murray. 
who died Inne 1st, 1787. after having commanded the regiment forty- 

one years. 

War having broken out against France, the 42nd joined the army 

under the Duke of York, encamped at Menin, in Flanders, in October, 

1798. Then came the disastrous retreat to Deventer, and in no 

former campaign was the superiority of the Highlanders over their 
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other Highland regiments. 
December, 1794, the British occupied Guildermalson, covering the 

Dalrymple, commanding the 42nd, was ordered to charge with his 

regiment and retake the guns, which was immediately done, and they 

parade to fire three rounds in honour of his Majesty’s birthday, the 

men were surprised when a large box was brought on to the field, and 

a red feather distributed to each soldier. 

In 1796 the regiment served in the West Indies, and here occurred 

a characteristic incident, as related by General Stewart. Lt.-Col. 

Graham had been nursed and brought back to life by the wife of one 

of the soldiers, in the absence of a surgeon. General Stewart says :— 

“When arrangements had been made for attacking the enemy, I 

directed that her husband should remain to guard the men’s knap- 

sacks, thrown off on the attack; the wife, however, took his place 

and pushed forward to the assault. When the enemy had been driven 

off, I found myself tapped on the shoulder, and saw my Amazonian 

triend with her clothes tucked up to her knees, and selzing my hand, 

“ Well done, my Highland lad,” she exclaimed, “ see how the brigands 

scamper like so many does. Come,” added she, “let us drive them 

from yon hill!” On enquiry I found she had been in the hottest 

fire, cheering and animating the men; and when the action was over, 

she was as active as any of the surgeons in assisting the wounded. 

From the West Indies the 42nd came to Gibraltar, after assisting 

at the capture of Minorca, and then to Cadiz. Tired of being 

about in transports, the news was welcomed that they were to form 

part of the expedition to drive the French out of Egypt. Having 

embarked, they reached, iff March, 1801, Aboukir Bay, where the 

battle of the Nile had been fought nearly three years before. The 

troops were under command of General Sir Ralph Abercrombie, who 

had a difficult task before him, that of forcing a landing in an un- 

known country in the face of an enemy more than double his num- 

bers, occupying fortified positions, and well inured to the country. 

The landing was admirably planned and daringly carried out, and the 
battle which followed was a succession of heroic efforts on the part 

of officers and men. The general, although wounded, walked with a 

fine and steady step along the line of the Highlanders and General 
Stuart’s brigade, to the centre of the line, when he gave his orders 
as if nothing had happened to him. And yet, so severely was he 
wounded, that he died on being conveyed on board the Foudroyant. 
“As his life was honourable, so his death was glorious.” The con- 
quest of Egypt followed, and the French were allowed to depart for 
their own country, with their arms, baggage and effects. It should 
be noted that the 42nd captured the standard of the famous 
“ Invincibles” of the French army, and that they received medals for 
their services in Egypt. 

Returning to Britain, the 42nd were quartered at various places. 

and while at Edinburgh in 1803, were presented with new colours 
bearing the distinctions gained in Egypt. ’ 

After the battle of Vimiera, gained by Major-General Sir Arthur 

Wellesley on the 2ist August, 1808, the 42nd, who were then stationed 
at Gibraltar, joined the British army, and under the gallant Sir John 
Moore marched into Spain. The Spaniards, then allies of Great 
Britain, having been defeated by the French, and he himself threaten- 
ed by an army amounting to 100,000 men, Moore decided to retreat, 
and retired to Corunna. It is unnecessary to give the details of this 
memorable retreat, but after enduring many privafioms, and after a 
series of brilliant and successful encounters with the enemy the 

- British army arrived in the neighbourhood of Corunna on the 11th of 
January, 1809. Here they were to have embarked, and might have 
done so without molestation, but the transports not having arrived, 
they were obliged to wait, and thus allowed time for the enemy to 
come up with them. It was on the 16th of January that the battle 
began in earnest, the British troops amounting to only about 16,000 
men. The French greatly outnumbered them, and attacked them 
fiercely, but were repulsed by the British troops. General Moore. 
observing the gallant conduct of the 50th Regiment, exclaimed “ Well 
done the 50th—well done, my majors.” Then passing on to the 42nd. 
he cried out, “ Highlanders, remember Egypt.” They thereupon rush- 
ed forward and drove back the enemy in all directions, until they ran 
short of ammunition, which was observed by the General, who said. 
“My brave 42p%. join your comrades—ammunition is coming, you 
have your bayonets.” This was enough. 

Shortly afterwards the General was struck by a cannon ball, and 
Capt. Hardinge, coming to his assistance, and observing his anxiety. 

told him the 42nd were advancing, whereupon his countenance bright- 
ened up. General Moore did not long survive, and was carried to the 
rear in a blanket by six soldiers of the 42nd. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot, 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 
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Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone, 
But we left him alone with his glory. 

It was not without cause that the Highland soldiers shed tears 
for the sufferings of their kind and partial friend. He always reposed 
the greatest confidence in them. “It is,” he said, “their principles of 
integrity and moral correctness that make them trustworthy, and 
make their courage sure, and not that kind of a flash in the pan 
which would scale a bastion to-day, and to-morrow he alarmed at the 
fire of a picket. Highland officers may sleep sound at night, and rise 
in the morning, with the assurance that, with their men, their pro- 
fessional honour and character are safe.” 

In August, 1811, the regiment sailed for England, but had no long 
rest, as in April of the following year, they embarked for Portugal, 
where Marshal Massena had boasted that he would drive the British 
into the sea, and plant the eagles of France on the towers of Lisbon. 
But there was a different story, when the French army, advancing in 
full confidence, found the rocks of Busaco bristling with bayonets and 
streaming with British colours. The Royal Highlanders were in posi- 
tion when that formidable post was attacked, and with the other 
British troops repulsed the furious onsets of the French veterans, who 
were driven back with severe loss. From this time on, the enemy 
kept gradually retiring and the British took up a strong position and 
blockaded Almeida. Attacked here by the French at the post of 
Fuentes d’Onon, the Highlanders were charged by a body of French 
cavalry, which they defeated with signal gallantry, and the words 
“Fuentes d’Onon,” displayed, by royal authority, on the regimental 
colours, commemorate their steady valour on this occasion. Then fol- 
lowed the great battle of Ciudad Rodrigo and Wellington’s advance 
to Madrid. Leaving Madrid on September 1st, he besieged Burgos, 
but afterwards retired for winter quarters. 

The campaign of 1813 was begun by Wellington advancing on 

Salamanca, the enemy retiring to Valladolid and then to Vittoria; from 

which they retreated so precipitately that they left all their stores 

and baggage and 152 pieces of cannon behind. Before long Spain 

was entirely evacuated by the French, and the British occupied the 

Pyrenees from the Pass of Roncesvalles, celebrated in the story of 

Charlemagne, to St. Sebastian. The srench continued to retire, pur- 

sued, but in the various actions which occurred, the 42nd took no 

particular part, until the army arrived at Toulouse on the Garonne, 

where the French occupied a position of great natural strength, and 

well fortified. The story of the 42nd on the day of that battle is well 

told by one of their officers, Mr. Malcolm, but we can only make a 

short extract. The Highlanders had to attack a redoubt on the left 

of the French line. “Darkening the whole hill, flanked by clouds of 

cavalry, and covered by the fire of their redoubt, the enemy came down 

on us like a torrent, their generals and field-officers riding in. front, 

and waving their hats amidst shouts of the multitude, resembling the 

wave of an ocean. Our Highlanders, as if actuated by one instinctive 

impulse, took off their bonnets, and, waving them in the air, returned 

their greeting with three cheers. A death-like silence ensued, as the 

French slightly paused in their advance, then fired a volley into our 

lines, and advanced upon us amidst a deafening roar of musketry and 

artillery. Our troops, unappalled by the furious onset, fired only once, 

and advancing up the hill, met them at the charge, and reaching the 

summit of the hill, took possession of the redoubt.” There were still 

four other redoubts with connecting lines of entrenchments, and 

Major-General Park, riding up in front of the brigade, made the 

announcement :—T have just now been with General Clinton, and he 

has been pleased to grant my request, that, in the charge we are now 

about to make on the enemy’s redoubts, the 42nd regiment shall have 

the honour of leading in the attack: the 42nd will advance.” “ The 

Grenadiers of the 42nd, followed by the other companies, led the way. 

and began to ascend the road; but no sooner were the feathers of 

their bonnets seen rising over the embankment, than such a tremendous 

fire was opened from the redoubts and entrenchments, as in a very 

short time would have annihilated them. The right wing forming line, 

rushed upon the batterfes, which vomited forth a most furious and 

terrific storm of fire, grape-shot and musketry, and drove the enemy 

from their positions, But, out of about 500 men, which the 42nd 

brought into action, scarcely 90 reached the fatal redonbt from which 

the enemy had fied.” 

The enemy made an attempt to regain their redoubts, but were 

repulsed with great loss, and their whole army was driven into 

Toulouse, which they almost immediately evacuated on hearing of the 

abdication of Buonaparte. 

At this time the clothing of the army at large, and of the Highland 

brigade in particular, was in a very tattered state. The 42nd, which 

was the only corps in the brigade that wore the kilt, were beginning 

to lose ft by degrees, and shoes were completely worn ont. 
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The 42nd now returned to Britain, where they remained till May, 
1815, when they were sent to Flanders, on the return of Buonaparte 
from Elba. Arrived in Brussels, the men of the 42nd soon became 
such great favourites‘with the people at whose houses they were quar- 
tered, that it was no uncommon thing to see a Highland soldier taking 
care of the children, or even keeping the shop of his host, an instance 
of coufidence perhaps unexampled. 

On the 16th of June, word came of the advance of the enemy, and 
the Highland brigade marched to Quatre Bras. After a march through 
the woods and fields of rye, they came upon the line of Belgian 
skirmishers retiring before the victorious French, The latter seemed 
paralyzed by the sudden appearance of the Highlanders in their 
strange uniform and turned to fly, hotly pursued, until a regiment of 
French lancers, mistaken for Brunswickers, rapidly approached, and 
not until a German orderly dragoon galloped up, exclaiming 
“Franchee! Franchee!” was the mistake known. Then forming a 
rallying square as well as possible, the cavalry were repulsed, soon 
to be replaced by the cuirassiers, who with their heavy horses and 
steel armour seemed sufficient to bear down all opposition. But they, 
like the lancers, retired before the steady defence of the Highlanders, 
who bivouacked on the field for the night. 

It is said that six privates fell into the enemy’s hands, and among 
these was a little lad (Smith Fyfe) about five feet high. The French 
General, on seeing this diminutive looking lad, lifted him up by the 
collar or breech, and exclaimed to the soldiers near him, “ Behold the 
sample of men of whom you seem to be afraid!” The lad returned a 
few days after dressed in the clothing of a French grenadier, and was 
saluted by the name of Napoleon, which he retained until he was 
discharged. 

The regiment was only partially engaged in the battle of Waterloo, 

but was highly complimented by the. Duke of Wellington on their 

behaviour at Quatre Bras and Waterloo. The word “ Waterloo,” 

borne on the colours of the regiment, by royal authority, testifies to 

their gallantry; and besides this, a medal was conferred on each 

officer and man. . 

Afte> this for many years the regiment had a rest from active 

service; and it is noted as a remarkable fact, that although engaged 

in active warfare for 45 out of 75 years, the loss of the regiment was 

comparatively trifling, and can only be accounted for by the deter- 

mined bravery and firmness of the men, it being the opinion of the 

best authorities that troops who act vigorously suffer less than those 

who are slow and cautious in their operations. 

For nearly forty years nothing occurred of any importance to the 

Highlanders, until early in 1854, when the regiment was removed to 

Portsea, preparatory to embarking for Turkey, in consequence of 

hostilities with Russia, 

On the 20th of May, the 42nd embarked for the Crimea, and landed 

at Varna, whence they again embarked in August for Kalameta Bay, 

about 30 miles north of Sebastopol. It is related by Kinglake, the 

fascinating historian of the Crimean war, that “ the seamen knew that 

it concerned the health and comfort of the soldiers to be landed dry, 

so they lifted or handed the men ashore with an almost tender care; 

yet, not without mirth—nay, not without laughter far heard—when, 

as though they were giant maidens, the tall Highlanders of the 42nd 

placed their hands in the hands of the sailor, and sprang, by his aid, 

to the shore, their kilts floating out wide while they leapt.” They 

then formed part of the ailied army of British and French, and on 

the 19th of September started on the march to Sebastopol. During 

the march the soldiers suffered from thirst, and as soon as a division 

came in sight of the waters of the Bulganak, the men broke from their 

ranks, and ran forward that they might plunge their lips deep in the 

cool, turbid, grateful stream. In one brigade a strange governance 

was maintained. Sir Colin Campbell would not allow that even the 
rage of thirst should loosen the discipline of his grand Highland regi- 

ments. He halted them a lit*’e before they reached the stream, and, 
saved from the confusion of ‘their own wild haste, they gained in 

comfort and knew they were gainers. 

On the heights beyond the Alma River the Russians were posted in 

strength, and to defend the Kourgarie Hill on their right the main 

forces were gathered—altogether 23,400 men and eighty-six guns, 

including fourteen heavy guns in the Great Redoubt. This was the 

point faced by the Highlanders, “ And now, after near forty years 

of peace, the great nations of Europe were once more meeting for 

battle. When the command was passed to get loose their cartridges, 

it lit up the faces of the Highlanders, assuring them that now at 

length they indeed would go into action, They began obeying the 

order, and with beaming joy, for they came of a warlike race, yet not 

without emotion of a graver kind—they were young soldiers, new to 

battle.” “These young soldiers, distinguished to the vulgar eye by 

their tall stature, their tartan uniforms, and the plumes of their 

Highland bonnets, were yet more marked by the warlike carriage of their 

men, and their strong, lithesome, resolute step. And Sir Colin Camp- 

bell, the hero of many battles from Vimieria and Vittoria to Gujerat, and 

many others, was known to be so proud of them, that already, like the 

Fuards, they had a kind of prominence in the army, which was sure 

to make their bearing a mark for blame or for praise.” Before the 

action had begun Campbell had spoken to his brigade a few words, 
simple, yet touched with war-like sentiment, and concluding, said 
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“Keep silence. Fire low. Now, men”—those who knew the old 
soldier can tell how his voice would falter the while his features were 
kindling, “‘ Now, men, the army will watch us; r Higheea Brigwe” y us; make me proud of the 

And proud indeed he was, when the three Highland regiments, the 
42nd, 79th and 98rd, advanced against the massive battalions of the 
Russians, three regiments in line against a mass of 12,000 in battalion 
formation, firing end advancing, steadily, firmly and irresistibly. 
shrouded in smoke driving terror into the hearts of the enemy—the 
vague terror of things unearthly; as the tall forms of the men, in 
their strange garb, came into sight, they seemed, it is said, like strange, 
silent, monstrous horsemen bestriding giant chargers, Unless help could 
come, the three massive columns must give way—but help came—for 
atime. Another heavy column moved up on the left, but was met by 
the 79th. Then came the rout. The two columns which had engaged 
the 42nd were in full retreat, the left Sousdal battalion was over- 
thrown by the 93rd; and the right Sousdal battalions were thrown 
into great confusion by the 79th. 

Then again, they say, was heard the sorrowful wail that bursts 
from the heart of the brave Russian infantry, when they have to 
suffer defeat. And with it hope had fled. The enemy retired in 
hopeless confusion. 

After the battle was over, Lord Raglan rode up and complimented 
Campbell and his brigade. Sir Colin then, with tears in his eyes, 
asked a favour, which he hoped his lordship would not refuse—to wear 
a bonnet with his brigade, while he had the honour to command it. 
This request was at once granted, and two days later the brigade 
paraded, as the General was desirous of thanking them for their cun- 
duct on the 20th (Sept.). The square was formed in readiness for 
his arrival, and he rode into it with the bonnet on. No order or 
signal was given, but he was greeted with such a succession of cheers, 
again and again, that both the French and English armies were 
startled into a perfect state of wonder as to what had taken place. 
Such is the history of the “ bonnet gained.” 

The brave Sir Colin seems to have been particularly fond of the 
old Black Watch, and in an address to them, after the presentation 
of medals on the anniversary of the Alma,.he himself having been de- 
corated with the order of the Bath, he said—‘* Remember that you are 
Scotchmen, and as Scotchmen, strive to maintain the name and fame 
of our countrymen, who are everywhere, and who have nobly fought 
and bled in every quarter of the globe. It is my pride, and shall also 
be my boast, that this decoration of the Bath, which I now wear, has 
been conferred upon me on account of the distinguished gallantry you 
have displaved. Long may you wear your medals, for you well de- 
serve them.” 

After the memorable battle of the Alma, the regiment took part in 
the operations against Sebastopol, until the peace in March, 1856. 

During the siege it is related that the Guards, many of whom were 
new recruits, were holding the trenches, and were surprised by the 
“Russians making a sudden sortie, so sudden indeed that they retired 
leaving the grog which had been served out untouched. This the 42nd, 
ordered up to support them, confiscated, after driving the Russians 
back, so that to a Guardsman it was no compliment to be asked, “ Who 
stole your grog?” 

The regiment returned to England in June, 1856, but had little 
time for rest, as they were embarked the following year for India, to 
assist in putting down the Indian Mutiny. Arrived at Calcutta, they 

were ordered to Cawnpore, which they reached by forced marches, 
took part in the battle against the Nana Sahib, routing the rebels 
and driving them to Bithow, thence to Lucknow, where a small 
British garrison were besieged by an overwhelming force of rebels. 

Here it was that the story is told of the Scottish girl, whose ear had 
caught the stirring sound of the Highland pipers before it was audible 
to anyone else, and who then proclaimed the relief of the hard-pressed 
defenders by the ejaculation, “ Dinna ye hear it? Dinna ye hear it?” 
And all knew that at last they were saved by Sir Colin and his High- 
landers. At “ithow they were joined by their old comrades, the 79th 
and 98rd, and at Lucknow it was they who were appointed to attack 
La Martiniere, the most advanced position of the enemy. The High- 
landers went steadily on until within two hundred yards of the place, 
when giving three cheers, they rushed on in double time, the pipers 
playing “ The Campbells are coming.” ‘Tlie enemy became so alarmed 
that they bolted from their trenches without waiting to fire more 
than the first round. 

By April, 1858, the rebels had been everywhere put down and peace 
partially restored. The 42nd had suffered greatly from fatigue and 
fever, having been a whole month constantly on duty, tteir uniforms 
and accoutrements never off their backs. They were ordered into 
camp, but their rest was short. They were ordered to march through 

Oudh, keeping the line of the Ganges, to reduce a number of chiefs 

who stiit remained refractory. At Baretiiy, the enemy attacked them 

in great force, and it was here that Col. Cameron was seized by four 
Gazees; who would have dragged him off his horse, when Color- 
Sergeant Gardner stepped from the ranks and bayonetted them, for 
which act of bravery he was awarded the Victoria Cross. It was at 

_ Bareilly some years later, that the regiment was presented with new 
colours, and on the 8th of July, 1861, a notification was received that 
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Her Majesty had been pleased graciously to authorize the Royal High- 
land Regiment to be disti in addition to that title, by the 
name by which it was first known, “The Black Watch.” In October, 
1867, the regiment commenced their march to Kurrachee, embarking 
for Bombay, and from thence to Portsmouth. Arriving in England 
they were again embarked for Scotland, receiving in Hdinburgh an 
especially notable and enthusiastic welcome. 

On the 2nd of Apr!!, 1872, there occurred one of the most in- 
teresting events in the history of the Black Watch—the unveiling at 
Dunkeld Cathedral of a fine monument dedicated to the memory of 
the officers, non-commissioned officers and men of the regiment who 
had fallen in war from its embodiment to the close of the Indian 
Mutiny. The monument is of white marble, and represents an officer 
of the 42nd visiting the battlefield after an engagement, in search of 
a missing comrade. The searcher has just discovered the dead body 
of his friend, and stands with bared head, paying mute homage to 
departed valour. The inscription reads :-— 

IN MEMORY OF 

THE OFFICERS, NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS, 

AND 

PRIVATE SOLDIERS OF THE 42ND ROYAL HIGULANDERS 

—THE BLACK WATCH— 

WHO FELL IN WAR FROM THE CREATION OF THE 

REGIMENT, 

TO THE CLOSE OF THE INDIAN MUTINY, 1859. 

In 1873, the regiment was ordered to the Gold Coast, to join Sir 
Garnet Wolseley’s expedition againsc the Ashantees. For this service 
kilts, doublets and bonnets were given into store, and special drab 
clothing with pith helmets were issued to the men. Arriving on the 
Coast in January, 1874, they proceeded into the interior with the rest 
of the troops. When at Mansu the column was delayed by the deser- 
tion of the native carriers, the Black Watch volunteered to act in the 
unwonted capacity of porters. Having come up with the enemy, who 
were concealed in the thick jungle, and who had caused severe loss 
among the troops, Sir Archibald Alison bade the pipers play up, and 
with a ringing cheer the "Iighlanders went straight at the concealed 
foe. The Ashantees gradua'ly disappeared, and after further fighting 
the Black Watch was the first of the column to enter Coomassie, 
and put an end to the war. 

After their return to Britain, the Black Watch, like the other 
regiments of the line, lost their number, the 42nd, and became known 
as the Ist Battalion, the Black Watch (Royal Highlanders) ; while 
the 73rd, or Perthshire Regiment, became the 2nd Battalion. 

The 1st Battalion remained in Edinburgh till July, 1882, when it 
was ordered into active service in Egypt against Arabi Pasha. On the 
13th September the Highlanders attacked the enemy at Tel-el-Kebir, 
and bore the brunt of the fighting there. Shortly after they were order- 
ed to Suakim and took part in the desperate fighting egainst the 
fanatic Arabs at Kirbekan; they carried the Arab position at the 
point of the bayonet. In Egypt as elsewhere they made good their 
old name and fame; as long as the Black Watch exists—in peace or 
in war, in camp, or in quarters—it may be depended on to maintain 
the worthy and glorious reputation of the “ Auld Forty-Twa.” 

After an interval of rest, we again find the Highlanders, and 
notably the Black Watch, in the forefront of the fighting in South 
Africa, when the Boers made their desperate attempt to oust the 
British from the land. It was in October, 1899, that the outbreak of 
war occurred, and shortly afterwards the Highland Brigade, including 
the Black Watch, formed part of the force dispatched to relieve Kim- 
berley. Under the ill-fated General Wauchope the brigade advanced 
from the Modder River during the night in the unusual formation of 
close column and were caught in a carefully prepared ambuscade by 
the Boers, who nearly annihilated them by a murderous fire. Doyle 
relates in his narrative: ‘* The few survivors of companies A, B, and 
C of the Black Watch appear never to have actually retired, but to 
have clung on to the immediate front of the Boer trenches, while the 
remains of the other five companies tried to turn the Boer flank. 
Of the former body only six t away unhurt, after lying all night 
within 200 yards of the enem). The rest of the brigade broke, and 
disentangling themselves with ditliculty from the dead and dying, fled 
back out of that accursed place.” 

“A great military authority has stated that it takes some years 
for a regiment to recover its spirit and steadiness, if it has been heavily 
punished, and yet within two months of Magersfontein, we find the in- 
domitable Highlanders taking without flinching the very bloodiest 
share of this bloody day.” 

The command of the Highland Brigade then fell to the famous 

Sir Hector Macdonald, and the most notable and decisive event of 
the war occurred—the pursuit and capture of Cronje and his army. 
Here they were in company with our own gallant Canadians, who 
will ever remember the battle of Paardeberg and Cronje’s surrender, 
February 17th, 1900. 
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SOME PETS OF THE REGIMENT. 

Of the many pets of the regiment three were the most worthy of 
seetots dog “ Pincher,” “ Donald,” the deer, and the Grenadiers’ 
Jat. 

“ Pincher” was a small, smooth-haired terrier, which attached 
himself to the regiment during a march in Ireland, near Naas, its 
destination on returning home after the Peninsular War in 1874. 
Pincher was truly a regimental dog. If he had any partiality, it was 
slightly towards the light company. He remained with the regiment 
during the winter of 1814-15, and embarked with it for Flanders in 
the spring of the latter year; went into action with it at Quatre 
Bras, and was, severely wounded in the neck and shoulders; but, like 
a good soldier, would not quit the field. He was again in action 
during the battle of Water.oo, a~ 1 accompanied the regiment to Paris, 
but did not learn the French la ,uage. Yet, amid the armies of the 
continenta] nations, Pincher never lost himself, came home, resumed 
his post, and went over to his native Ireland in 1817. His ultimate 
fate was sad. Late in that year, or early in 1818, he went with 
some men going on furlough, who landed at Irvine in Ayrshire. Poor 
Pinclies chased some rabbits in a warren, and was shot by a game- 
keeper, to the deep and universal grief of the regiment, when the 
melancholy intelligence reached it, which was not until one of the 
furlough men returned from Scotland to join. Meantime Pincher 
had not been seriously missed. Some remarks, indeed, were 
made at Armagh, that Pincher was longer than usual in his 
rounds; but there was no anxiety felt regarding him because it was 
well known that from the time of his joining the regiment in 1814, it 
mattered not how many detachments were out from headquarters, in 
turn he visited them all, and it was a standing wonderment how and 
by what instinct he found out each detachment in its turn. Poor 
Pincher was a good '.ac faithful soldier's dog, and, like many a good 
soldier, died an inglorious death. 

* Denald,” the deer, was with the depot which awaited the icgi- 
ment when it went into Edinburgh Castle, in September, 1836, atter 
landing at Granton from Corfu. He was a callow youngster at this 
time, and not so formidable that his antlers had to be cut, but that 
had to be done later. He marched with the regiment during three 
days from Edinburgh to Glasgow, in June, 1857. He began to be 
somewhat mischievous that year, sometimes stopping the way where 
he chose to make his lair, or objecting actively to intruders in Glasgow 
Green, where the regiment was exercising. But it was in Dublin, in 
the summer of 1838, that Donald discovered his true métier, and he 
promptly acted on the discovery, Without any previous training, he 
took his place at the head cf the regiment. alongside of the sergeant- 
major. Whether marching to or from the Phanix Park for exercise, 

out marching in winter, or at guard mounting, on the days the 42nd 
furnished the band and staff, Donald was never absent. He accom- 
panied the regiment to all garrison field days, went to feed until the 
time came for going home—he did not care for mancuvres and evolu- 
tions—was often a mile away from the regiment, but was always at 
his post when the time came to march off. There was one excepfion. 

About the third field day, the 70th Regiment, also Highlanders, was 
on the ground for the first time, and Donald trotted up to them when 
the troops broke up. Donald somehow discovered his mistake, became 
uneasy and arrogant, and on reaching Island Bridge, where the 79th 
had to turn off to Richmond Barracks, calmly declined to accompany 
his new friends any further. ‘The colonel ordered half-a-dozen men 
to hand over their muskets to their comrades, and to drive Donald 
towards the Royal Barracks. He went willingly, and was evidently 
highly delighted to rejoin his own regiment at the Park Gate. He 

never again committed a similar mistake, When the regiment had the 
duty, he invariably went with the guard to the Castle. The crowd on 
the way to and from the Castle was always dense, since the Dublin 
population is constitutionally addicted to idling, but Donald made his 
way, and kept it clear too, and the roughs knew better than to attempt 
to annoy him. Indeed he had been known to single out an obnoxious 
person who did so, and to give chase to him through the crowd. 
There never was any concern about Donald, as he could defend him- 
self perfectly well. ‘The Greys were in the barracks with the 42nd, 
and they permitted Donald to make his bed by tossing down their 
litter for him, and fed him daily with oats. But early in 1839 the 
Greys left, and were succeeded by the Bays. It was very soon under- 
stood that Donald and the new comers did not understand each other. 
The Bays would not allow him to make his bed, nor did they give him 

oats; and Donald declared war against all Bays, wherever and when- 
ever they approached him, until at last a Bay trooper could scarcely 
ventu cross the Royal Square, without looking around to make 
sure t Donald was out of the way. His hostility gave rise to a 
clever sketch, drawn on the wall of the officers’ room at the Bank 
“guard” of the “Stag at Bay,” where Donald was represented as 
having an officer of the Bays pinned up against a wall. In May, 
1829, Donald made a nine days’ march to Limerick, although very 
foot-sore and out of temper, and woe to the hostlers in the stable-yard 
who interfered with him after long and tiring day’s march! Donald 
had another failing—one of which his countrymen are accused—a 
great Hiking fer alcoholic Hquids, His particular vanities were 
whiskey and sherry. He suffered after a debauch, and it was for- 
bidden to indulge Donald in these cravings. At Limerick, as soon as 
the officers’ dinner-pipe went, he made his way to the mess-room win- 
dows, which were on the ground floor, in search of strong drink, until 
at length a severe fine had to be enforced on anyone giving it to him. 
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By this time his temper had become so formidable, especially to 
strangers, that it was clear Donald could not be taken aboard ship to 
Corfu, even if the captain of the troopship would permit; and to the 

decided that Donald must be to 
strangers. Colonel Johnston arranged with Lord Bandon, who 

indeed did some of his friends, for Donald was a universal favorite. 
Thus the regiment parted from dear old Donald, and nothing was 
heard of him for many years. 

In 1862, nearly twenty-two years later, Lieutenant-Colonel Wheat- 

ley, being appointed to the Cork district, took immediate steps to ascer- 

tain the subsequent history of Donald. The reply was “ That from 

the day he vas set free in Bandon Park, he declined any intercourse 

with either man or beast. That summer and winter he harboured in 
out-of-the-way places, to which none could approach; and there had 
been so many complaints against him that about two years after the 
departure of the regiment, Lord Bandon had reluctantly sanctioned 

when separated from it. 

The “ Grenadiers’ Cat” was picked up by a man of No. 1 com- 

Tousia, Lieutenant-Colonel Wheatley was induced, after the battle of 

the Alma had begun, to ask what had become of poor puss, when a 
man of the company replied, “It is here, sir,” opening his haversack 

as he spoke. The animal looked out and surveyed the novel aspect of 
a battle with great contentment. It was shut up again in the haver- 
sack, and when enquiry was made next morning, it was found that 
Bell had escaped scatheless, and was among the men in the bivouac, 
well taken care of in so far as having its share of the rations. It 
appeared that the man wo carried the cat and took care of it was 
exempted by the company from fatigue duties, his turu of carrying 
the company kettles, and other drudgery. Like most pets, Bell did 
not come to a peaceful end. It finally became an inmate of the regi- 
mental hospital, that being the only quiet and safe refuge to be found 
for it, got worried, and died at Balaclava. Such was the end of Bul- 
garian Bell—the only instance, probably, of a cat going into action. 
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THE STORY OF FARQUHAR SHAW. 

Tus soldier, whose name, from t*e circumstances connected with 

his remarkable story, Jaring courage, and territle fate, is still remem- 

bered in the regimeui, in the early history of which he bears so 

prominent a part, was one of the first who cniisted in Captain 

Campbell of Finab’s independent band of the Reicuda.: Dhu, or Black 

Watch, when the six separate companies composing wis Hig? land 

force were established along the Highland Border in 1729, to repress 

the predatory spirit of certain tribes, and to prevent the levy of 

black mail. The companies were independent, and at that time wore 

the cl. : tartan of their captains, who were Simon Frazer, the cele- 

brated Lord Lovat; Sir Duncan Campbell of Lochnell; Grant of 
[Rallindalloch; Alister Campbell of Finab, whose father fought at 

Darien; lan Campbell of Carrick, and Deors Monro of Culcairn. 

The privates of these companies were ali men of 4 superior 

station, being mostly cadets of good families—gentlemen of the 

Farquhar Shaw, of the Black Watch, in the 

uniform of the Regiment, 1743. From 
the picture in the possession of Lord 

John Murray, Colonel of the 
Regiment in 1745, Major- 

General, 1755. 

old Celtic and patriarchal lines, _and of baronial proprietors. 

In the Highlands, the only genuine mark of aristocracy was descent 

from the founder of the tribe; all who claimed this were styled 

uislain, or gentlemen, and, as such, when off duty, were deemed the 

equal of the highest chief in the land. Great care was taken by the 

six captains to secure men of undoubted courage, of good stature, 

stately deportment, and handsome figure. Thus, in all the old High- 

land regiments, but more especially the Reieudan Dhu, equality of 

blood and similarity of descent, secured familiarity and regard be- 

tween the officers and their men—for the latter deemed themselves 

inferior to no man who breathed the air of heaven. Heme, according 

to an English engineer officer, who f. equently saw these independent 

companies, ‘many of those private gentlemen-soldiers have gillies 

or servants to attend upon them in their quarters, and upon a march, 

to varry their provisions, baggage and firelocks.” 

Such was the composition of the corps, now first embe .:od among 

that remarkable people, the Scottish Highla ders—‘‘a people,” says 
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the Historian of Great Britain, “ untouched by the Roman or Saxon 

invasions on the south, and by those of the Danes on the east and 

west skirts of theie country—the unmiged remains of that vast Celtic 

empire, which oy ce stretched from the Pillars of Hercules to Arch- 

angel.” 

The Reicudan Dhu were armed with the usual weapons and 

accoutrements of the line; but, in addition to these, had the arms of 

their native country-—the broadsword, target, pistol, and long 

dagger, while the sergeants carried the old Celtic tuagh, or Lochaber 

axe. It was distinctly understood by all who enlisted in this new 

force, that their milita:y duties were to be confined within the High- 

land Border, where, from the wild, predatory spirit of those clans 

which dwelt next the Lowlands, it was known that they would find 

t -@ than enough vf military service of the*most harassing kind. In 

i’ conflicts which daily ensued among the mountains—in the sudden 

n rches by night: the desperate brawls among Caterans, who were 

armed to the teeth, fierce as nature and outlawry could make them, 

and who dv-elt in wild and pathless fastnesses secluded amid rocks, 

woods, and morasses, there were few who in courage, energy. daring, 

and activity equalled Farquhar Shaw, a gentleman from the Braes of 

Lochaber, who was esteemed the premier private in the company of 

Campbell of Finab, which was then quartered in that district; for 

cach company had its permanent cantonment and scene of operations 

during the eleven years which succeeded the first formation of the 

Reicudan Dhu. 

Farquhar was a perfect sword*:nan, and deadly shot alike with 

the musket and pistol; and his strength was such, that he had been 

known to twist a horse-shoe, and drive his skene dhu to the hilt in a 

pine log; while his activity and power of enduring hunger, thirst, 

heat, cold and fatigue, became a proverb among the companies of the 

Watch: for thus bad he been rearee and trained by his father, a 

genuine old Celtic gentleman and warrior, whose memory went back 

to the days when Dundee led the valiant and true to the ‘ield of 

Rinrory, and in whose arms the viscount fell from his horse in the 

moment of victory, and was borne to the house of Urrard to die. 

Ile was a true Highlander of the old school; for an old school has 

existed in all ages and everywhere, even among the Arabs, the 

children of Ishmael, in the desert; for they, too, hay> an olden time 

to which they look back with regret, as being nobler, better, braver, 

and purer than the present. Thus, the father of Farquhar Shaw 

was a grim duinet‘assal, who never broke bread or saw the sun rise 

without uncovering “is head and invoking the names of “C 4, the 

Blessed Mary, and St. C:'ine of the Isle;” who never sat down to a 

meal without opening wide his gates, that the poor and needy mfght 

enter freely; who never refused the use of his purse and sword to a 

friend or kinsman, and was aever seen unarmed, even in his own 

dining-room ; who never wronged any man; but who never suffered a 

wrong or affront to pass, without sharp and speedy vengeance; and 

who, rather than acknowledge the supremacy of the House of He.- 

over, died sword in hand at the rising in Glensheil. For this act, his 

estates were seized by the House of Breadalbane, and his onlv son, 

Farquhar, became a private soldier in the ranks of the Black Watch. 

lt may casily be supposed, that the son of such a father was 

imbued with al' his cavalier spirit, his loyalty and enthusiasm, and 

that his mird was filled by all the military, legendary, and romantic 

memories of isis native mountains, the land of the Celts, which, as a 

fine Irish ballad says, was THEIRS 

Ere the Roman or the Saxon, the Norman or the Dane, 

Tiad first set foot in Britain, or trampled heaps of slain, 
Whose manhood saw the Druid rite, at forest tree and rock— 

And savage t*ibes of Britain round the shrines of Zernebok ; 

Which for generations witnessed all the glories of the Gael, 

Since their Celtic sires sa: war-songs round the sacred fires of Baal. 

When it was resolved by Gov -nment to form the six independent 

Highland companies into one reg. ent, Farquhar Shaw was left on 
the sick list at the cottage of a widow named Mhona Cameron, cear 
Inverlochy, having been wounded in a skirmish with Caterans 'n 

Glennevis, and he writhed on his sick-bed when his comrades, under 

Finab, marched for the Birks of Aberfeldy. the muster-place of the 
whole, where the companies were to be united into one battalfon, 

under the celebrated John, Earl of Crawford and Lindesay, the last 
of bis ancient race, a hero covered with wounds and honours won in 
the services of Britain and Russia. 
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Weak, wan, and wasted though he was (for his wound, @ slash 

from gp nae Be bad been a severe one), barqubar almost sprang 

from bed when he heard the notes of their retiring pipes dying 

away, as they marched through Maryburgh, and round by the margin 

of Lochie). His spirit of honour was ruffed, moreover, by @ rumour, 

spread by his enemivs the Caterans, ag
ainst whom be had fought re 

peatedly, that he was growing faint-hearted at the prospect of the 

service of the Black Watch being extended beyond tb~ ‘ ighland Bor- 

der. As rumours to this effect were already finding ©: edence in the 

giens, the fierce, proud heart of Farquhar burned within him with 

indignation and unmerited shame. 

At last, one night, an old crone, «ho came steathily to the cottage 

in which he was residing, informed him that, by the same outlaws 

who were seeking to deprive him of his honour, a subtle plan had 

been laid to surround his temporary dwelling, and put him to death, 

in revenge for certain wounds inflicted by bis sword upon their 

comrades, 

The energy and activity of the Black Watch, had long since 

driven the Catcrans to despair, and nothing but the anticipation of 

killing Farquhar comfortably, and chopping him into ounce pieces at 

leisure, enabled them to survive their troubles with anything , like 

Christiaz: fortitude and resignation. 

“ And this is their plan, mother?” said Farquhar to the crone. 

“To burn the cottage, and you with 1 

“pnoul! say you so, Mother Mhbona,” be exciaimed; “then ’tis 

time I were betaking me to the hills. Better have a cool bed for a 

few nights on the sweet-scented heather, than be roasted in a burning 

cottage, like a fox in its hole.” 

In vain the cotters besought him te seek concealment elsewhere ; 

or to tarry until he had gained his full strength. 

“Were 1 in the prime of sti agth, L would stay here,” said 

Farquher; ‘“‘and when sleeping on my sword and targ*t, would fear 

nothing. If these dogs of Caterans came, they should be welcome to 

my life, if 1 ..uld not redeem it by the three best lives in their band: 

but 1 am weak as a growing boy, and so shall be off to the free moun- 

tain side, and seek the path that leads to the Birks of Aberfeldy.” 

“But the Birks are far from here, Farquhar,” urged old Mhona. 

“ Attempt, and Did-not, were the worst of Fingal’s hounds,” replied 

the soldier. ‘“ Farquhar will owe you a day in harvest for all your 

kindness; but his comrades wait, and go he roust! Would it not be a 

strange thing and a shameful, too, if all the Reicudan Dhu should 

march down into the flat, bare land of the Lowland clowns, and 

Farquhar not be with them? What would Finab, his captain, think? 

an] what would all in Brae Lochaber say?” 

“ Yet pause,” continued the crones. 

“Pause! Dhia! my father’s bones will soon be clattering in their 

grave, far away in green Glensheil, where he died for King James, 

Mhona.” 

“Beware,” continued the old woman, “lest you go for over, 

Farquhar.” 

“It is longer to for ever than to Beltane, and by that day I must 

be ac the Birks of Aberfeldy.” 

Then, seeing that he was determined, the crones muttered among 

themselves that the tarvecoilt would fall upon him; but Farquhar 

Shaw, though far from being free of his native superstitions, laughed 

aloud; for the tarvecoill is a black cloud, whicl, if seen on a New 

Year's eve, is said to portend stormy weather; hence it is a proverb 

for a misfortune about to happen. 

“You were unwise to become a soldier, Farquhar,” was their last 

arguinent. 

“Why?” 

“The tongue may tie a knot which the teeth cannot untie.” 

“As your husbands’ tongues did, when they married you all, 

poor men!” was the good-natured retort of Farquhar. “ But fear not 

for me; ere the snow begins to melt on Ben Nevis, and the sweet 

wallflower to bloom on the black Castle of Inverlochy, I will be with 

you all again,” he added, while belting his tartan-plaid about him, 
slinging his target on his shoulder, and whistling upon Bran, his 
favourite stag-hound; he then set out to join the regiment, by the 
nearest route, on the skirts of Ben Nevis, resolving to pass the head 
of Lochlevin, through Larochmohr, and the deep glens that lead 
towards the Braes of Rannoch, a long, desolate, and perilous 
journey, but with his sword, his pistols, and gigantic hound to guard 
him, his plaid for a covering, and the purple heather for a bed when- 
ever he halted, Farquhar feared nothing. 

His faithful dog Bran, which had shared his couch and plaid since 
the time when it was a puppy, was a noble specimen of the Scottish 
hound, which was used of old in the chase of the white bull, the 

wolf, and the deer, and which is in reality the progenitor of the com- 

mon greyhound; for the breed has degenerated in warmer climates 

than the «ern north. Bran (so named from Bran of old) was of 

such size, strength and courage, that he was able to drag down the 

strongest deer; and, in the last encounter with the Caterans of Glen 

had saved the life of Farquhar, by tearing almort to pie 5 Nevis, he 
one who would have slain him, as he lay wounded on the field. His 

hair was rough and gray; his limbs were muscriar and wiry; his 

chest broad and deep; his keen eyes were bright as those of an eagle. 

Such dogs as Bran bear a prominent place in Ftighland song and 

story. They were remarkable for their sagacity and love of their 

master, and their: solemn and dirge-like howl was ever deemed 

ominous «nd predictive of death and woe, 

Bran and his master were inseparable. The noble dog had long 

been invaluable to him when on hunting expeditions, and now since 

le had become a soldier in the Reicudan Dhu, Bran was always on 

guard with him, and the sharer of all bis duties; thus Farquhar was 

wont to assert, “that for watchfulness on sentry, Bran’s two ears 

were worth all the rest in the Black Watch put together.” 

The sun had set before Farquhar left the green thatched clachan, 

and already the bases of the purple mountains were dark, though a 
red glow lingered on their heath-clad summits. Lest some of the 
Cateran band, of whose malevolence he was now the object, might 
have knowledge or suspicion of his departure and be watching him 
with lynx-like eyes from behind some rock or bracken bush, he pur- 
sued for a time a path which led to the westward, until the darkness 
closed completely in; and then, after casting round him a rapid and 
searching glance, he struck at once into the old secluded drove-way 
or Fingalian road, which descended through the deep gorge of Corrie- 
hoilzie towards the mouth of Glencoe. 

On his left towered Ben Nevis—or “the Mountain of Heaven "— 
sublime and vast, four t’ousand three hundred feet and more in 

height, with its pale sum. its gleaming in the starligit, under @ coat- 

ing of eternal snow. (nr. his right lay deep glens yawning between 
pathless mountains that arose in piles above each other, thelr sides 
torn and rent by ¢ thousand water-courses, exhibiting rugged banks 
of rock and gravel, fringed by green waving bracken leaves and black 
whin bushes, or jagged by masses of stone, lying in piles and heaps, 
like th> black, dreary, and Cyclopean ruins “of an earlier world.” 
Before him lay the wilderness of Larochmohr, a scene of solitary and 
solemn grandeur, where, under the starlight, every feature of the 
landscape, every waving bush, or silver birch; every bare scalp of 
porphyry, and every granite block torn by storms from the cliffs 
above; every rugged watercourse, tearing in foum through its deep 
marl bed between the tufted heather, seemed shadowy, unearthly, and 
weird—dark and mysterious; and all combined, were more than 
enough to impress with solemnity the thoughts of any man, but more 
especially those of a Highlander; for the savage grandeur and solitude 
of that district at such an hour—the gloaming—were alike, to use @ 
paradox, soothing and terrific, 

There was no moon. Large masses of crape-like var sailed 

across the blue sky, and by gradually veiling the stars, .ade yet 
darker the gloomy path which Farquhar had to traverse. Even the 
dog Bran seemed impressed by the unbroken stillne.s, and trotted 
close as a shadow by the bare legs of his master. 

For a time Farquhar Shaw had thought only of the bloodthirsty 
Caterans, who in their mood of vengeance at the Black Watch in 
general, and at him in particular, would have hewn him to pieces 

without mercy; but now as the distance increased between himself 

and their haunts by the shores of the Lochy and Bil, other thoughts 
arose in his minc, which gradually became a prey to the superstition 
incident alike to his age and country, as all the wild tales he had 
heard of that sequestered district, and indeed cf that identical glen 
which he was then traversing, crowded upon his memory, until he, 
Farquhar Shaw, who would have faced any six men sword in hand, or 
would have charged a grape-shotted battery without fear, actually 
sighed with apprehension at the waving of a hazel bush on the lone 

hill side. 

Of many wild and terrible th. igs this locale was alleged to be 
the scene, an? with some of these the Highland reader may be as 
familiar as Farquhar. 

A party of the Black Watch in the summer of 1738, had marched 

up the glen, under the command of Corporal Malcolm MacPherson 

(of whom more anon), with orders to seize a flock of sheep and arrest 

the proprietor, who was alleged to have “lifted” (ie. stolen) them 
from the Camerons of Lochiel. The soldiers found the flock to the 
number of three hundred, grazing on 1 hill side, all fat black-faced 

sheep with fine long wool, and seated ‘ar them, crook in hand, upon 

a fragment of rock, they found the person (one of the Caterans re- 

ferred to) who was alleged to have stolen them. He was a strange- 

looking old fellow, with a long white beard that flowed below his 
girdle, he was attended by two huge black dogs of fierce and repulsive 

aspect. He laughed scornfully when arrested by the corporal, and 

hollowly the echoes of his laughter rang among the rocks. while his 

giant hounds bayed and erected their bristles, and their eyes flashed 

as if emitting sparks of fire. 

The soldiers now surrounded the sheep and drove them down the 

hill side into the glen, from whence they proceeded towarts Mary- 

w 
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burrh, with a piper playing in front of the flock, for it is known 
that sheep will readily follow the music of the pipe. The Black 
Watch were merry with their easy capture, but none ia MacPherson’s 

party were so merry as the captured shepherd, whom, for security, vhe 
corporal had fettered to the left hand of his brother Samuel; and in 
this order they proceeded for three miles, until they reached a running 
stream; when, lo! the whole of the three hundred fat sheep and the 
black dogs turned into clods of brown earth; and, with a wild 
mocking laugh that seemed to pass away on the wind © hich swept 
the mountain waste, their shepherd vanished, and no ‘race of his 
presence remained but the empty ring of the fetters which dangled 
fiom the left wrist of Samuel MacPherson, who felt every hair on 
his head bristle under his bonnet with terror and affright. 

This sombre glen was also the abode of the Daoine Shie, or Good 
Neighbours, as they are named in the Lowlands; and of this fact the 
wife of the pay-sergeant of Farquhar’s own company could bear 
terrible evidence. These imps are alleged to have a strange love for 
abstracting young girls and women great with child, and leaving in 
their places bundles of iry branches or withered reeds in the re- 
semblance of the person bus abstracted, but to all appearance dead 
or in a trance; they are also exceeding partial to naving their own 
bantlings nursed by human mothers, 

The wife of the sergeant (who was Duncan Campbell of the 
family of Dupeaves) was without children, but was ever longing to 
possess one, ond had drank of all the holy wells in the neighbourhood 
without finding herself much benefited thereby. On a summer even- 
ing when the twilight was lingering on the hills, she was seated at 
her cottage door gazing listlessly on the waters of the Eli, which was 
reddened by the last flush of the west, when suddenly a little man 
and woman of strange aspect appeai<d before her—so suddenly that 
they seemed to have sprung from the ground—and offered her a child 
to nurse. Her husband, the sergeant, was absent on duty at Dum- 
barton; the poor lonely woman had no one to consult, or fr~. whom 
to seek permission, and she at once accepted the chrrge as one 
long coveted. 

“Take this pot of ointment,” said the man impressivel:;/, ceiving 
Moina Campbell a box made of shells, “and be careful from time to 
time to touch the eyelids of our child therewith.” 

“ Accept this purse of money,” said the woman, giving her a small 
bag of green silk; “'tis our payment in advance, and anon ~e wiil 
come again.” 

Tne -uaint little father and mother then each blew a breath upon 
the face of the child and disappeared, or as the sergeant’s wife said, 
seemed to melt away into the twilight haze. The money given by the 
woman was gold and silver; but Moina know not its value, for the 
coins were ancient, and bore the head of King Constantine IV. “Lhe 
child was a strange, pale and wan little creature, with keen, bright, 
and melancholy eyes; its lean freakish hands were almost transparent, 
and it was ever sad and moaning. Yet in the care of the sergeant’s 
wife it throve bravely, and always after its eyes were touched with 
the ointment it laughed, crowed, screamed, and exhibited such wil? 
joy that it became almost convulsed. 

This occurred so often that Moina felt tempted to apply the oint- 
ment to her own eyes, when lo! she perceived a group of the dwarfish 
Daoine Shie—little men in trunk hose and sugar-loaf hats, and lit+le 
women in hoop petticoats all of a green colour—dancing round her, 
and making grimaces and antic gestures to amuse the child. which to 
her horror she was now convinced was a bantling of the spirits who 
dwelt in Larochmohr! 

What was she to do? To offend or seem to fear them was dan- 
gerous, and though she was now daily tormented by seeing these green 
imps about her, she affected unconsciousness and seemed to observe 
them not; but prayed in her heart for her husband’s sneedv return. 
and to be relieved of her fairy charge. to whom she faithfully ner- 
formed her trust, for in time the child grew strong and beautiful; 
and when, again on a twilight eve. the parents came to claim it. tne 
woman wept as it was taken from her. for she had learned to love the 
little creature, though it belonged neither to heaven nor earth. 

Some months after, Moina Campbell, more lonely nov. than ever, 
was passing through Tarochmohr, when sudden} within the circle of 
a large green fairy ring, she saw thousands. yea myriads of little 
imns in green trunk hose and with sugar-oaf hats, dancing and 
waking merry, and ami¢ them were the child she had nursed and its 
parents also, and in tervor and distress she addressed herself to them. 

The tiny voices within the charmed circle were hushed in an in- 
stant, and all the little men and women became filled with anger. 
Their little faces grew red, and their little eyes flashed fire. 

* How do vow sce us?’ demanded the father of the fairy chifd, 
thrusting his little conical hat fierecly over his right eye. 

“Did T not nurse your child, my friend?” said Molina. trembling. 
“ But how do you see ua?” screaxned a thousand little voices. 
Moina trembled, and was silent. 

“Oho!” exclaimed all the tiny voices, like a breeze of wind, ‘she 
has been using our ointment, the insolent mortal !” 

“1 can alter that,” said one fairy man (who being three feet high 
was a giant among his fellows), as he blew upward in her face, and 
in an instant all the green multitude vanished from her sight; she saw 
only the fairy ring and the green bare sides of the silent glen. Of all 
tue myriads she had seen, not one was visible now.* 

“Fear not, Mcina,” cried a little voice from the hill side, “ for 
our husband will prosper.” It was the fairy child who spoke. 

“ But his fate will follow him,” added another voice, ‘angrily. 

Full of fear the poor woman returned to her cottage, from which, 
to her astonishment, she had been absent ten days and nights; but 
she saw her husband no more: in the meantime he had embarked for 
a foreign land, being gazetted to an ensigncy; thus so far the fairy 
promise of his prospering proved true.* 

Another story flitted threugh Farquhar's mind, and troubled him 
quite as much as its predecessors. In a shieling here a friend of his, 
when hunting, one night sought shelter. Finding a fire already lighted 
therein he became alarmed, and clambering into the roof ext upon 
the cross rafters te wait the event, and ere long there entered a 
little old man two feet in height. His head, hands, and feet were 
enormously large for the size of his person; his nose was long, crook- 

ed, and of a scarlet hue; his eyes brilliant as diamonds, and they 

glared in the light of the fire. He took from his back a bundle of 
ree s, and tying them together, proceeded to blow upou them from 
his huge mouth and distended cheeks, and as he blew, a skin crept 
over the dry bundle, which gradually began to assume the appearance 
of a human face and form. 

These proceedings were more than the huntsman on his perch 

above could endure, and filled by dread that the process below might 
end in a troublesome likeness of himself, he dropped a sixpence into 
his pistol (for everything evil is proof to lead) and fired straight at 

the huge head of the spirit or gnome, which vanished with a shriek, 

tearing away in his wrath and flight the whole of the turf wall on 

one side of the shieling, which was thus in a moment reduced to 

ruins, 

shese memories, and a thousand others of spectral Druids and 

tall ghastly warriors, through whose thin forms the twinkling starr 

would shine (but these orbs were hidden now) as they hovered by 

grey cairns and the grassy graves of old, crowded on the mind of 

Farquhar; for there were then, and even now are, more ghosts, devils, 

and hobgoblins in the Scottish Highlands than ever were laid of yore 

in the Red Sea. Now need we be surprised at this superstition in 

the eart= days of the Black Watch, when Dr. Henry tells us, in 1831, 

that «ithin the last twenty years, when a couple agreed to marry in 

Orkney, they went to the Temple of the Moon, which was semi- 

circular, «1d there, on her knees, the woman © lemnly invoked the 

spirit of Woden! 

Farquhar, as he strode on, comforted himself with the reflection 

thet those who are born at night—as his mother had a hundred times 

told him he had been—never saw spirits; so he took a good dram from 

his hunting flask, and belted his plaid tighter about him, after 

making a sign of the cross three times, as a protection against all the 

diablerie of the district, but chiefly against a certain malignant fiend 

or spirit, who was wont to how! at night among the rocks of Laroch- 

mohr, to hurl storms of snow into the deep vale of Corriehoilzie, and 

toss uuge blocks of granite into the deep blue waters of Loch Leven. 

He shonted on Bran, whistled the march of the Black Watch, “to 

keep his spirits cheery.” and pushed on his way up the mountains, 

while the broad rain drops of a coming tempest plashed heavily in 

his face. 

He looked up t» the “ Hill of Heaven.” The night clouds were 

gathering round its a vful summit, wheeling, eddying, and floating in 

whirlwinds from the dark chasms of rock that yawn in its sites. The 

growling of the thunder among the riven peaks of granite overhead 

announced that a tempest was at hand: but though Farquhar Shaw 

had come of a brave and adventurous race, and feared nothing 

earthly, he could not repress 2 shudder lest the mournful gusts of the 

rising wind might bear witn them the cry of the Tar’ ise, the terrible 

Water Bull, or the shrieks of the spirit of the storm! 

The lonely man continued to toil up that wilderness till he reached 

the shoulder of the mountain, where, on his right, opened the black 

narrow gorge, in the deep bosom of which lay Loch Leven, an4, on 

his left, opened the glens that led towards Loch Treig, the aunt of 

Damh mohr a Vonalia, or Enchanted Stag which was atiezed to live 

for ever, and be proof to mortal weapons; and now, like a tornado of 

the tropics, the storm burst forth In its fury! 

The wind seemed to shriek around the mountain rammits and to 

bellow in the gorges below, while the thunder hurtle< across the sky, 

and the lightning, green and ghastly, flashed sheut the rocks of Tach 

* This, and the two iegends which follow, were reinted to me hy 2 

Highlander, who asserted, with the utmost good faith, that they 

happened in Glendochart: but T have since seen an Arabian tale, 
which somewhat resernbles the adventure of the sergeant’s wife. 

* His “fate” would seem to have followed him, too; for he was 

killed at Ticonderoga, when captain-lieutenant of the Black Watch.— 

See Stewart's Sketohes. 
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Leven, shedding, ever and anon, for an instant, a sudden gleam upon 

its narrow stripe of water, and on the brawling torrents that roared 

down the mountain sides, and were swelling fast to floods, as the rain, 

which had long been falling on the frozen summit of Ben Nevis, now 

descended in a broad and blinding torrent that was swept by the 

stormy wind over hill and over valley. As Farquhar staggered on, a 

gleam of lightning revealed to him a little turf shieling under the 

brow of a pine-covered rock, and making a viyorous effort to witlf- 

stand the roaring wind, which tore over the bare waste with all the 

force and might of a solid and palpable body, ue reached it on his 

hands and knees, After securing the rude door, which was composed 

of three cross bars, he flung himself on the earthen floor of the hut, 

breathless and exhausted, while Bran, his dog, as if awed by the ele- 

mental war Without, crept close beside him. 

As Farquhar’s thoughts reverted to all that he had heard of the 

district, he felt all a Highlander’s native horror of remaining in the 

dark in a place so weird and wild; and on finding near him a quantity 

of dry wood-—bog-pine and oak, stored up, doubtless, by some thrifty 

and provident shepherd—he produced his flint and tinder-box, struck 

a light, and, with all the readiness of a soldier and huntsman, kindle’ 

a‘fire in a corner of the shieling, being determined that if it was the 

place where, about “ the hour when churchyards yawn and graves give 

up their dead,” the brownies were alleged to assemble, they should 

not come upon him unseen or unawares. 

Having a veni a steak in his havresack, he placed it on the 

embers to broil, heaped fresh fuel on his fire, and drawing his plaid 

round Bran and himself, wearied by the toil of his journey on foot 

in such a night, and over such a country, he gradually dropped asleep, 

heedless alike of the storm which raved and bellowed in the dark 

glens below, and round the bare scalps of the vast mountain whose 

mighty shadows, when falling eastward at eve, darken even the Great 

Gien of Albyn. 

In iis sleep, the thoughts of Farquhar Shaw wandered to his 

comrades, then at the Birks of Aberfeldy. He dreamt that a long 

time—how long he knew not—had elapsed since he had been in their 

ranks; but he saw the Laird of Finab, his captain, surveying him 

with a gloomy brow, while the faces of friends and comrades were 

averted from him, 

“Why is this—how is this?” he demanded. 

Then he was told that the Reicudan Dhu were disgraced by the 

desertion of three of its soldiers, who, on that day, were to die, and 

the regiment was paraded to witness their fate. The scene with all its 

solemnity and all its terrors grew vividly before him; he heard the 

lamenting wail of the pipe as the three doomed men marched slowly 

past, each behind his black coffin, and the scene of this catastrophe 

was far, far away, he knew not where; but it seemed to be in a 

strange country, and then the scene, the sights, and the voices of the 

people, were foreign to him. In the background, above the glittering 

bayonets and blue bonnets of the Black Watch, rose a lofty castle of 

foreign aspect, having a square keep or tower, with four tr rrets, the 

vanes of which were shining in the early morning sun. .» his ears 

floated the drowsy hum of a vast and increasing multitude. 

Farquhar trembled in every limb as the doomed men passed so 

near him that he could see their breasts heave as they breathed; but 

their faces were concealed from him, for each had his head muffled in 

his plaid, according to the old Highland fashion, when imploring 

mercy or quarter, 

Lots were cast with great solemnity for the firing party or execu- 
tioners, and, to his horror, Farquhar found himself one of the twelve 
men chosen for this, to every soldier, most wbnoxious duty ! 

When the time came for firing, and the three unfortunates were 

kneeling opposit:, each within his coffin, and each with his head 

muffled in a plaid, Farquhar mentally resolved to close his eyes and 
fire at random against the wall of the castle opposite; but some 
mysterious and irresistible impulse compelled him to look for a 
moment, and lo! the plaid had fallen from the face of one of the doom- 
ed men, and, to his horror, the dreamer beheld himself! 

His own face was before him. but ghastly and pale, and his own 
eyes seemed to be glaring back upon him with affright, while their 
aspect was wild, sad, and haggard. The musket dropped from his 
hand, a weakness seemed to overspread his limbs, and writhing in 
agony ut the terrible sight, while a cold perspiration rolled in bead- 
drops over his clammy brow, the dreamer started, and awoke, when a 
terrible voice, low but distinct, muttered in his ear— 

“ Farquhar Shaw, bithidth duit Pee rau 3 wil ré fear feachd, ach cha bhé duil ri 

He leaped to his feet with a cry of terror, and found that he was 

not aione, as a little old woman was crouching near the embers of his 

fire, while Bran, his eyes glaring, his bristles erect, was growling at 

her with a fierce angry sound, that rivalled the bellowing of the 

storm, which still continued to rave without. 

* A man may return from an expedition ; but there is no hope that 

he may return from the grave.—A Gaelic Proverd. 

BLACK WATCH. 

bird. She muttered to herself at times, and after turning her terrible 

red eyes twice or thrice covertly and wickedly towards Farquhar, she 

suddenly snatched the venison steak from amid the flames, and, with 

a chuckle of + tisfaction, devoured it steaming hot, and covered as i* 

wae with bermag cinders, 

On Farquhar secretly making a sign of the cross, when beholding 

this strange proceeding, she turned sharply with a savage 

towards him, and rose to her full stature, which was not more than 

three feet; and he felt, he knew not why, his heart tremble; for hi« 

xpirit was already perturbed by the effect of his terrible dream, and 

clutching the steel collar of Bran (who was preparing to spring at 

this strange visitor, and seemed to like her aspect as little as his 

master) he said— 

“ Woman, who are you?” 

“A traveller like yourself, perhaps, But who are you?” she asked 

in a croaking veice. 

“Do you know our proverb in Techaber— 

What sent the iessengers to hell, 

But asking what they knew full well?” 

was the reply of Farquhar, as he made a Vigorous effort to restrain 

Bran, whose growls and fury were fast becoming quite appalling: an 

ut this proverb the eyes of the hag seemed to blaze with fresh anger, 

while her figure became more than ever erect. 

“Oich! oich!” grumbled Farquhar, “T would as readily have had 

the devil as this ugly hag. I have got a shelter, certainly ; but with 

her ‘tis out of the cauldron and into the fire. Tlad she been a bro™n- 

eyed lass, to a share of my plaid she had been welcome: but this 

wrinkled cailloch——down, Bran, down!” he added aloud, as the 

strong hound strained in his collar, and tasked his master's hand and 

arms to keep him from springing at the intruder. 

“Is this kind or manly of you,” she asked, “to keep a wild brute 

that behaves thus, and to a woman too? Turn him out into the 

storm; the wind and rain will soon cool his wicked blood.” 

“Thank you; but in that you must excuse me. Bran and T are 

as brothers.” 

“Turn him out I say,” screamed the hag, ‘or worse may befall 

him!” 

“T shall ¢ turn him out, woman,” said Farquhar, firmly, while 

surveying the (ranger with some uneasiness ; for, to his startled gaze, 

she seemed to have grown taller within the last five minutes. “You 

have a share of our shelter, and you have had all our supper: but 

to turn out poor Bran—no, no, that would never do.” 

To this Bran added a roar of rage, and the fear or fury which 

blazed in the eyes of the woman fully responded to those of the now 

infuriated staghound. The glances of each made those of the other 

more and more fierce. 

“Down, Bran; down, I say,” said Farquhar. ‘“ What the devil 

hath possessed the dog? I never saw him behave thus before. Tie 

must be savage, mother, that you left him none of the savoury veni- 

son steak; for all the supper we had was that road-collop from one 

of MacGillony’s brown cattle.” 

“ MacGillony,” muttered the hag, spreading her talon-like hands 

over the embers; “I knew him well.” 

“ You!” exclaimed Farquhar. 

“1 have said so,” she replied with a grin. 

“He was a mighty huncer five hundred years ago, who lived and 

died on the Grampions !” 

“And what are five hundred years to me, who sw the waters of 

the deluge pour through Corriehoilzie and subside from the slove of 

Ben Nevis?” 

“This is a very good joke, mother,” said poor Farquhar, attempt- 

ing to laugh, while the hideous old woman, who was so small when he 

first saw her as to be almost a dwarf, was now, palpably, veritably, 

and without doubt, nearly a head taller than himself; and watch- 

fully he continued to gaze on her, keeping one hand on his dirk and 

the other on the collar of Bran, whose growls were louder now than 

the storm that careered through the rocky glen below. 

“ Woman!” said Farquhar, boldly, “my mind misgives me—there 

is something about you that I little like; I have just had a dreadful 

dream.” 

Sf 
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“ A morning dream, too!" chuckled the hag with an elfish grin. 

“So I connect your presence } ere with it.” 

* Be it so.” 

“What may that terrible dream foretell?” pondered Farquhar; 
“for morning dreams are but warnings and presages unsolved. The 
blesy ings of God and all his saints be about me!” 

At these words the beldame uttered a loud /augh. 

“ You are, I pre. ae, a Protestant?” said Farqubar, uneasily. 

At this sugzest.on she laughed louder still, but seemed to grow 

more and more in stature, till Farquhar became well-nigh sick at heart 

with astonishment and fear, and began to revolve in his mind the 

possibility of reaching the door of the shicling and rushing out into 

the storm, there to commit himself to Providence and the elements. 

Besides, as her stature grew, her eyes waxed redder and brighter, 

and her malevolent hilarity increase]. 

It was a fiend, « demon of the wild, by whom he was now visited 

and tormented in that sequestered hut. 

His heart sank, and as her terrible eyes seemed to glare upon him, 

and pierce his very soul, a cold perspiration burst over all his person. 

“ Why do you grasp your dirk, Farqubar—ha! ha !” she asked. 

“For the same reason that I hold Bran—to be ready. Am I not 

one of the King’s Reicudan Dhu? But how know you my name?” 

“ "Tis a trifle to me, who kaew MacGillony.” 

“ From whence came you to-night?” 

“From the Isle of Wolves,” she replied, with a shout of laughter. 

“ A story as likely as the rest,” said Farquhar, “for that isle is in 

the Western sea, near unto Coll, the country of the Clan Gillian. 

You must travel fast.” 

“Those usually do who travel on the skirts of the wind.” 

“ Woman!” exclaimed Farquhar, leaping up with an emotion of 
terror which he could no longer control, for her statute now over- 
topped his own, and ere long her hideous head would touch the rafters 
pS * hut; “thou are either a liar or a fiend! which shall I deem 
t " 

“ Whichever pleases you most,” she replied, starting to her feet. 

“Bran, to the proof!” cried Farqui.ar, drawing his dirk, and 

preparing to let slip the now maddened hound; “at her, Bran, and 
hold her down. Good, dog—brave dog! oich, he bas a slippery hand- 
ful that graeps an eel by the tail! at her, Bran, for thou art strong 
as Cuchullin.” 

Uttering a roar of rage, the savage dog made a wild bound at the 
hag, who, with a yell of spite and defiance, and with a wondrous 
activity, by one spring, left the shieling, and dashing the frail door 
to fragments in her passage, rushed out into the dark and tempes- 
tuous night, pursued by the infuriated but baffled Bran—bafiled now, 
though the fleetest hound on the Braes of Lochaber. 

They vanished together in the obscurity, while Farquhar gazed 

from the door breathless and terrified. The storm still howled in the 
valley, where the darkness was opaque and dense, save when a soli- 
tary gleam of lightning flashed on the ghastly rocks and narrow 
defile of Loch Leven; and the roar of the bellowing wind as it tore 
through the ~ocky gorges end deep granite chasms, had in its sound 
something more than usually terrific. But, hark! other sounds came 
upon the skirts of that hurrying storm. 

Te shrieks of a fiend, if they could be termed so ;—for they were 
shrill and high, like cries of pain and laughter mingled. Then came 

the loud deep baying, with the yells of a dog, as if in rage and pain, 

while a thousand sparks, like those of a rocket, glittered for a 

moment in the blackness of the glen below. The heart of Farquhar 

Shaw seemed to stand still for a time, while, dirk in hand, he con- 

tinued to peer into the dense obscurity. Again came the cries of 

Bran, but nearer and nearer now; and in an instant more, the noble 

hound sprang, with a loud whine, to his master’s side. and sank at 

his feet. Tt was Bran, the flect. the strong, the faithful and the 

brave: but in what a condition! Torn, lacerated. covered with blood 

and frightful wounds—disembowelled and dying; for the poor animal 

had only strength to loll out his hot tongue in an attemp! to lick his 

master’s hand before he expired. 

“Mather Mary,” said Farquhar. taking off his bounet, inspired 

with horror and religious awe, “keep thy blessed han. over me, for 

my dog has fought with a demon a de et Cee ee te 

It may be imagined how Farquhar passed the remainder of that 

morning—sleepless and full of terrible thoughts, for the palpable 

memory of his dream, and the episode which followed it, were food 

enough for reflection. 

With dawn, the storm subsided. The 
the blue mists were wreathed round the of 
beautiful rainbow seemed to spring from the side 
far beyond the waters of Loch Leven; the dun deer were cropping 
the wet glistening herbage among the grey rocks; the little birds 
early, and the proud eagle and ferocious gled were soaring towards 
the rising sun; thus all nature gave promise of a serene summer day. 

ith With his dirk, Farquhar dug a grave for Bran, and lined it wi 
soft and fragrant heather, and there he covered him up and piled a 
cairn, at which he gave many a sad and backward glance (for it 
marked where a faithful friend and companion Jay) as he ascended 
the huge mountains of rock, which, on one hand, led to the Uisee Diu, 
or Vale of the Black Water, and on the other, by the tremendous 
*teep named the Devil's Staircase, to the muuth of Glencoe, 

In due time he reached the regiment at its cantonments on the 
Birks of Aberfeldy, where the | ¢ companies, for the fire 
time were exercised as a battalion by their Lieutenant-Colonel, oir 
Robert Munro of Culcairn, who, six years afterwards, was slain at 
the battle of Falkirk. 

Farquhar's terrible dream and adventure in that Highland wilde:- 
ness were ever before him, and the events subsequent to the forma- 
tion of the Black Watch into a battalion, with the excitement pro- 
duced among its soldiers by an unexpected order to march into Eng- 
land, served to confirm the gloom that preyed upon his spirits. 

The story of how the Blach Watch were deceived is well known in 
the Highlands, though it is only one of the many acts of treachery 
performed in those days by the British Government in their trane- 
actions with the people of that country, when seeking to lessen the 
adherents of the Stuart cause, and ensnare them into regiments for 
service in distant lands; hence the many dangerous mutinies which 
occurred after the enrolment of all the off Highland corps, 

This unexpected order to march into England caused such a dan- 
gerous ferment in the Black Watch, as being a violation of the prin- 
ciples and promise under which it was enrolled, and on which so many 
Highland gentlemen cf good family enlisted in its ranks, that the 
Lord President Duncan Forbes of Cullouen, warned General Clayton, 
the Scottish Commander-in-Chief, of the evil effects likely to occur 
if this breach of faith was persisted in: and to prevent the corps from 
revolting en maaae, that officer informed the soldiers that they were to 
enter Fingiand “solely to be seen by King George. who had never 
seen a Highland soldier, and had been graciously pleased to express, 
or feel great curiosity on the subject.” 

Cajoled and finiiered by this falsehood, the soldiers of the 

Reicudan Dhu, al! «»ewware that shipping was ordered to convey them to 

Flanders, began their march for England, in the end of March, 1748: 

and if other proof be wanting that they were deluded. the following 

announcement in the Caledonian Mercury of that year affords it :— 

“On Wednesday last, the Lord Sempills Regiment of Highlanders 

began their march for England, in order to be reviewed by hie Majesty.” 

Everywhere on the march throughout the north of England, they 

were received with cordiality and hospitality by the people. to whom 

their garb. aspect. and equipment were a source of interest, and in 

return, the gentlemen and soldiers of the Reicudan Dhn behaved to 

the admiration of their officers and of all magistrates: bnt as they 

drew nearer to London. according to Major Grose, they were exposed 

to the malevolent mockery and the national “taunts of the true-bred 

English clowns, antl became gloomy and snilen. Animated even to 

the humblest private with the feelings of gentlemen.” continues this 

English officer, “ they could ill brook the rudeness of boors, nor could 

they patiently submit to affronts in a country to which they had heen 

called by the invitation of their sovereign.” 

On the 30th April. the regiment reached London. and on the 14th 

May was reviewed on Finchley Common, by Marshal Wade, before a 

vast concourse of snectators: but the King, whom they expected to be 

present, had sailed from Greenwich for Hanover on the same night 

they entered the English metropolis. Herein they found themselves 

deceived: for “the King had told them a Hie,” and the spark thus 

kindled was soon fanned into a flame. 

After the review at Finchley Common, Farquhar Shaw and 

Corporal Malcolm MacPherson were drinking in a tavern. when three 

English gentlemen entered, and seating themselves at the same table, 

entered into conversation, by praising the regiment, their garb. their 

country. and saving those compliments which are so apt to win the 

heart of a Scotchman when far from home: and the glens of the Gael 

seemed then indeed, far. far away. to the imagination of the simple 

souls who mauned the Black Watch in 1743. 

Both Farquhar and the corporal being gentlemen, wore the wing 

of the eagle in their bonnets, and were well educated, and spoke 

English with tolerable fiuency. 

“] would that his Majesty had seen us, however,” said the cor- 

poral: “ we have had a long march south from our own country on & 

bootless errand.” 

“Can you possibly be so simple as to believe that the King cared 

= 
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a rusb on the subject?” asked a gentleman, with an incredulous smile; 

for he and his companions, like many others who hovered about these 

new soldiers, were Jacobites and political incendiaries. 

“ What mean you, sir?” demanded Macl’herson, with surprise. 

‘ | : tt AE 
“ Why, you simpleton, that story of the King wishing to see you The memory ruin at Darien, and of the 

was all a tale of a tub—a snare.” masuacte at Glencoe (the Cawnpore of King William), were a 
—_ : z 

“A snare!” 

“ Yes—a pretext of the ministry to lure you to this distance from 

your own country, and then transport you bodily for life.” 

“To where?” # 

+ Ob, that matters little—perhaps to the American piantations.” 

suggested another, maliciously ; “ but take as a foreboding of 
it 

another jorum of brandy, and fear nothing; wherever you go, it can’t him; but the words of that terrible warning—a man may return from 

an expedition, but never from the grave—seemed ever in his ears! 

On the night after the review, the whole regiment, except its 

officers, most of whom knew what was on the tapis, assembled at 

twelve o’clock on a waste common near Highgate. The whole were in 

ier nal 
4 z i f 7 i z g i é 4 g 

“Thanks, gentlemen,” replied Farquhar, loftily, while his hands 

played nervously with his dirk; “we want no more of your brandy.” 

“ Believe me, sirs,” resumed their informant and tormentor, “‘ the 

real object of the ministry is to as many fighting men, Jacobites 

and so forth, out of the Highla as possible. This is merely part 

of a new system of government.” 

“Sirs,” exclaimed Farquhar, drawing bis dirk .:th an air of 

gravity and determination which caused bis new friends at once to 

put the table between him and them, “ will you swear this upon the 

dirk?” 

“ How—why?” 

“Upon'the Holy Iron—we know no oath more binding,” continued 

the Highlander, with an expression of quiet entreaty. 

“Tl swear it by the Holy Poker, or anything you please,” replied 

the Englishman, re-assured on finding the Celt had no hostile inten- 

tions “Tis all a fact.” he continued, winking to his companions, 

“for so my good friend Phil Yorke, the Lord Chancellor, who expects 

soon to be Earl of Hardwick, informed me.” 

The eyes of the corporal flashed with indignation; and Farquhar 

struck his forehead as the memory of his terrible dream in the haunt- 

ed glen rushed upon his memory. 

“Ob! yes,” said a third gentleman, anxious to add his mite to 

the growing mischief; “ it is all a Whig plot of which you are the 

victims, as our kind ministry hope that you will all die off like sheep 

with the rot; or like the Marine Corps; or the Invalids, the old 41st 

in Jamaica.” 

“They dare not deceive us ” exclaimed MacPherson, striking the 

basket-hilt of his claymore. 
: 

“ Dare not !” 

“ No.” 

“ Indeed—why?” 
: 

“For in the country of the clans fifty thousand claymores would 

be on the grindstone to avenge us!” 

A laugh followed this outburst. 

“ King George made you rods to scourge your Own countrymen, 

and now, as useless rods, you are to be flung into the fire,” said the 

first speaker, tauntingly. 

“By God and Mary!” began MacPherson, again laying a hand 

on his sword with sombre fury. 

“ Peace, Malcolm,” interposed Farquhar; “ the Saxon is right, 

and we have been fooled. Bithidh gach ni mar is aill Dhiu. (All 

things ‘ust be as God will have them.) Let us seek the Reicudan 

Dku, ana woe to the Saxon clowns and to that German churl, their 

King, if they have deceived us?” 

On the march back to London, MacPherson and Farquhar Shaw 

brooded over what they had heard at Finchley; while to other mem- 

bers of the regiment similar communications had been made, and thus, 

ere nightfall, every soldier of the B.atch Watch felt assured that he 

had been entrapped by a royal falsehood, which the sudden, and to 

them unaccountable, departure of George II. to Hanover seemed 

beyond all doubt to confirm. 

_. “In those whom he knows,” according to General Stewart, “a 

‘ighlander will repose perfect confidence, and if they are his superiors 

vy ‘1 be obedient and respectful; but ere a stranger can obtain this 

confidence, he must show that he merite it. When once it is given, it 

is constant and unreserved ; but if confidence be lost, no man is more 

suspicious. Every officer of a Highland regiment, on his first joining 

the corps, must have observed in his little transactions with the men 

how minute and strict they are in every item ; but when once confidence 

is established, scrutiny ceases, and his word or nod of assent is as good 

heavy marching order; and by direction of Corporal Malcolm Mac- 

Pherson, after carefully priming and loading with bal! cartridge, they 

their march in silence and secresy and with all speed for 

Scotland—a wild, daring, and romantic attempt, for they were heed- 

less and ignorant of the vast extent of e 

tween them and their homes, and scarcely knew the route to pursue. 

‘They bad now but three common ideas ;—to keep together, o resist 

to the last, and to march nerth. 

With some skill and penetration they avoided the two great high- 

ways, and marched by night from wood to wood, concealing them- 

selves by day so well, that for some time no one knew how or where 

they had gone, though, by he jords Justices orders had been issued 

to all officers commanding troops between Lon ~n and the Scottish 

Horders to overtake or intercept them ; but th ‘Oth May arrived 

before tidings reached the metropolis that the Black \atch, one thous- 

and strong, had passed Northampton, and a body of Marshal Wade's 

Horse (now better known as the 3rd or Prince of wWales’s Dragoon 

Guards) overtook them, when faint by forced and rapid marches, by 

want of food, of sleep and shelter, the unfortunate regiment had en- 

tered Ladywood, about four miles from the market town of Oundle-on- 

the Nen, and had, as usual, concealed themselves in a spacious thicket, 

which, by nine o’clock in the evening, was completely environed by 

strong columns of English cavalry under Genera] Blakeney. 

Captain Ball, of Wade's Horse, approached their biveuac in the 

dusk, bearer of a flag of truce, and was received by the poor fellows 

with every respect, and Farquhar Shaw, as interpreter for his com- 

rades, heard his demands, which were, “that the whole battalion 

should lay down its arms, and surrender at discretion as mutineers.” 

“ Hitherto we have conducted ourselves quietly and peacefully in 

the land of those who have deluded and wronged us, even as they 

wronged and deluded our forefathers,” replied Farquhar ; “ but it may 

not be so for one day more. Look upon us, sir; we are famished, 

worn, and desperate. It would move the heart of a stone to know all 

we haye suffered by hunger and by thirst, even in this land of plenty.” 

“‘The remedy is easy,” said the captain. 

“ Name it, sir.” 

“ Submit.” 

“We have no such word in our mother tongue, then how shall I 

translate it to my comrades, so many of whom are gentlemen?” 

“That is your affair, not mine. I give you but the terms dictated 

by General Blakeney.” 

“ Let the general send us a written promise.” 

“ Written?” reiterated the captain, haughtily. 

“By his own hand,” continued the Highlander, emphatically ; 

“for | in this land of strangers we know not whom to trust when 

our has deceived us.” 

nd to what must the general pledge himself?” 

“That out arms shall not be taken away, and that a free pardon 

be given to all.” 

“ Otherwise——” 

“ We wili rather be cut to pieces.” 

“This is your decision?” 

“It is,” replied Farquhar, sternly. 

“ Be assured it is a rash one.” 

“1 weigh my words, Saxon, ere I speak them. No man among 

us will betray his comrade; we are all for one and one for all in the 

ranks of the Reicudan Dhu !” 

‘—_—— £ 
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‘The ain reported the result of his mission to the general, who, 

being oat aware that the Highlanders had been entrapped by the 

Governmen. on one hand, and inflamed to revolt by Jacobite emissa- 

ties on the other, was humanely willing to temporize with them, and 

went the captain to them once more. 

“Surrender yourselves prisoners,” said Ball; “lay down your 

arn, and the general will use ali his influence in your favour with 

the Lords Justices.” 

“We know of no Lords Justices,” they replied. “ We acknow- 

ledge no authority but the officers who speak our mother-tongue, and 

our native chiefs who ogy | our blood. To be without arms, in our 

country, is in itself to be dishonoured.” 

‘Ie this still the resolution of your comrades?” asked Captain 

Ball. 

“It is, on my honour as a gvntieman and soldier,” replied 

Warquhar, 

The English captain smiled at these words, for he knew not the 

nen with whom he had to deal. 

“ Hitherto, my comrade,” said he, “I have been your friend, and 

the friend of the regiment, and am still anxious to do all 1 can to 

save you; but, if you continue in open revolt one hour longer, sur- 

rounded as you all are by the King's troops, not a man of you can 

survive the attack, and be assured that even I, for one, will give 

quarter to none! Consider well my words—you may survive banish- 

ment for a time, but from the grave there is no return.” 

“'The words of my dream!” exclaimed Farquhar, in an agitated 

tone of voice; * Bithidh duil ri fear feachd, ach cha bhi duil ri fear Ke. 

God and Mary, how come they from the lips of this Saxon captain? 

The excitement of the regiment was now so great that Captain 

Tall requested of Farquhar that two Highlanders should conduct 

him «afeiy from the wood. Two duinewassala of the Clan Chattan, 

both corporals, named MacPherson, stepped forward, blew the 

priming from their pans, and accompanied him to the outposts of his 

own men—the Saxon Seidar Deary, or Red English soldiers, as the 

Celts named them. 

Here, on parting with them, the good captain renewed his en- 

treaties and promises, which so far won the confidence of the cor- 

porals, that, after returning to the regiment, the whole body, in 

consequence of their statements, agreed to lay down their arms and 

submit the event to Providence and a court-martial of officers, be- 

lieving implicitly in the justice of their cause and the ultimate ad- 

herence of the Government to the letters of local service under which 

they had enlisted. 

Farquhar Shaw and the two corporals of the Clan Chattan nobly 

offered their own lives as a ransom for the honour and liberties of 

the regiment, but their offer was declined; for so overwhelming was 

the force against them, that all in the battalion were alike at the 

mercy of the ministry. On capitulating, they were at once surrouaded 

by strong bodies of horse, foot, and artillery, with their field-pieces 

grape ‘- and the most severe measures were faithlessly and 

cr + . to by those in authority and those in whom they 

tes ec, in defiance of all stipulation and treaty with the 

Hi tL2 main body of the regiment was marched under 

esco _wards Kent, to embark for Flanders, tw: hundred privates, 

chiefly gentlemen or cadets of good family, wer selected from its 

ranks and sentenced to banishment, or service for ° in Minorca, 

Georgia, and the Leeward Isles. The two corpor Samuel and 

Malcolm MacPherson, with Farquher Shaw, were marched back to 

London, to meet a more speedy, an 1en of such spirit as theirs, 

a more welcome fate, 

The examinations of some of these poor fellows prove how they 

had been deluded into service for the Line. 

“1 did not desert, sirs,” said John Stuart, a gentleman of the 

House of Urrard, and private in Campbell of Carrick’s company. I 

repel the insinuation,” he continued, with pride; “I wished only to 

go back to my father’s roof and to my own glen, because the ir- 

hospitable Saxon churls-abused my country and ridicuied my dre. 

We had no leader; we placed no man over the rest. 

“I am neither a Catholit nor a false Lowland Whig.” said an- 

other private—Gregor Grant, of the family of Rothiemurchus ; ‘but 

I am a true man, and ready to serve the King, though his actions 

have proved him a liar! You have said, sirs, that I am afraid te ge 

to Flanders. I am a Highlander, and never yet saw the man I was 

afraid of. The Saxons told me’ I was to be transported to the 

American plantations te werk with black slaves, Such was not our 

bargain with King George. We were but a Watch to serve along 

the Highland Border, and to keep broken clens from the Braes of 

Lochaber.” 

“We were resolved not to be tricked,” added Farquhar Shaw. 

“ We will meet the French or Spaniards in any land you please; but 

we will die, sirs, rather than go, like Saxon rogues, to hoe sugar in 

the plantations.” 

“What is your faith?” asked the president of the court-martial. 

“The faith ef my fathers a thousand years before 
sound of the Saxon drum was heard upon the Highiand | 

“You mean that you have lived-—-" 

“As please Geli and the Blessed Mary, I shall die—a 
and a Highland gentleman; stooping to none and fearing © 

“ None, aay you?” 

“Save Him who sits upon the right hand of His 
Hleaven.” 

As Farquhar said this with solemn energy, all the pr! 
off their bonnets and bowed their heads with a religiou 
which deeply impressed the Court, but failed to save then 

On the march to the Tower of London, Farquhar w mont 
resolute and composed of his companions in fetters ane me; 
but on coming in sight of that ancient fortress, his firm onnok 
him, the blood rushed back upon his heart, and he be » dead 
pale; for in a moment he recognised the castle of his ge rea 

the castle having a square tower, with four vanes terret 
and then the whole scene of his foreboding vision, when nwt 
lone Lochaber, came again upon his memory, while the 
warning spirit hovered again in his ear, and he knew 
of his end was pursuing him! 

And now, amid crowds of country clowns © seble 
the lowest purlieus of London, who mocked and ab the 
poor Highlanders were marched through the steer that ; 
metropolis (to them, who had been reared in the 
of the Gaél, a place of countless wonders!) and we 
‘Tower as prisoners under sentence. 

itain sol 
thrust in 

Early on the morning of the t2th July, 174%, when the sun 
yet | elow the dim horizon, and a frowsy fog that lingered on 
river was mingling with the city’s smoke to spread a gloom over 
midsummer morning, all London seemed to be pouring from her many 
avenues towards ‘Tower Hill, where an episode of no ordinary in 
was promised to the sight-loving Cockneys—a_ veritable milits 
execution, with all its stern terrors and grim solemnity. 

All the troops in London were under arms, and long before day 

break had taken possession of an ample space enclosing Tower Hill ; 
and there, conspicuous above all by their high and absurd sugar-loaf 
caps, were the brilliantly accoutred English and Scots Horse Gren- 
adier Guards, the former under Viscount Cobham, and the latter ur 
der Lieutenant-General John Earl of Rothes, K.T., and Governor o/ 
Duncannon; the Coldstream Guards; the Scots Fusiliers; and o 
sombre mass in the Highland garb of dark-green tartan, whom they 
surrounded with fixed bayonets, 

These last were the two hundred men of the Reicudan Dhu 
selected for banishment, previous to which they were compelled to 
behold the death, or—as they justly deemed it—the deliberate murder 
under trust, of three brave gentlemen, their comrades, 

The gat-» of the Tower revolved, and then the craped and muffled 
drums of the Scots Fusilier Guards were heard beating a dead march 
before those who were “to return to Lochaber no more.” Between 
two lines of Yeomen of the Guard, who faced inwards, the three 
prisoners came slowly forth, surrounded by an escort with fixed 
bayonets, each doomed man marching behind kis coffin, which was 
borne on the shoulders of four soldiers, On ap) roaching the parade, 
each politely raised his bonnet and bowed to the assembled multitude, 

“Courage, gentlemen,” said Farquhar Shaw; “I see no gallows 
here. I thank God we shall not die a dog’s death!” 

“"Tis well,” replied Macl’herson, “for honour is more precious 
than refined gold.” 

The murmur of the multitude gradually subsided and died away, 
like a breeze that passes through a forest, leaving it silent and still, 
and then not a sound was heard but the baleful rolling of the muffled 
drums and the shrill but sweet cadence of the fifes. Then came the 
word, Halt! breaking sharply the silence of the crowded arena, and 
the hollow sound of the three empty coffins, as they were laid on the 
ground, at the distance of thirty paces from the firing party. 

Now the elder brother patted the shoulder of the other, as he 
smiled and said— 

“ Courage—a little time and ali will be over—our spirits shall be 
with those of our brave forefathers.” ; 

“No coronach will be cried over us here, and no cairn will mark 
th other thnes where we sloep in the land of the stranger.” 

“ Brother,” replied the other, in the same forcible larcuage, ‘ we 

can well spare alike the coronach and the cairn, when to Jur kinsmen 
we can bequeath the dear task of avenging us!” 

“If that bequest be valued, then we shall not die in vain.” 

Once again they all raised their bonnets and uttered a pious in- 
vocation; for now the sun was up, and in the Highland fashion—a 
fashion old as the days of Baal—they greeted him. 
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“Are you ready?” asked the provost-marshal, 

“All ready,” replied Farquhar; “ moch-eirigh “luain, a ni'n t 

auain 'mhairt.””* 

This, to them, fatal 12th of July was a Monday; so the proverb 

was solemnly applicable. 

Wan, pale, and careworu they looked, but their eyes were bright, 

their steps steady, their bearing erect and dignified. ‘They felt them- 

selvex victims and martyrs, whose fate would find a terrible echo in 

the Scottish Highlands; and need 1 add, that echo was heard, when 

two year. afterwards Prince Charles unturied his standard in Glen- 

finnan? Thus inspired by pride of birth, of character, and of country 

—by inborn bravery and conscious innocence, at this awful crisis, 

they gazed around them without quailing, and exhibited a self-pos- 

session which excited the pity and admiration of all who beheld them. 

‘he clock struck the fatal hour at last! 

“It is my doom,” exclaimed Farquhar; “the hour of my end 

hath followed me.” 

They all embraced each other, and declined having their eyes 

bound up, but stood boldly, each at the foot of his coffin, confronting 

the levelled muskets of thirty privates of the Grenadier Guards, and 

they died like the brave men they had lived. One brief paragraph in 

Nt, James's Chronicle thus records their fate: , 

“Qn Monday, the 12th, at six o’clock in the morning, Samuel 

and Malcolm MacPherson, corporals, and Farguhar Shaw, a private- 

man, three of the Highland deserters, were shot upon the parade o. 

the Tower pursuant to the sentence of the court martial. The rest 

of the Highland prisoners were drawn out to see the execution, an« 

joined in their prayers with great earnestness. ‘hey behaved with 

perfect resolution and propriety. Their bodies were put into three 

coffins by three of the prisovers, their clansmen and namesakes, and 

Such is the matter-of-fact record of a terrible fate! 

To the slaughter of these soldiers, and the wicked breach of faith 

ted by the Government, may be traced much of that distrust 

which characterized the Seaforth Highlanders and other clan regi- 

ments in their mutinies and revolts in later years; and nothing in- 

spired greater hatred in the hearts of those who “pose” for Prince 

Charles in 1745, than the story of the deception and murder (for so 

they named it) of the three soldiers of the Reicudan Dhu by King 

George at London, “There must have been something more than 

common in the case and character of these ‘umfertunate men,” to 

quote the good and gallant old General Stewart of Garth, “as Lord 

John Murray, who was afterwards colonel of the regiment, had por- 

traits of them hung in his dining-room.” 

‘This was the first episode in the history of the Black Watch, 

which svon after covered itself with glory by the fury of its charge 

at Fontenoy, and on the field of Dettingen exulted that among the 

dead who lay there was General Clayton, “ the Sassenach ” whose 

specious story fire’ \red them from the Birks of Aberfeldy 

coe 

THE LOST REGIMENT. 

A LOVE STORY. 

1 HAVE been told that a better or a braver fellow than Louis Char- 

ters of ours never drew a sword. He was, as the regimental records 

show, captain of our 7th company, and major in the army when the 

corps embarked for service in the Illinois in 1763; but prior to that 

his story was a strange and romantic one. Louis was a cadet of one 

of the oldest houses in Scotland, the Charters of Amisfield; thus he 

was a lineal descendant of the famous Red Riever. Early in life he 

had been gazetted to an ensigney in Montgomery’s Highlanders, the 

old 77th, when that corps was raised in 1757 by Colonel Archibald 

Montgomery (afterwards Earl of Eglinton and Governor of Dun- 

barton?, among the Frasers, Macdonalds, Camerons, Macleans, and 

other Jacobite clans, 

Charters was a handsome and enthusiastic soldier, full of the old 

chivalry and romance of the Highlands; but, at the time he joined 

the Black Watch, with the remnant of Montgomery's regiment, which 

volunteered into our ranks in 1763, he was a pale, moody, and dis- 

appointed man, who had no hope in the service, but that it might 

procure him an honourable death under the balls of an enemy. 

The story of Louis Charters was as follows :— 

In January, 1757, he was recruiting at Perth for the Tith, when 

it was his good, or perhaps ill fortune, to become attached to a young 

lady possessed of great attractions, whom he had met at a ball, and 

who was the only daughter of the Laird of Tullynairn, a gentleman 

of property in the vicinity of the “ Fair City.” 

* arly rising on Monday gives a sound sleep on Tueaday—See 

Maclutosh’s Gaelic Proverbs. 

Emmy Stwart was four-and-twenty, and Louis was three years 

her senior. She was tall and beautiful in face and figure; her hair 

was chestnut, her eyes hazel, and there was a charming droop in their 

lids which enhanced all her varieties of expression, especially the 

droll, and lent to them a seductive beauty, most dangerous to th 

peace of all who engaged in a two-handed flirtation with her; for 

although that word was unknown to the fair maids of Perth in those 

days, yet they flirted nevertheless, and neve more than the lively 

Emmy Stuart. 

Though her charming figure was almost hidden by her frightful 

hoop petticoat, and her beautiful hair by white powder—but that, if 

possible, increased the brilliance of her eyes and complexion—nor 

knew better than Emmy the piquant mode of arranging bet eapuch..t 

of holding a vinaigrette under her pretty pink nostrils; and your 

great-grandmother, my good reader, never surpassed her in the secret 

art of putting those devilish little patches on her soft cheek, or about 

her bright roguish eyes, in such a manner as to give double point to 

those glances of drollery or disdain in which all ladies then excelled : 

or, worse still, an amorous languish, levelled @ la Francaise, in such 

a mode as would have demolished a whole battalion: while the ador- 

able embonpoint of her figure was somewhat increased by the arrange- 

ment of her busk, her jewelled necklace, her embossed gold watch and 

etui, which no lady was ever without, and which Emmy of course 

carried at her waist. 

When she left the assembly, there was always such a crush of 

gay ga.lants about the door to see her depart, that Louis seldom got 

her safely into her sedan or coach without swords being drawn, and 

some unfortunate being run through the body, or having a few inches 

of a flaming link thrust down his throat; for the “ fine fellows” of 

tl. e days were not over-particular in their mode of resentment when 

a pretty woman was concerned. The “ Blood,” or “ Buek,” 

or “ Maccaroni,” of the last century was a very different fellow from 

the peaceful unmitigated “snob” of thé present day. 

It was no wonder that Louis loved Em he only marvel would 

have been had he proved invulnerable; so hie tell before a glance ot 

her bright hazel eyes, as Dunkirk fell before the allied armies. But 

Smmy was so gay in manner, distinguishing none in particular, that 

Charters was often in an agony of anxiety to learn whether sae 

would ever love him; and moreover, there was one of ours, a Captain 

Douglas, recruiting in Perth, who possessed a most annoyingly hankd- 

some person, and who hovered more about the beautiful Emmy than 

our friend of the 77th could have wished. To make the matter worse, 

Douglas was an old lover, having met Emmy at a ball three years 

before, and been shot clean through the heart by one of her inosi 

seductive glances. 

Emmy was so full of repartee and drollery, that though « narters 

was always making the most desparate love to her, he was com- 

pelled to mask his approaches under cover of pretty banter, or mere 

flirtation: thus leaving him an honourable retreat in case of a sharp 

repulse; for he could not yet trust himself to opening the trenches in 

earnest, lest she might laugh at him as she had done at others; and 

Louis knew enough of the world to be aware that a lover once 

laughed at is lost, and may as well quit the field. 

So passed away the summer of—l am sorry to give so antique 

w epoch—1757. The snow began to powder the bare scalps of the 

.a.ghiand Frontier; the woods of Scone and Kinnoull became stripped 

and leafless, and their russet spoils where whirled along the green 

inches and the reedy banks of the Tay; then the hoar frost wove its 

thistle blades on the windows in the morning, and our lovers found 

that a period was put to their rambles in the evening, when the sun 

was setting behind the darkening mountains of the west. 

Now came the time to ballot for partners for the winter season; 

and then it was that Louis first learned to his joy that he was not 

pltogether indifferent to the laughing belle. The fashion of balloting 

for partners was a very curious one, and now it is happily abolished 

in Scottish society: for only imagine one’s sensations, good reader, 

on being condemned to dance everything with the same girl, and with 

her only, during a whole winter season! Besides, as the devil would 

be sure to have it so, one would always have the girl one did not 

want. The laws respecting partners were strictly enforced, and 

when once settled or fairly handfasted to a dancing girl for the 

season, a gentleman was on no account permitted to change, even for 

a single night, on pain of being shot or run through the body by her 

nearest male relative. 

In the beginning of the winter season, the appointment for part- 

ners usually took place in each little coterie before the opening of the 

first ball or assembly. A gentleman's triple-cocked beaver was Wi 

flapped, and the fans of all the ladies present were slily put therein: 

the gentlemen were then blindfolded, and each selected a fan; then she 

to whom it belonged, however ill they might be paired or assorted, 

was his partner for the season. Such was the strange law, most 

r enforeed in the dave of Miss Nicholas, who was then the 

mirror of fashion and presiding goddess of the Edinburgh assemblies. 

When the time for balloting came, great was the anxiety of poor 

Louis Charters lest his beloved Emmy might fall to the lot of that 

provoking fellow Douglas of ours: but judge of his joy when Emmy 

told him, with the most arch and beautiful smile that ever lighted up 

a pair of lovely hazel eyes, how to distinguish her fan from amid the 

eighteen or twenty that were deposited in the hat. 
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i i “| never 

r. Charters,” said she in a whisper, 

= | eens 
honest, and thus my untertnasts — 

sinc is always getting me into some frightful ce 28. = 

give you & token by which you will know my fan. Does 

or 
you supremely happy? 

“ flappy. Emmy? Dear Bmmy, more than ever you will give me 

eredit for!” 

‘Do not be sure of that, and do not make a scene. Quick now, 

lest some one anticipate you.” 

” 
“But the fan 

“ Has a silver ball in lieu of a tassel. Now go and prosper. 

drew it forth, to the 

‘Thus indicated, he soon selected the fan and & the 

ae of Douglas, who beheld him present it to the Fam — 

with a matchless air of ardour and respect. Honest Bani! 

ith joy. Emmy had now shown that he was rot withou' 

interest to her; and was not this a charming admission from a ee 

beauty, who could command any number = eS 
ae 2-4 

leased? ‘Thus, according to the wi i 

ee ewe (for one of his squibs) was shot one morning by Stuart 

ot Dunearn, 

“ Bach lady’s fan a chosen Damon bore, | 

With care selected many ® day before. 

-e them, the reader may 

With the dancing of a whole season before I 

easily imagine the result. All the tabbies, goss!ps, and —— 

the fair city had ‘ous aince assigned them to —_ = pe —_ 

e ic of J) king two pames constantly togethe : : 

as aa be; « and girls into a love for each other, no — 

magic was required here, for Emmy, 1 have said, was four-and- 

twenty, and Louis was three years her senior. 

“indi i 3 vi 1 that the fan of a 

Finding himself completely outwitted, anc 2s : 

Peete somewhat mature age and rather eT = —
_ 

i vi 5“ evac anders,” i.e., 

Hen to his lot, Willy Douglas “evacuated Flat i 

eae eatinvell and bent 9" his energies to recruiting for the 

second battalion of the Black Watch, leaving the fair field completely 

to his more successful rival. 

But though assigned to Charters by the fashion of the time, and 

by her own pretty manwuvre, as a partner for the season, our gay 

coquette would not yet acknowledge herself conquered ; and Charters 

felt with some anxiety that she was amusing herself with him, and 

that the time was drawing near when he would have to rejoin his 

regiment, which was then expecting che route for America, over the 

fortunes of which the clouds of war were gathering. Besides, 

Emmy had a thousand little whims and teasing ways about her, all 

of which it was his daily pleasure, and sometimes his task, to gratify 

and to soothe; and often they had a quarrel—a real quarrel—for 

two whole days. These were two centuries to Louis ; but then it was 

of course made up again; and Emmy, like an Empress, gave him her 

dimpled hand to kiss, reminding him, with a coy smile, that 

’ 
“A lover’s quarrel was but love renewed.” 

“True, Emmy; but I would infinitely prefer a love that required 

no renewal,” said Charters, with a sigh. 

“ How tiresome you become! You ofien make me think of Willy 

Douglas. Well, and wuere shall we find this remarkable love you 

speak of?” 

“Ah, Emmy, you read. it in every eye that turns to yours; it 

fills the very air you breathe, and sheds a purity and a beauty over 

everything.” 

“Then you always see beauty here?” 

“Oh, Emmy, I always see you, ance ;ou only; but you are still 

bantering.” 

“Do you know, Captain Charters, ebat J do not think it polite to 

tell a woman that she is beautiful?” said Emmy, pretending to pout, 

while her eyelids drooped, and she y.ayed with her fan. 

“To tell any ordinary woman that she was beautiful, might 

offend her, if she was sensible; but to tell you 80, though you have the 

sense of a thousand, must be pleasing, because you are conscious of 

your great beauty, Emmy, and know its fatal power—but alas! too 

well.” 

“ What!” exclaimed Emmy, her eyes flashing with triumph and 

fun, “I am beautiful, then?” 

“Too much so for my peace. Beautiful! Oh, Emmy Stuart, you 

are dangerously so. But you trifle with me cruelly, Emmy. Think 

how time is gliding away—and a day must come when I shall he no 

longer here.” 

Her charming eyelids drooped again. 

“A time—well, but remember there is an Italian poot who says 

“All time is lost that is not spent in love.” 

. 
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Charters: gazed at her anxiously, and after a momenta: : A r use, 
with all his soul in his eyes and on his tongue, he said :— ‘= 

pe Listen tome, dearest Emmy. Of all things necessary to conduce 
to man’s happiness, love is the principal, It purifies and sheds a 
glory, a halo over everything, but chiefly around the beloved objec 
herself. It awakens and matures every slumbering virtue in tue 
heart, and causes us to become as pure and noble as a man may be, 
to make him wore worthy of the woman we love. Such, dear Emmy, 
is my love for you.” 

This time Emmy heard him in silence, with downcast eyes, a 
blush playing upon her beautiful cheek, a smile hovering on her 
allurin, little mouth, with her breast heaving and her pretty fingers 
playing nervously with her fan and the frills of her busk. : 

This conversation may be taken as a specimen of a hundred that 
our lovers had on every convenient opportunity, when Louis was all 
truthful earnestness—devotion and anxiety pervading his volee and 
manner; while Emmy was all fun, drollery ; ; > s z ry, and coquecry, yet lov’ 
him nevertheless, ; — 

_ But a crisis came, when Charters received, by the hand of his 
chief friend, Lieutenant Alaster Mackenzie, of the house of Seaforth, 
a comman! to rejoin his regiment, then under orders to embark at 
Greenock, to share in the expedition which Brigadier-General Forbes 
of Pittencrief was to lead against Fort du Quesne, one of the three 
great enterprises undertaken in 1758 against the French possessions 
in North America. How futile were the tears of Emmy now? 

“Though divided by the sea, dear Louis, our hope will be one, like 

our love,” she sobbed in his ear. 

“ Think—think of me often, very often, as I shall think of you.” 

“1 do not doubt you, Louis. I now judge of your long, faithful, 
and noble affection by my own. Oh, Louis! I have been foolish and 
wilful; I have pained you often; but you will forgive your poor 
Emmy now: she judges of your love by her own.” E 

It was now too late to think of marriage. Emmy, subdued by the 
prospect of a sudden and long separation from ber winning and 
handsome lover, and by a knowledge of the dangers that lay before 
him by sea and land, the French bullet, the Indian arrow—all the 
risks of war ane pestilence—was almost broken-hearted on his de- 
parture. The usual rings and locks of hair, the customary em- 

braces, were exchanged; the usual adieus and promisxes-—solemn and 

sobbing promises of mutual fidelity —were given, and so they parted; 
and with sad Emmy's kiss yet lingering on his lips, and her undried 
tears on his cheek, poor Charters found himself marching at the head 
of his party of fifty recruits, while the drum and fife woke the echoes 
in the romantic Wicks of Baiglie, as he bade a long adieu to beautiful 
Perth, the home of his Emmy, and joined the headquarters of Mont- 
gomery’s Highlanders pt Greenock. 

But amid all the bustle of the embarkation in transports and 

ships of war—such rough sea-going ships as Smollet has portrayed in 
his * Roderick Random "—Charters sew ever before him the happy, 
bright, and beautiful Emmy of the past year of joy; or as he had last 
seen her, pale, crushed, and drooping in tears upon his breast—her 

coquetry, her drollery, her laughter, all evaporated, and the true 
loving and trusting woman alone remaining—her eyes full of affee- 
tion, and her voice tremulous with emotion. 

Louis sailed for America with one of the finest regiments ever 

sent forth by Scotland, which, in the war that preceded the declara- 

tion of American independence, gave to the British ranks more than 

sixty thousand soldiers*—few, indeed, of whom ever returned to lay 

their bones in the land of their fathers, 

Montgomery's Highlauders consisted of thirteen companies, making 

a total of 1,460 men, including 65 sergeants who were armed with 

Lochaber axes, and 30 pipers armed with target and claymore, 

Once more among his comrades, the spirit of Charters rose again ; 

a hundred kindly old regimental sympathies were awakened in his 

breast, and, though the keen regret of his recent parting was fresh 

in his memory, yet in the conversation of Alaster Mackenzie (who 

shared his confidence), and in his military duty, he found a relief 

from bitterness—a refuge which was denied to poor Emmy, who was 

left to the solitude of her own thoughts and the bitter solace of her 

own tears, amid those familiar scenes which only conduced to add 

poignancy to her grief, and served hourly to recall some memory of 

the absent, and those hours of love and pleasure that had fled, per- 

haps never to return. 

*See “Present Conduct of the Chieftains Considered.” Edin- 

burgh: 1773. “Thus it appears,” says an anti-ministerial pamphlet, 

published in 1768, “ that out of 756 officers commanding in the Army, 

garrisons, &c., 1 are Scots: and out of 1,930 in the Navy, 5386 are 

Neots.” Fhe inble was thus: 

S G 1 Scots Admirals .....- 

ee = Raat e * Cegtalte: .c.+e: re 
‘olonels seewe - F sa 5 

“ Lieut.-Colonels .. a ER SOTE 9 5o 3 

“oM g Lieutenants 4 
Majors ...++++> ee a ee 



24 LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH. 

Meanwhile, Charters had not a thought or hope, desire or ana, 

but to do his duty nobly m the ued, to obtain promotion, and wu 

return to wed Kimmy. A year—twb years-——yea, even three, thouga 

an eternity to a lover, would soon pass amid the bustie and excite- 

ment of war and ot foreign service. ‘Ahree years at most, then, 

would tind him again at the.side of kmmy, hand in band as of old. 

But, alas! as poor Hobert Burns says pithily— 

“The best-laid schemes of mice and men 
Gang aft ajee.” 

‘Yhough our lovers bad resolved that nothing should eaceed the 

regularity of their correspondence, and that the largest sheets of 

{oolscap should be duly niied with all they could wish each other to 

say, in those days when reguiar mails, steamers, velegrephs, and penny 

postage were yet concealed in ‘l'ime’s capacious wallet, neither Mmmy 

nor Charters had quite caicuiated upon the devious routes or the 

strange and wild districts into which the troops were to penetrate, or 

the chances of the Western war, with all its alternate glories anu 

disasters, 

After a lapse of two long and weary months, by a sailing vessel 

poor Emmy received a letter from Lous, and, in the hushed silence o« 

her own apartment, the bumbled coquette wept over every word of 11 

—and read it again and again—for it seemed to come like the be- 

loved voice of the writer from a vast distance and trom that land o: 

danger, ‘rhen when she looked at the date and saw that it was u 

month—a whole month—ago, and when she thought of the new ter- 

rors each day brought forth, she trembled and her heart grew sick ; 

then a paroxysm of tears was her only reliet, for she was a creature 

of a nervous and highly excitable temperament. 

It described the long and dreary voyage to America in the crowd- 

ed and comtortless transport—one thought ever in his soul—the 

thought of her; one scene ever around him—sea and sky. It detailea 

the hurried disembarkation and forced march of General Forbes's 

little army of 6,200 soldiers from Philadelphia in the beginning ot 

July, through a vast tract of country, hitule known to civilized wen; 

all but impenetrable or impassable, as the roads were mere war puths, 

that lay through dense untrodden forests or deep morasses and over 

lofty mounteins, where wild, active, and ferocious Indians, by wusket, 

tomakawk, scalping-knife, and poisoned arrow, co-operated with the 

Frenc’, in harassing our troops at every rood of the way. He told 

how many of the strongest and healthiest of Montgomery’s High- 

landers perished amid the toils and horrors they encountered; but 

how still ae bore up, animated by the memory of her, by that love 

which was a second life to him, and by the darling hope, that, with 

tiod’s help, he would survive the campaign and all its miseries, and 

would fd himself again, as of old, seated by the side of his beloved 

Emmy, with her cheek on his shoulder and her dear little hand 

clasped in his. He sent her some Indian beads, a few forget-me- 

nots that grew amid the grass within his tent; he sent her another 

lock of his hair, and prayed kind God to bless for the sake of the 

poor absent heart that loved her so well. 

And here ended thia sorrowful letter, which was dated from the 

camp of the Scottish Brigadier, who halted at Kaystown, ninety miles 

on the march from Fort du Queste. Thus, by the time Emmy re- 

ceived it, the fort must have been attacked and lost or won. 

“ Attacked !’—How breathlessly »ni with what protracted agony 

did she long for intelligence—for anutaer letter or for the War-office 

lists! But days, weeks, months rolled on; the snow descended on 

the Highland mountains; the woods of Kinnoull were again leafless ; 

again the broad Inches ‘of Perth wore the white mantle of winter; 

the ‘Tay was frozen hard as flint between its banks and between the 

piers of the old wooden bridge; there now came no mails from 

America; no letter reached her; and poor Emmy, though surrounded 

by admirers as of old, felt all the misery of that deferred hope which 

“maketh the heart sick.” 

Meanwhile Louis, at the head of his company of Montgomery 

Highlanders, accompanied the force of Brigadier Forbes, who, in 

September, despatched from Raystown Colonel Bouquet to a place 

called Loyal Henning, to reconnoitre the approach to Fort du Quesne. 

The colonel’s force consisted of 2,000 men; of these he despatched in 

advance 500 Provincials and 400 of Montgomery's regiment, under 

Major James Grant of Ballindalloch, whose second in command was 

Captain Charters. Despite the advice of the latter, Grant, a brave 

but reckless and imprudent officer, advanced boldly towards Fort du 

Quesne with all his pipes playing and drums beating, as if he was 

approaching a friendly town. Now the French officer who command- 

ed in the fort was a determined fellow. He it was who had be- 

haved with such heroism at the recent siege of Savannah, where he 

had beep sergeant-major of Dillon’s Regiment of the Irish Brigade in 

the service of King Louis. When the Comte @’Estaing madly pro- 

posed to take the fortress by a coup-de-main, M. le Comte Dillon, 

anxious te signalize his Irishmen, proposed a reward of a hundred 

guineas to the first grenadier who should piant a fascine in the fosse, 

which was swept by the whole fire of the garrison; but his purse 

was proffered in vain, for not an Irishman would advance. Con- 

founded by this, Dillon was upbraiding them with cowardice, when 

the sergeant-major said— 

“Monsieur le Comite, had you not held out a sum of money as 

an incentive, your grenadiers would one and all have rushed to the 

assault !”” 

‘the Count put his purse in his pocket. 

“ Forward!” cried he—forward went the Irish grenadiers, and out 
of 194 who composed the company, 104 left their bodies in the pat 

But to resume: the moment the soldiers of G r it were within 
range, the French cannon opened u the te 
fire, the infantry made a furious ania Se 

“Sling your muskets! Dirk and claymore!” ¢ 
the foe came on. A terrible conflict ping pA A Pog Fore 
ing with their swords and dagge’s, and the Provincials with their 
fixed bayonets ; th- Wrench gave way, but, unable to reach the fort 
they dispersed an ught shelter in the vast forest which spread in 
every direction rcund it. Here they were joined by a strong body 
of Indians, and returning, from amid the leafy jungles and donne 
foliage they opened a murderous fire upon Major Grant's detach- 
ment, which had Lalted to refresh, when suddenly summoned to arms. 

A yell pierced the sky! It was the Indian war-whoop, startling 
the green leaves of that lone American forest, and waking the echoes 
of the distant hills that overlook the plain of the Alleghany: 
thousands of Red Indian warriors, horrible in their native ugliness, 
their streaky war paint, jangling moccasins and tufted feathers. 
naked and muscular, savage as tigers and supple as eels, with their 
barbed spears, sca)ping-knives, tomahawks, and French muskets, burst 
like a living flood spon the soldiers of BaHindalloch. The Provincials 
immediately endeavoured to form square, but were broken, brained, 
scalped, and trod under foot, as if a brigade of horse had swept 
over them. While, in the old fashion of their native land, the un- 
daunted 77th 1uen endeavoured ‘o meet the foe, foot to foot and hand 
to hand, with .be broadswor.. but in vain. Grant ordered them to 
throw aside their knapsacks, plaids, and coats, and betake themselves 
to the claymore, and the claymore only. For three hours a desultory 
and disastrous combat was maintained—every stump and tree, every 
bush, rock, and stone being battled for with deadly energy and all 
the horrors of Indian warfare—-yells, whoops, the tomahawk and the 
knife—were added to those of Europe, and before the remnant of our 
Highlanders effected an escape, Captains MacDonald and Munro, 
Lieutenants Alaster, William and Robert Mackenzie, and Colin Camp- 
bell, were killed and scalped, with many of their men. Ensign Alaster 
Grant lost a hand by a poisoned arrow; but of all who fell, Charters 
most deeply regretted Alaster Mackenzie, his friend and confidant, to 
save whom, after a shot had pierced his breast, he made a desperate 
effort and slew three Indians by three consecutive blows: but this 
succour came too late, and Mackenzie's scalp was torn off before he 
breathed his last. 

= es Sand by your colours, comrades, till death!” were his last words. 
Farewell, dear Charters—may God protect you for your Emmy's 

sake—we’ll meet again!” 

“ Again!” 

“Yes—again—in heaven!” he answered, and expired with his 

sword in his hand, like a brave and pious soldier. 

The Red men were like incarnate fiends, and, amid groans, yells. 

prayers, and entreaties, were seen on their knees in frenzy, drinking 

blood from the spouting veins and bleeding scalps of their victims. The 

combat was a mere massacre, and seemed as if all hell had burst its 

gates and held jubilee in that wild forest of the ze West. The 

Vrovincials were destroyed. Grant, with nine rs. fell into 

the hands of the French; and of his Lighland 150 succeeded 

in effecting a retreat to Loyal Henning, under and of Louis 

Charters, to whose skill, bravery, and energy, t. uimously attri- 

buted their escape. Many of their comrades who ..cre captured died 

under agonies such as Indians, Turks, or devils alone could h=ve de- 

vised: and the story of one—Private Allan MacPherson—who escaped 

a cruel death by pretending that his neck -was sword-proof, as related 

by the Abbé Reynal, and General Stewart of Gacth, is well known. 

James Grant of Ballindalloch died a general in the army in 1806; 

but he never forgot the horrors of his rashness at Fort du Quesne, 

which was abandoned to Brigadier Forbes on the 24th November; by 

this he was deprived of a revenge, and to win it Charters had volun- 

teered to lead the forlorn hope. Poor General Forbes died on the 

retreat. 

Charters’s regiment served next in General Amberst’s army at . 

‘Ticonderoga, at Crown Point, and on the Lake Expedition, where he 

saved the life of Ensign Grant—now known as Alaster the One- 

handed—by bearing him off the field when wounded; but during all 

those desultory and sanguinary operations, he never heard from 

Emmy, nor did she hear from him. He suffered much; he nearly 

perished in the snow on one occasion with a whole detachment ; he 

was wounded in the left shoulder on that night of horrors at Ticon- 

deroga, and h i a narrow escape from a cannon-ball in the fight with 

a French shij., when proceeding on the expedition to Dominique under 

Lord Rollo and Sir James Douglas; but though the ball spared his 

head, the wind of it raised a large inflamed spot, which gave him 

great trouble and pain. He was with his corps at the conquest of the 

Favannah: he was at the capture of Newfoundland with the 45th and 

the Highlanders of Fraser, and he served with honour in a hundred 

minor achievements of the brave Highlanders of Montgomery. 

Renewed or recruited thrice from the Highland clans, the old 

77th covered themselves with glory, and of all the Scottish corps in 

—_ 
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the K.ng’s service, there was none from which the solidiers more nobly 

and rigidly transmitted to their aged parents in Scotland the savings 

of their poor pay or the prize money gained by their blood in the 

Havannah. In one of his (unanswered) letters to Emmy Stuart, 

Louis says, “I have known some of our poor fellows, my dear girl, 

who almost starved themselves for this purpose.” 

One of the majors being killed at the storming of the Moro, his 

widow, in consideration of his great services, was permitted to sell 

his commission. Louis was now senior captain, and the regiment 

knew well that he, having only his pay, was unable to purchase it: 

but so greatly was be beloved by the soldiers, many of whom, in 

America, had thrown themselves before the sharp toaahawks and 

poisoned arrows of the Indians to seve him, that they subscribed 

each Highlander so many days’ pay to purchase his majority ; and 

the plunder of the rich Havannah having put these brave souls in 

good funds, the money was all fairly laid on the drum-head in one 

hour, when the corps was on evening parade in the citadel of Fl 

Fuerte. 

Such a noble instance of camaraderie and true soldierly sentiment 

never occurred in the British service but once before; and then it was 

also in an old Scottish regiment which had s:rved, 1 believe, in the 

vars of Queen Anne, before the amalgamation of the forces of the two 

kingdoms.* 

This was the most noble tribute his sc‘idiers could pay to 

Charters, who was duly vazetted when the regin “nt was stationed at 

New York in the summer of 1763, to enjoy a little repose after the 

toils of the past war. 

The services and adventures so briefly glanced at here. had thus 

spread over a period of five yeers—to Louis, long and weary years-— 

during which he had never heard of Emmy but once; and now he had 

no relic of her ¢. remind him of those delightful days of peace and 

love that had fle apparently for ever. The ring she had given him. 

wa from her pretty hand, had been torn from his finger by plun- 

de as he lay wounded and helpless on the ramparts of Fort 

on the confines of far Virginia; her fan was lost when his 

was takea on the retreat from Fort « Quesne: the locket 

+ hair had been rent from him, when ne was taken prisoner 

ipped by the French, in the attack on Martiniaue. He was 

chi d in appearance too; his hair once black as night was already 

seamed by mary a silvery thread, yet he was only two-and-thirty. 

Ilis face was gaunt and wan, and bronzed by the Indian sun and 

keen American frost. His eyes, like the eyes of all inured to facing 

death and danger, pestilence and the bullet, were fierce at times, and 

keen and haggard; and when tidines came, or it was mooted at mess, 

that the war-worn regiment of Mv... mery was once again to see the 

Scottish shore, poor Louis looked wistfully inte his glass, and doubted 

whether Emmy would know him; for between the French and the 

Cherokees he had acquired somewhat the aspect of a brigand. 

Peace was proclaimed at last, and the Government made an offer 

to the regiment, that such officers and men as might chocse to settle 

in America should have grants of land propettioned to their rank 

and services. The rest might return to Scotland or volunteer into 

other corps. A few remained among the colonists, and on the revolt 

of America in 1775, were the first men to join the standard of George 

“IT, who ordered them to be embodied as the S4th or Royal Regiment 

of Highland Emigrants. The rest—most of whom voiunteered to 

join the Black Watch—with the band, pipes, and colours, under Louis 

Charters, embarked at New York, and, full of hope and joy, with 

three hearty cheers, as their ship cleft the waters of the Hudson and 

bore through the Narrows, saw the future capital of the western 

world sink in the distance and disappear astern. 

Five years! . . . . . 

“Emmy must now be nearly nine-and-twenty !” thought Louis; 

“in a month from this time I shall see her—shall hear her voice— 

shall be beside her again, assuring her that I am the same Louis Char- 

ters of other days.” 

But month after month passed awsy, and six elapsed after the 

sailing of the transport from New York had been duly notified by the 

London and the Edinburg’ Gazettes, and yet no tidings reached 

Britain of the missing regiment of Momyomery. 

During all these five long years—those sixty months—those one 

thousand eight hundred and twenty-five days, every one of which had 

been counted by poor Louis—how fared it with the beautiful Emmy 

Stuart, who was still the belle of the fair city? 

So far as the defective newspapers of those days, when Edinburgh 

had only three (and those of London seldom came north), supplied in- 

telligence, she had traced the operations of Montgomery’s Highlanders 

in the Canadas, the States, on the Lakes, and in the West Indies, 

in the despatches of Brigadier Forbes, of Colonel Bouquet, Lord Rollo, 

and others; she had frequently seen the name of her lover mentioned, 

ne having distinenished himself, and twice as having been left wound- 

ed on the field. I need 1 ‘ell on her days and nighis of sickening 

sorrow and suspense, whici uo friendship could alleviate. 

Save once, no letter from I ouis had ever reached her; yet poor 

Louis had written many: from among frozen camps and bloody fields 

* See “ Advice to Officers,” Perth, 1795. 

—from wet bivouacs, and piaces such as Emmy's gentle mim could 

never conceive—had he written to her the outpourings of his heart, 

believing that in due time Lmmy would be gazing fondly on the words 

his hand had traced, and endeavouring to conjure up the tones in 

which he wou'd have said all that distance and separation compelled 

him to commit to paper; but, by a strange fatality, these letters never 

reached her; yet Emmy, the belle, the coquetté, remained true, for 

xhe knew the chances of war; and that, until the regiment returned 

home and he proved false, she could not desert her lover. 

But Willy Douglas of the Black Watch, who had been all this 

time comfortably recruiting about Perth and Dunkeld (thanks to his 

uncle, the Duke of Douglas), was wont to remind her that the 40th 

Regiment had been more than forty years abroad,* and the battalion 

of Montgomery might de quite as long away. 

After three years had passed without letters erriving, Emmy 

still mourned and loved Louis more than ever; while well-meaning 

friends, who never thought of consulting the army list, assured her 

that he was killed; but it availed them nought. 

‘Then five years elapsed, and in all that time there came bo letter; 

yet when taunted that Louis had forgotten her, she reptied as Cleo- 

patra did to Alexis when he “dvised her to deem her lover cruel, in- 

constant, apd ungrateful :— 

“1 cannot, if I could; the« thoughts were vain; 

Faithless, ungreteful, ernei if he be, 

1 stil] must love him!” 

ut time changes all things. A pleasing and sad recollectic 9 
was 

cian eeamualae to T epiace her lively affecties for Chartezs. — of 

worshipping one who had become little more than a —— ree 

her admirers had disappeared gradually, till the assiduous ~ as 

alone remained in the position of a tacit and privileged dang’ er. 

Willy was an honest-hearted fellow, and with his real love for —— 

there was mingled much of pity for what she suffered on account = 

his “ devilish neglectful rival,” as he termed Charters. Emmy had 

long been insensible to his addresses; but as Douglas, who was _ 

prepossessing, was the nephew of the last Duke of Douglas, and hae 

a handsome fortune, her father frequently, earnestly, and et 

tionately urged her to accept his proposals; while her mother remind- 

ed her that she vas past eight-and-twenty now ; and added, that in a 

new and more _ortunate attachment—in the love that is supposed to 

follow marnage—she would forget the sorrows of the past. But 

Emmy, though knowing that thie was all mere sophistry, was about 

to give a silent acquiescence to their schemes, when, turning over the 

leaves of an old periodical, one day, in a dreamy and listless mood. 

her eye fell on the following :— 

“A union of fortunes, not a union of hearts, is the ore —- 

aimed at in marriage, and, by those who esteem —
 ee 

people, is thought the only rational view. There is no “ Sato 

ance more frequently disobeyed than that wherein God for’ = — 

sacrifices, for in no other light can _ —— e
e a 

1 
' 

. 
w : 

Rrazen images, indeed, are not the objects of their : l 

poe is oa deity. Every one who reads in ancient peweret . 

human sacrifices, exclaims against the horrid practice and ee es . 

the narrative, though there is scarcely one of the female readers, 1 

she is of a marriagenble age, who is not ready to deck her person. 

like an adorned victim, in the hope of tempting some gotden idol to 

receive a frec-will offering.” 

Emm, thought of Douglas's fortune, and the book fel! from her 

= 
be the ad i} 

id wi pest t be the adorner 

“No, no,” she said with a shudder; “1 shall no! " 

v jctim offered up to this golden idol and from that hour she resolved 

to decliue his addresses. 

E i i is ve yexolition came tidings “ that 

On the day succeeding this brave reso 

the remnant of Montgomery’s Highlanders. under the command = 

Major Louis Charters, had sailed from New York six weeks ago, an 

were daily expected at Greenock, from whence that gallant corps had 

sailed for the wars of the Far West in 1758. 

Now caine Emmy’s hour of triumph, and already Louis seemed 

before her, loving, trusting, and true; and hourly she expected to 

have, in his ov handwriting, assurance of all her heart desired ; but. 

alas! time rolled on—days became weeks——weeks became months, and 

no tidings reached Britain of the Highlanders of Montgomery. 

“The iost regiment ” was spoken of from time to time, til even 

friends, comrades, and relatious grew tired of futile surmises, and 

their unaccountable disappearance became like a tale that ts told—-or 

a fragment of old ane forgotten intelligence. 

Zor a time a sickening and painful suspense had been kept alive 

by pet Br reports of pieces of wreck, w ith red coats and tartan 

fluttering about them, having been espied in the Atlantic: vessels 

waterlogged and abandoned were passed by solitary ships, and averred 

to be the missing transport ; craft anewering her description had been 

seen to founder in tempests off the banks of Newfoundland ; but after 

eight months had elapsed nothing was heard of what war emphatically 

called the lost regiment. : 
: 

* Fact in 1764. 
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Ex.my mourned now for Louis as for one who was dead—o' ne 
who, after all bis toil and vatour, suffering and constancy (she felt 
ces arian ae — — was sleeping in the great ocean that 

Tired of all this, her friends had arrayed her in mourning as for 
one who was really dead; and to carry out a plan of realizing this 
conviction, her father had erected in the church of St. John a hand- 
some marble tablet to the memory of Charters; and this cold white 
slab in memoriam met Emmy's heavy eyes every time she raised them 
trom her prayer-book on Sunday. 30 at last Louis was dead—she 
felt convinced of it, and, with a reluctant and foreboding mind, she 
consented to a marriage with Captain Douglas of the Black Watch— 
a consent in which she had but one thought, that in making this 
terrible sacrifice vhe was only seeking to soothe the anxiety and 
xratify the solicitations of her mother, who was now well up in the 
vale of years, and who loved he tenderly, 

Emmy was placid and content; but though even cheerful in ap- 
pearance, she was not happy; for her cheek was ever pale and her 
soft hazel eyes, with their half-drooping lids, failed to veil a rest- 
lessness that seemed to search for something vague and undefined. 

= They were married. We will pass over the 
ride, her pale beauty, her rich lace, the saleicheas” Sy ar ths _-athe 
eeries bw which the wealth of her father, of her husband, and the 
solicitude of her kind friends surrounding her, and come to the crisix 
in our story—a crisis in which a lamentable fatality seemed to rule 
the destinies of the chief actors in our little drama. 

The winister of St. John’s Church had just p > 
nuptial blessing, and the pale bride was in her aubireee uae 
the officers of the Black Watch were crowding round Douglas with 
their hearty congratulations; a buzz of voices had filled the larre 
withdrawing room, as a hum of gladness succeeded the solemn but 
imvressive monotony of the marriage service, when the sharn rattle 
of drums and the shrill sound of the fifes ringing in the Sonthente of 
Perth struck unon their ears, and the measured march of feet. 
mingling with the rising huzzahs of ¢! y 
every close and wynd. ee 

A foreboding smote the heart of Captain Douglas. He sprang to 
a window and saw the gleam of arms—the glitter of bayonets and 
Lochaber axes, with the waving of plumed bonnets above the heads of 
# crowd which poured along the sunny vista of the Southgate: and. 
as the troops passed, led by a mounted officer whose left arm was in 
a sling—a bronzed, war-worn, and weather-beaten band—their tartans 
were recognised as well as the tattered colours which streamed in 
ribbons on the wind, and their name went from mouth to month: 

“The Lost Regiment—the Highlanders of Montgomery !" 

A low cry burst from Emmy: she threw up her clasped bands. 
and sank in a dead faint at her mother's feet. All was consternation 
in the house of Stuart of Tullynairn: and the marriage guests gazed 
at the passing soldiers, as at some fascinating but unreal pageant— 
but on they marched, cheering, to the barracks, with drums beating 
and hipes playing; and now the mounted officer, who had been gazing 
wistfully at the crowded windows, stoops from his saddle and 
whispers a few words to another—Alaster the One-handed, now a 
captain—then he turns his horse and, dismounting at the door is 
heard to ascend the stair; and in another moment. Louis Charters 
sallow, thin, and hollow-eyed, by long toil and suffering, his left arm 
ina sling and his right cheek scarred by a shot, stands amid afl these 
gaily-attired guests in his fighting jacket, the scarlet of which had 
long since become threadbare and purple, 

He immediately approached Emmy, who had now partially re- 
Ee and gazed at him, as one might gaze at a spectre, when 
Douglas threw himself forward with a hand on his sword. 

aca “ . aS What is the meaning of all this?” said Louis. who grew ashy 
pale, and whose voice sank into Emmy’s soul: “ have you all forgotten 
me—Louis Charters of Montgomery’s Regiment?” 

et cant ; 
: No. replied Douglas, “tut your presence here at such a time 
is most unfeeling and inopportune.” 

“Unfeeling and inopportune- —Miss Stuart—Emmy—” 

“Ne ‘ 
Miss Stuart has just been made my wedded wife; thus any 

remarks you have to make, sir, you will please address to me.” 

Louis started as if a scorpion had stung him, and his trembling 
hand sought the hilt of his sword; here the old minister addressed bim 
kindly, imploringly, and the guests crowded between them, but he 
dashed them all aside and turned from the house, without a word or 
glance from Emmy. Poor Emmy! dismay had frozen her, and mute 
despair rlared in her haggard yet still beautiful eyes. 

“ Aalf itm hutr earlier and 2 had saved her and saved 
exclaimed Charters bitterly; “the half-hour T loitered jr 
earn!” for he had halted there to refresh his weary soldiers 

And now to explain this sudden reappearance. 

Tempest-tossed and under jurymasts, after long beating against 
adverse winds, the transport, with the remnant of his regiment, had 
been driven to 37 and 40 degrees of north latitude, and was stranded 

s 
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on the small isles of Corvo and Flores, two of the most western and 

detached of the Azores. There they had been lingering among the 

Portuguese for seven months, unknown to and unheard of by our 

Uovernment; and it was not until Charters, leaving Alaster Grant in 

command at Corvo, had visited Angra, the capital of the island, and 

urged the necessity of having his soldiers transmitted home, that he 

procured a ship at Ponta del Gada, the largest tow» of these islands, 

and sailing with the still reduced remnant of his corps-—for many 

had perished with the foundered transport—he landed at Greenock. 

from whence he was ordered at once to join the 2nd battalion of the 

Black Watch, into whicl: his soldiers had volunteered, and which, by 

a strange fatality, wes quartered in Perth—the home of his Emmy. 

and the place where for five long years he had garnered up his 

thoughts and dearest hopes. 

The reaver may imagine the emotions of poor Emmy on finding 

that her lover lived, and that her heart was thus eruelly wrenched 

away from all it had treasured and cherished for years. Then, as if 

to aggravate her sorrow, our battalion marched the next day for 

foreign service, and Louis again embarked for America, the land of 

his toil, without relentless fate permitting Emmy to excuse or explain 

herself, 

Douglas left the corps and took his wife to Paris, where he fell in 

s, duel with a Jacobite refugee. 

Emmy lived to be a very old woman, but she never smiled again. 

Thus were two fond hearts separated for ever. 

Three months after Louis landed in America, he died of a broken 

beart say some: of the marsh fever say others. He was then on the 

wareh with a detachment of ours up the Mississippi, a long route of 

1.500 miles, to take possession of Fort Charters in the Tinois. Hix 

friend, a Captain Grant—-Alaster the One-handed—performed the 

last offices for him, and saw him rolled in a blanket. and buried at 

the foot of a cotton-tree, where the muskets of the Black Watch made 

the echoes of the vast prairie ring as they poured three farewell 

volleys over the last home of a brave but lonely heart. 

THE LETTRE DE CACHET. 

In the ancient church of St. Germain de Prez, at Paris, is a 

stone which bears the following inscription in English :— 

M.S. 

ApAM WHITE, OF WHITEHAUGH, 

MAJor IN THE RoyaL REGIMENT OF SCOTTISH FIIGHLANDERS, 1789. 

RTP. 

On that stone, or rather on its inscription, the following legend, 

compiled from the traditions of the regiment, was written :— 

Lately. every mess-table in the service rang with a romantic story 

that came by the way of Caleutta. It was reported and believed that 

an officer of Sale’s gallant brigade, who was supposed to have been 

killed at Cabul. thirteen rears ago, had suddenly re-appeared. alive, 

safe and untouched. He had been all that time a prisoner in Kokan: 

his name had long since been removed from the Army List: and on 

reaching Edinburgh, his native place, he found that his wife had 

erected a handsome monument to his memory, was the moiher of a 

hrood of little strangers, and had become the “rib” of one of his 

oldest friends, 

Thid reminds me of the adventures of Adam White of Ours, who 

served with the Black Watch under Wolfe and Amherst. 

In the year 1757 three additional companies were added to our 

regiment, which, the historical records say, “was thus augmented to 

thirteen hundred men, all Highlanders, no others being recruited for 
the corns.’ These new companies were commanded by Captains 

James Murray, son of Lord George Murray, the Adjutant-General of 

Prince Charles Edward Stuart, James Stewart of Urrard, and Thomas 

Stirling, son of the Laird of Ardoch. The two subalterns of the 
latter were Lieutenant Adam White, of the old Border family of 
Whitehaugh. and Ensign John Oswald, one of the most remarkable 
characters in the British service—and of whom more anon. 

White's father had been a major in the army of Prince Charles: 
he had been wounded at the battle of Falkirk. taken prisoner near 
Culloden, marched in chains to Carlisle, and was hanged, drawn, and 

quartered by the barbarous laws of George TI., while his old heredi- 
tary estate was forfeited and gifted to a Scottish placeman of the 
new régime. t 

Adam White was a handsome and dashing officer, who had served 
under Clive in the East; and on the 9th of April, 1751, when an 
ensign, led the attack on the strong pagoda named the Devil’s Rock, 
when six months’ stores of Ali Khan’s army were taken with all 
their guards. Like many others who were ordered on the American 
campaign, Adam White had left his love behind him; for in those 
days ¢ lieutenant’s pay was only a trifle more than that of the poor 
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ensigns—for they (Lord help them!) when carrying the British 

enlours on the frozen plains of Minden, and up the bloody heights of 

Abraham, had only three shillings and three pence per diem. 

Thus, for White to marry would have been madness ; and as he 

had only his sword, and that poor inheritance of pride, high spirit, 

and pedigree, which falls to the lot of most Scottish gentlemen—for 

he was descended from that Quhyt, to whom King Robert I. gifted 

the lands of Stayhr, in the county of Ayr—poor Lucy Fleming and 

he had agreed to wait, in hope that his promotion could not be far dix- 

tant now. when he had served six years as a subaltern, and the army 

had every prospect of a long and severe war with France for the 

conquest of North America, With the minstrel he had said— 

”" Have I not spoke the live-long day, 

‘And will not Luey deign to say 

One word her friend to bless? 

T ask but ene—a simple sound, 

Within three little letters bound, 

Oh let that word be YES.” 

Lucy answered in the affirmative, and so they part: ’ 

Lucy Fleming, the only daughter of a clergyman of the Scottish 

Church, lived at her father's secluded manse in Berwickshire, among 

woods that lie on the margin of the Tweed, in a beautiful and seques- 

tered glen, where tidings of the distant strife came but seldom, save 

when the Laird of Overmairs, and Rowchester, o> some other neigh: 

bouring proprietor, sent «© his compliments te the minister * an 

old and well-read copy of the London Gazette, or more probably the 

Fdinburoh Evening Courant, “ sair thumbed by tlka coof and hairn :” 

for newspapers were few nd scarce in those days, and the tidings 

they contained were often vague, marvellous, or unsatisfactory. But 

Tey was only eighteen: and she lived in hope. while her lover in ” 

crowded and miserable transport wis ploughing down the North 

Channel, making a vain attempt to remedy sea-sickness by brandy 

and water, endeavouring to forget his melancholy among comrades 

who were full of bilious recollections of the last night's hock and 

champagne, and were seeking to drown their sense of discomfort in 

rough practical jokes, mad fun, and fresh jorums of cau de vie. 

Dor in the best style of Sir John de Medina, a famous foreign 

artist. who in those days resided in Edinburgh, and who now sleeps 

there in a quiet corner of the old Greyfriars Kirk-yard, a ministure of 

Taney in a gold locket, with a braid of her black hair. was White's 

hest colace: and for many an hour he lay in his swinging hammock. 

anart from all, gazing upon the soft features Medina’s hand had 

traced. This miniature cost our poor subaltern half-a-vear’s pay: 

but the vrize-money of Trichinopoli had paid for it: and now when 

reckine far, far at sea, oblivious of the ship’s creaking timbers, the 

groaning of blocks, and jarring sounds of the main-deck guns, #< they 

crrained in their lashings: the whistling of the wind through the 

rivgine: and the varied din of laughter, occasional oaths and hearse 

orders bellowed from the poop. he abandoned himself. lover-like. to the 

vad and pleasing employment of poring over that little memento. unt! 

the dark hazel eyes seemed to smile, the red lips to unclose, the light 

of love and joy to spread over all her features, and her parting tears 

coomed to fall again, hot and bitterly from her cheek upon his: vet 

the last recollection of his dear little Luev was her pale, wan face 

with eyes red and swollen by weeping, as she stood on the stone stile 

of the old kirk-yard wall, when he bade her farewell, just as the 

lumberirg stage from Berwick bore him away, perhaps—for ever. 

In the same spivit did he brood over the thousand trifles that the 

lover treasures up in memory; and on none more thaa the love-music 

of Luey's voice, which he might never hear again. 

Never again !—he shrank from those terrible words ind, trusting 

throneh God's grace to escane the chances of the war that were be- 

fore him, he endeavoured to reckon over the days, the weeks, the 

months, and it might be the years (oh what a prospect for a newly 

separated lover!) that must pass. before he should again see the little 

secluded kirk-hamlet, with its blue-slated manse, half buried among 

the coppice: the Tweed brawling over its pebbled bed in front, under 

the white-blossomed hawthorns and green pourtree foliage; the ancient 

church with its stone spire, its old sepulchral pews, and black oak 

pulpit. where for more than forty years the fathe of his Lucy had 

ministered ‘nto a poor but pious flock. 

He was an old and white-haired pastor, whose memory went back 

to those terrible times when Scotland drew her sword for an 

oppressed kirk and broker covenant— 

“When the ashes of that covenant were seattered far and near, 

And the voice spoke loud in judgment, which in love she would not 

hear.” 

Adam White saw in fancy the dark oak pew, where on Sunday Lucy 

sat near her father’s pulpit, ar” "ose toa gothic window, fram whick 

the sun, each morning in the » cast the red glow of a painted 

cross on her pure and suow-white brow; and so, with his mind full 

of these th ogs, with 9 tear in his eye and a prayer of hope on his 

lip, “ rocke:i on the stormy bosom of the deep.” our military pilgrim 

went to sleep in his cot, as the Tizard light faded away. and word 

went round from ship to ship that Old England had sunk into the 

waste of sky and water, far, far astern. 

By the many casualticn of fore gn service, Adam White, on join- 

ing the regiment in America, found himself junior captain. 

It was now the spring of 1758, and George II. was King. Lieuten- 

ant-General Sir Jeffry Amherst, K.C.B., was proceeding on the second 

expedition against [Isle Royale, now named Cape Breton, which 

had belonged to the French since 1713. and was deemed by Kine 

Louis the key to Canada and the Gut ot ‘t. Lawrence. 

Meanwhile, Major-General James Abercrombie of Glassa, a gallant 

Seottieh officer, with the txt Scots Royals, the Black Watch, the 

sith, er Westmoreland Regiment, the 62nd, or Royal North Ameri- 

cans, and other troops, to the number of seven thousand regulars and 

ten thousand provincial, landed from nine hundre d batteaux, and one 

hundred and thirty-five whale-boats. with all their cannon, provision« 

and ammunition, on the 6th of July. at the foot of Lake Georee. 9 

clear and beautiful . ‘eet of water thirty-three miles long, and sur- 

rounded by high and verdert mountains, ‘Phas district, now so buew 

and populous, was then silent and savege, 30 eound broke the »till- 

nest of the romantic scenery, or the depths of the American forest. 

but the British drum or Scottish pine, ax the treons formed in four 

columns of attack, and advanced against the Fort of Ticonderoga. 

Our regiment, then stvled “* Lord John Murray's Highlanders.” 

was commanted by Lieutenant-Colonel Francis Grant; hia second 

was Major Duncan Campbell of Inveraw and never did two better or 

braver officers wear the tartan of the eld 4°nd. Viscount Tawe, 2 

hrilliant officer of the old echocl of puffs, pigtails, knee-brecches, pnt 

Ramilie wigs, led the 55th. 

Ticonderoga is sitm ted on a tongue of land extending between 

Take George and the nwrrow fall of water that nonre with the roar 

of thunder into La! Chamrlain. a hundred feet below, Its ramparts 

were thirty feet .zh, faced with stone, surrounded on three sider by 

water, and on the fourth bv a dangerons morass that was swept by 

the range of its cannon and mortars. The apnronach ta this morass 

the only avenue to the fort—was covered hy a dense abattis of felled 

trees of enormous size. secured by stakes to the ground, and having 

all their branches pointed outward, 

The garrison, which consisted of eight battalions, was five thous- 

and six hundred strong: and as the assailants advanced, it was the 

good fortune of our hero, Adam White, to learn from an Indian scout 

that three thousand French. from the banks of the Mohawk river. 

were advancing to reinforce Ticonderoga. These tidings he of oner 

communicated to General Abercrombie, and orders were given to mish 

on without delay. The praise he obtained for his diliconce made the 

breast of our poor “sch” expand with hone: an! last glance 

at his relic of Luev Fleming. he shouldered hi« and hurried 

with his company into the matted jungle. 

The officer who commanded im Ticonderoga was brave, resolnte. 

and determined. Twenty-four years before he had been a grenadier of 

the Regiment de Normandie. and served with the army of the Rhine 

wnder the famous Maréchal the Duke of Berwick. At the siege of 

Philinsburg in 1734. the Prince of Conti was so pleased by bis *- 

trepid bearing. that he placed a nurse in his hand, apologizing for the 

emaliness of the sum it contained; “but we soldiers, mon eamarade ™ 

continued the prince, “have the privilege to plead that we are poor.” 

Next morning the young grenadier appeared at the tent of Conti. 

with two diamond rings and a jewel of great value. 

“ Monseigneur le Prince.” said he, “the louis in your purse 1 pre- 

sume you intended for me, and I have sent them to my mother, poor 

old woman! at Lillebonne: but these T bring back to you, at having no 

claim to them.” 

“My noble comrade,” replied the prince, placing an epaulette on 

his left shoulder, “ you have donbly deserved them by your integrity, 

which equals your bravery; they are yours, with this commission in 

the Regiment de Conti, which, in the name of King Louis, I have 

the power to bestow.” 

* Bravo, prince, this is noble!” 

“Bravo! it equals anything in Scuderi!” exclaimed two officers, 

who were at bre ‘kfast with the prince. 

The first of the * was Maurice Count Saxe, general of the cavalry; 

the second was the famous Victor Marq *; de Mirabeau, the future 

political economist, who was then a captain’in the French line. 

In twenty-four years this grenadier became a general officer and 

peer of France by the title of Comte de Montmorin; and in 1758, he 

commanded the French garrison in Ticonderoga, where he left nothing 

undone to render that post impregnable. Thus a desperate encounter 

was expected. 

Formed with the grenadiers in the reserve, the 42nd marched with 

muskets slung, and their thirteen pipers, led by Deors MacCrimmon 

their pipe-major, made the deep dark forests ring to that harsh but 

wild music, which speaks a language Secotsmen only feel; and the 

air they played was that old march, bow 80 well known in Scotland 

ary the “ Black Wateh :” and loudly it rang, rousing vast flocks of wild 

birds from the lakes and tarns, and searing the Red men from their 

wigwams and camps in the dense forests of pine that covered all the 

then unbroken wilderness. 
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The day was hot—the sun being 96° in the shade; the shrubs were 
all in blossom, and the wild plums and cherries grew in musses and 
clusters in the jungle, through which the heavily-laden columns of 
attack forced a passage towards Ticonderoga, leaving their artillery 
in the rear, as the officer commanding the engineers had reported that 
without employing that arm, the works might be carried by storm. 

While the reflection of all Lucy might suffer, should he fall, cost 
poor White a severe pang, he was the first man who sent his name to 
the brigade-major, as a volunteer to lead the escalade. 

“ But,” thought he, “if successful, my promotion is insured; and 
if I miss death, I shall, at least, be one step nearer Lucy,” 

Jack Oswald, who volunteered next, consoled himself pv some trite 
quotation from Bossuet (he was always quoting Frenvh writers), 
that he had not a relation to regret in *he world. 

The country was thickly wooded, and the guide having lost the 
track through those hitherto almost untrodden wastes, the greatest 
confusion ensued. Brigadier-General Viscount Howe, who was at the 
head of the right centre column, suddenly came upon a French batta- 
lion led by the Marquis de Launay, who was in full retreat, and a 
severe conflict ensued. The viscount, a young and gallant officer, 
whom Abercrombie styles “ the Idol of the Soldiers,” fell at the head 
of his own regiment. the 55th, as he was calling upon the French to 
surrender. A chevalier of St. Louis rushed forward and shot him by 
a pistol ball, which pierced his left breast. The chevalier was shot 
by Captain Monipennie, and received three musket balle as he fell, 
The French were routed; many were slain, and five offcers with one 
hundred and forty-eight privates were taken. 

Meanwhile, the column of which the Flack Watch formed a part, 
had been brought to a complete halt in a dense forest, where the rays 
of the sun were intercepted by the lofty trees; the guides had deserted, 
and the officer in command was at a loss whether to advance or re- 
treat, when Adam White, who had been famous for beating the jungle 
and tigerhunting in India, found a war-path, and boldly taking upon 
him the arduous and responsible office of guide, conducted the troops 
through the wilderness; and thus, on the morning of the Sth July, 
the waters of Lake Champlain, long, deep, and narrow, appeared be- 
fore them, shining in the clear sunrise, between the stems of the 
opening forest. Beyond rose the solid ramparts of that Ticonderoga 
which had proved so fatal to the British arms in the last campaign, 
faced with polished stones, grim with shady embrasures and pointed 
cannon, peering over trench and. palisade; and over all waved slowly 
in the morning wind the white banner, with the three fleurs de lis of 
old France. 

Fire flashed from the massive bastion, and then the alarm-gun 
pealed across the water, waking a thousand echoes in the lonely 
woods; and the drum beat hoarsely and rapidly the enll to arms, 
as the heads of the four British columns in scarlet. wifi colours 
waving and bayonets fixed, debouched in succession upon the margin 
of that beautiful lake; and there a second time Captain White °° 
Ours was warmly complimented by General Abercrombie for his skill 
in conducting his comrades through a country of which he was totally 
ignorant. 

“And if I live to escape the dangers of the assault, believe me, 
sir,” continued the general, “this second service shall be recorded to 
your advantage and honour.” 

But poor White thought only of his betrothed wife, and far away 
from the shores of that lone American lake, from its guarded fortress 
and woods, where tne stealthy Red man glided with his poisoned 
shafts, and from the columns of bronzed infantry, wearied by toil and 
stained by travel, his memory wandered to that sweet sequestered 
valley, where the pastor: Tweed was brawling past the windows of 
the old manse; and to the honeysuckle bower, where, at that moment. 
perhaps, Lucy Fleming, with pretty foot and rapid hand, urged round 
her ivory-mounted spinning-wheel: for, in those days of old simplicity. 
every Scottish lady sp’.n, like the stately Duchess of Lauderdale, so 
famous for her diamonds and her imperious beauty. 

Rut now the snapping of flints, the springing of iron ramrode 
that rang in the polished barrels, the opening of pouches and careful 
inspection of ammunition by companies at open order, gave token of 
the terrors about to ensue: and old friends as they passed to and 
fro with swords drawn to take their places in the ranks, shook each 
other warmly by the hand, or exchanged a kindly smile, for the hour 
had come when many were to part, and many to take their Iast 
repose before the ramparts of Ticonderoga. 

“Stormers to the front!” was now the order that passed along 
the columns, as the arms were shouldered, and the companies closed 
up to half-distance, while the grenadier companies of tbe different 
corps were formed with the Highlanders, as reserve column of attack : 
for on them, more than all his other troops, did the general depend : 
and a fine-looking hody of men they were, those old British Grenadiers, 
whom Wolfe ever considered the flower of his army, thengh they 
wore those quaint, sugar-loaf Prussian caps, which we adopted with 
the Prussian tactics, and though their heads were all floured and 
pomatumed, with a smart pigtail trimmed straight to the seam of the 
coat behind, their large-skirted coats buttoned back for service and to 
display their white breeches and black leggings—their officers with 
triple-cocked hats and sleeve-ruffles, just as we see them in the old 
pictures of Oudenarde and Fontenoy, 

As Colonel Grant had been wounded by a random shot, Major 
Duncan Campbell of Inveraw, a veteran officer of great worth and 
bravery, led the regiment, and Adam White was by his side. 

The cracking voar of musketry, and the rapid boom-boom-booming 
of cannon, with the whistle and explosion of mortars, shook the 
echoes of the hitherto silent waste of wood and water, and pealed 
away with a thousand reverberations among the beautiful mountains 
that overlook Lake Champlain, as the British columns rushed to the 
assault; but alas! the entrenchments of the French were soon found 
to be altogether impregnable, 

The first cannon shot tore up the earth under the feet of Ensign 
Oswald, and hurled him to the ground; but he rose unhurt, and rushed 
forward sword in hand. 

The leading files fell into the abattis before the breastwork, and 
on becoming entangled among the branches, were shot down from the 
glacis, which was lofty, and there perished helplessly in score@. 

The Inniskillings, the East Essex, the 46th, the Sith, the Ist and 
4th battalions of the Royal Americans, and the provincial corps, were 
fearfully cut up. Every regiment successively fell back in disorder, 
though their officers fought bravely to encourage them, waving their 
swords and spontoons; but the French held the post with desperate 
success, Proud of their name, their remote antiquity and anci : 
spirit, the Scots Royals fought well and valiantly. At last even they 
gave way; and then the Grenadiers and Highlanders v are ordered to 
ADVANCE, 

While the drums of the former beat the “ point of war,” and the 
pipes of the latter yelled an onset, the reserve column, led by Inveraw, 
rushed with a wild cheer to the assault, over ground en. ambered by 
piles of dead and wounded men, writk.ag and shrieking in the agonies 
of death and thirst, ; 

Impetuously the Grenadiers with levelled bayonets, and the Black 
Watch, claymore in hand, broke through a bank of smoke, and fell 
among the branches and bloody entanglements of the facal abattis. 

“ Hew !” cried White, ‘“ hew down the branches with your swords, 
my lads. and we will soon be close enough.” 

“ Shoulder to shoulder! Clann nan Gael an guillan a chiele,” cried 
old Duncan of Inveraw; but at that instant a ball pierced his brain, 
he fell dead, and on White devolved the terrible task of conducting the 
final assault. Oswald was by his side, with the King’s colours bran- 
dished aloft, 

Hewing a passage through the dense branches of the abattis by 
their broadswords, the Black Watch made a gallant effort to cross the 
wet morass and storm the breastwork by climbing on each other's 
shoulders, and by placing their feet on bayonets and dirk-blades in- 
serted in the joints of the masonry. These brave men were totally 
unprovided with ladders. 

White was the first man on the parapet, and while exposed to a 
storm of whistling shot, he beat aside the muzzles of the nearest mus- 
kets with his claymore, and with his left hand assisted MacCrimmon, 
the pipe-major, Captain John Campbell, and Ensign Oswald, to reach 
the summit; and there stood the resolute piper, blowing the onset to 
encourage his comrades, till five or six balls pierced him, and he fet! 
to rise no more. 

A few more Highlanders reached the top of the giacis, but they 
were all destroyed in a moment. White fell among the French, and 
was repeatedly stabbed by bayonets. And now the Grenadiers gave 
way; but still the infuriated Black Watch continued that bloody con- 
flict for several hours, and “the order to retire was three times re- 
peated,” says the historical record of the regiment, “ before the High- 
landers withdrew from so unequal a contest.” 

‘At last, however, they did fall back, leaving, besides Adam White 
and Major Campbell of Inveraw, Captain John Campbell (of the 
fated house of Glenlyon, who had been promoted for his valour at 
Fontenoy), Lieutenants Macpherson, Baillie, and Sutherland; Ensigns 
Rattray and Stuart of Banskied, with three hundred and six soldiers 
killed; Captains Graham, Gordon, Graham of Duchray, Campbell of 
Strachur, Murray, and Stewart of Urrard, with twelve subalterns, ten 
sergeants, and three hundred and six soldiers, wounded; making a 
frightful total of siz hundred and forty-eight casualties in one regi- 
ment! 

Oswald received a ball through his sword arm, but brought off the 
colours, tradition says, in his teeth. 

The last he saw of his friend White was his body, still motionless, 
and drenched in blood, under the muzzle of a French cannon, bui 
whether he was then alive or dead it was impossible for him to say. 

> hours the contest had continued, and then Abercrombie re- 
tired to the south side of Lake George, leaving two thousand soldie, 3 
and many brave officers lying dead before Ticonderoga. 

The regiment deplored this terrible slaughter, but the loss of none 
was so much regretted as Inveraw, Adam White, and old MacCrimmon 
the pipe-major; and as the shattered band retired through the woods 
towards a bivouac on the shore of Lake George, the pipers played 
and many of the men sang “ MacCrimmon’s Lament,” which he had 
composed on the fall of his father, Donald Bane, who had been piper 
to MacLeod, of Dunvegan, and was killed in a skirmish with Lord 
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Loudon's troops near Moyhall thirteen years before, in the dark epoch 

co Gullodon nad the effect of this mournful Highland song, as It rose 

up sadly from the leafy dingles of the dense American forest, was 
never forgotten by the spirit-broken men who heard it :— 

“The white mountain-mist round Cuchullin is driven, 
Tho spirit her dirge of wailing has given; 
And bright blue eyes in Dunvegan are weeping, 
For thou art away to the dark place of sleeping. 

Return, return—alas, for ever! , 
MacCrimmon’s away to return to us never! 
In war or in joy, to feast or to fray, 
To return to us never, MacCrimmon's away! 

“The breath of the valley is gently blowing, 
Each river and stream is sadly flowing; 
The birds sit in silence on rock and on spray, 
To return on no morrow, since thou art away! 

Return, return, &c. 

“On the ocean that chafes with a mournful wail, 
The birlinn is moored without banner or sail, 
And the voice of the billow is heard to complain, 
Like the cry of the Tar’ Uise from wild Corriskain. 

Return, return, &c. 

“In Dungevan thy pibroch so thrilling, no more 
Will waken the echoes of mountain and shore; 
And the hearts of our people lament night and day, 
To return on no morrow, since thou art away! 

Return, return, &c.” 

For many a year after, this lament was used by the regiment as a 
dead march, 

“With a mixi«re of grief, esteem, and envy, I consider the great 
loss and immortal glory acquired by the Scots Highlanders in the 
late bloody affair,” says a lieutenant of the 55th, in a letter dated 
from Lake George, July 10, “I cannot say for them what they really 
merit; but I shall ever fear the wrath, love the integrity, and admire 
the bravery of these Scotsmen. There is much harmony and good 
regulation amongst us; our men love and fear us, as we very justly 
do our superior officers; but we are in a most d—nable country, fit 
only for wolves and its native savages.”-—Caledonian Mercury, Sept. 9, 
1758. 

For many a year after, Ticonderoga found a ‘terrible echo in the 
hearts of the Highlanders; a cry for vengeance, as if it had been a 
great national! affront, went throughout the glens, and in an incredibly 
short space of time more than a thousand clansmen volunteered to 
join the regiment. So the King’s warrant came to form them into a 
second battalion; and it was further enacted that “from henceforth 
our said regiment be called and distinguished by the title and name 
of our 42nd, or Royal Hightand Regiment of Foot, it all commissions, 
orders, and writings. Given at our Court of Kensington, this Zznd 
day of July, 1758, in the thirty-second year of our reign.” Blue 
facings now replaced the buff hitherto worn by the corps. 

This warrant was is ued while the survivors of Ticonderoga were 
encamped on the southern shore of Lake George. 

In due time the tidings of this second repulse of the British troops 
before that fatal fortress reached the secluded manse on Tweedside ; 
and from the cold and conventional detail of operations, as given in 
the official despatch of General Abercrombie, poor Lucy turned, with 
a pale cheek and anxious and haggard eyes, to the list of killed and 
wounded; and the appalling catalogue that appeared under the head 
of * Lord John Murray's Highlanders” struck terror to her soul. Her 
heart beat wildly, and her eyes grew dim; but mastering her emotion, 
the poor girl took in the fatal roll at a glance, and in a moment her 
eye caught the doubly distressing announcement— 

“ Wounded severely, and since missing, Captain Adam White.” 

“God help me now, father!” she exclaimed, and threw herself on 
the old man’s breast; ‘ .- ‘s gone tor ever!” 

“ Missing !” 

That term used in military returns and field reports to express 
the general absence of men dead or alive, struck a «gue terror, 
mingled with hope, in the heart of Lucy Fleming. But then White 
was also wounded, and the dread grew strong in her mind that he 
might have bled to death, unseen or unknown, in some solitary place, 
with no kind hand near to soothe his dying agony or clos. his glazing 
eyes; and expiring thus miserably, have been left, like thousands of 
others, in that protracted war, unburied by the Red Indians—~a prey 
ta wolves and ravens, with the autumn leaves falling, and the rank 
grass sprouting among his whitened bones. 

These thoughts, and others such as these, filled Lucy with a horror 
over which she brooded day and night; and it was in vain that her 
only surviving parent, the old minister, 

“‘A father to the poor—a friend to all,” 

sought to encourage her by rehearsing innumerable stories of those 
who had returned, in those days of vague and uncertain intelligence, 

we 

atter being mourned for and given up, yea, forgotten by their distant 
triends and nearest relatives; but in the first paroxysm of her grief 
and terror Lucy refused to be consoled. 

The name of the missing man was still borne in the Army List; 
and by the slaughter of Ticonderoga he was gazetted to the rank of 
brevet-major, and Oswald to a lieutenancy. 

‘Then weeks and months slipped away, but Adam White was beard 
of no more, 

Every hope that inventive kindness could suggest or the uncer- 
tainty of war, time, and distance could supply, were advanced to 
soothe the sufferer, who caught at them fondly and prayerfully for a 
time; but suspense became sickening, aud day by day these hopes 
grew fainter, till they died away at last, 

‘rhe colonel of the regiment, Lieutenant-General Lord John Murray 
(son of John Duke of Athole, who, after the revolution, had been Lord 
ttigh Commissioner to th. Scottish Parliament), an officer who took 
4 vivid interest in everything connected with his regiment, spared no 
exertion or expense to discover the missing officer; but, after a long 
correspondence With che Marquis de Montcalm, who commanded the 
french in America, M, Bourlemarque, who commanded near Lake 
Champlain, and the Comte de Montmerin, commandant of Ticon- 
deroga, uo trace ot poor White could be discovered, as all prisoners 
haa long since been transmitted to France, 

At Chelsea, Lord John Murray appeared in the dark kilt and 
scariet uniform ot the regiment to plead the cause of its noble 
veterans who had been disavied at Liconderoga; and becoming exas- 
perated by the parsimony, partiality, and gross injustice of the 
Government of George 11, a monarch who abhorred the Scots and 
loved the kuglish but little, he generously offered “ the free use of a 
cottage and garden to all 42ud men who chose to settle on his estates.” 
suuy accepted tiis reward, and the memory of their gallant colonel— 
the brother of the loyal and noble uilybardin, who unfurled the 
royal standard in Glenuunan—was loug treasured by the men of the 
wiack Watch, 

ut this tale, being a true narrative, though enrolied among our 
regimental legends, will not permit of many digressions. 

Whites name disappeared from the lists at last; another filled his 
placy in the ranks, and after a time even the regiment ceased to speak 
of him, in the cacitement of the new campaign in the West Indies, 
Wwaere, im tue Lollowing year, 1(5¥, Lhe most of his friends teil in the 
attack un Muriunique or the storming of Guaduioupe; and Jack 

Vewuld, who WHS uw siralige and exciluvie character, becoming dis- 
gusted With the sivwness of promotion, alter being “ rowed" one 
lnorily Lor abselice trom parade, sold out, leit the service in a pet, 
becalie an amatory poet, and then a dangerous political writer, under 
lhe Well-known nom de plume of Sylvester Utway. 

Long, sadiy, aid sorely did Lucy Flemir ‘ne for the lost love 
of her youth. Lhe wystery that involved his and the snapping 
asunder of the Lopes she had cherished tor year., the shattering of 

tne Lary altar on which she bad garnered up these hopes, and all the 

secret aspirations of her girlish heart, affected her deeply. She bad 
all the appearance of one who was dying of a broken heart; and yet 
she did not so die. Many have perished of grief and of broken hearts, 
but our tur trieud with the black ringlets and the black eyes was 
not one of these, 

in time she shook oif her grief, as a rose shakes off the dew that 
has bent it down, and like the rose she raised her head again more 
beautiful and bright than ever; for her beauty was now chastened by 
4 certain pensive sadness which made ber very charming; and thus it 
Was, that in the year 1/61—three years after the fatal repulse of the 
iritish troops betore ‘Liconderoga—she attracted especial attention 
av the tiague, wiuther ber tather, the amiable old minister, had gone 
for a season, leaving his well-beloved flock and sequestered manse 
upon the Scottish border, to benefit the health of his pale and droop- 
ing daughter. Being furnished with introductory fetters from his 
friend Home, the author of “ Douglas,’ who was then conservator of 
Scottish privileges at Campvere, the best society was open to them. 

At the balls and routs of the Comte de Montmorin, the French 
resident, Lucy soon eclipsed all the blue-eyed belles of Leyden and the 
Hague. Enchanted by the charms of the beautiful brunette, their 
country-woman, a crowd of gay fellows belonging to the Scots brigade 
in the Dutch service followed her wherever she went; and those who 
saw her dancing the last cotillion by B. Brieul of Versailles, the 
fashionable composer uf the day, or the stately and old-fashioned 
minuet de la cour, with the bucks of Stuart’s regiments or MacGhie’s 
musketeers, might have been pardoned for supposing that poor Adam 
White of Ours, and the dark days of Ticonderoga, were alike forgotten 
—uas indeed they were; for Time, the consoler, was fast smoothing 
over the terrible memories of three years ago; and again Lucy could 
listeu With a dowicasi eye abd a hall-smiling biush to the voice that 
spoke of love and admiration, 

Thrice the Comte de Montmorin asked her hand in marriage, and 
thrice she refused him; but again monseigneur returned to the charge. 

“ Ah! mademoiselle,” said he, “‘I am lured towards you as the 
poor moth is lured towards the light—as an eaglet soars towards the 
glorious sun—soars, but to sink panting and hopeless down to earth 
again. Never did a Guebre worship the sacre fire with half the 
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ardour 1 worehip you; Sur alee s
o the beart 

and sou!—the love of futher, ai Oo ae 
ee 

bined in one!” 

And 20, M. le Comte, you do admir
e me,” said Lacy, trembling. 

In that, Mademoiselle Fleming, I would only be as othe
r men- 

“ Well” — 

“J love you, mademoiselle.” 
’ 

“ But so do many more.” 

“ Mon Dieu! I know that too well; but none lo
ve as I do.” 

It not in bombest'like this that p
oor Adam White had wooed 

and won her love; yet in six mont
hs after her arrival at the Hague,

 

and i dismay apd discomfiture of si
x entire battalions of the Boots

 

brigade—et least the officers th
ereof—she became the wife of 

Coste Montmorin, Peer of France
, Knight of St. Louis, and od fs 

ro} who in former days had been the
 grenadier of 

Piiipeburg and the resolute gene
ral at Ticonderoga ; and though the 

east tnister sorrowed in his hear
t for the brave and leal-hearted l

ad 

She had loved in other days, and
 who was buried in his soldier's g

rave 

so far away; though he deemed, too, that th
e old manse by 

Tweedside would be lonely now, without her, as the count belonged 

it 3 
oad 

E3 
nounced the irrevocable nuptial 

tie on earth—the last flower o 

Protestan' 

fortune, et cetera, he had no sol
id objection 

fa 

“in the auld kirkyard at hame,” to the tit
led stranger. 

4 a 

taken prisoner during some of 

bot hed made bis escape in tue di
sguise of a polssard, and was wan-

 

dering home, of@ the Hague and R
otterdam. 

“Poor Adam fell at Ticonderoga,” said he, in a pause of the 

enteg*! saw him knocked on the head—'tis well he lived not to 

see this day!” 

“ But the count is so rich!” said a disappointed man of the Scots 

brigade. 

“ysh !” snarled Oswald, “ the fellow is a mere 

heartless fool, who would laugh in the face of a corpse, 

Inveraw of Ours used to say.” 

Let us change the scene to a period of thirty-one ye: rs after. 

It is now the year 1789. 

M. le Comte de Montmorin, a venerable peer, was then the secre- 

tary of state for the foreign department under Louis XVI. Madame 

la Comtesse, after being long the mirror of Parisian fashion, had be- 

come a staid and noble matron, with a son in the French Guards, and 

two-marriageable daughters, the belles of Paris. The old minister, 

their had long sinee ~been te his fathers, and 

was sleeping far away, among the long grass and the mossy headstones 

of his old grey kirk on bonny Tweedside. Another occupied his 

bmnble manse, another preacher his pulpit, and other faces filled the 

old oak pews around it. 

The horrors of the French Revolution were bursting over Paris! 

The absolute powe~ of the crown of the Louis; the overweening 

privileges of a proud < bility and of a dissipated clergy, with their 

total exemption from all public burdens, and the triple tyranny under 

which the people groaned, had made all Frenchmen mad. A deter- 

mined and fierce contest among the different orders of society ensued ; 

the mobs rose in arms, and the troops joined them. A new constitu- 

tion was demanded, and equality of ranks formed its basis; for the 

ery was. 

“Vive the people! down with the rich, the noble, and the aris 

tocrats !” 

The flower of the French nobles either perished on the scaffold 

or fled for safety and for foreign aid; the King himself became @ 

fugitive, but was arrested on the frontiers and brought back to Paris. 

The streets of that city swam in blood, and the son of Lucy Flemiug, 

@ brave young chevalier, perished at the head of his company in 

defending the beautiful Marie Antoinette, and his head was made a 

foot-ball by the rabble along the Rue St. Jacques. A thousand times 

Lucy urged her husband to fly, for Paris had become a mere human 

shambles, but the determined old soldier of Ticonderoga and Quebec 

stood by his miserable king, and coolly proceeded each day to the 

foreign office on foot; for the mobs systematically murdered every 

aristocrat who dared to appear in a carriage, sacrificing even the 

valets and horses to their mad resentment. 

In July, a vast armed multitude assailed the Bastille, and foremost 

among the assailants was a Scottish gentleman—known by many as 

the notorious Sylvester Otway; by others as Jack Oswald of the 

Black Watch. 

After quitting the regiment, this remarkable man (whose father 

was the keeper of John’s coffee-house at Edinburgh) had made him- 

self perfect master of the Greek, Latin, and Arabic languages; and he 

became a vegetarian, in imitation of the Brahmins, some of whose 

as old 
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the Hotel des Invalides soon effected a breach, 
French Guards, with John Oswald, the ot-devent 

lHeutenant of the Black Watch, were the two first men who entered 

to be tmmured there, he hurried, sword in 
from cell to cell, and vault to vault; 
dark, damp, and horrible, where for 
her web, and the swollen rat squattered im the damp and slime 
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In one of these, the darkest, lowest, and most pestilential—for it 
was subject to the tides of the Seine, where the oosing water dropped 
from the vaulted roof, where the cola slimy reptiles crawled. and 

old; his hair and beard were white as the thistle-down; he seemed a 

living corpse; his aspect was terrible, for exist nce seemed a miracle. 

a curse in such a place; and on being brough to upper earth and 

air by these blood-steeped men of the people, he became senseless and 

swooned. 

Three other prisoners were found, and then, to its lowest vauiis, 

the infamous Bastille was levelled—even to its base, and its records of 

tyranny, torture, suffering, human crime, and inhuman horror 

perishe* with it. : 

“ye only State prisoners, where so many were supposed to have 

entered,” says the Edinburgh Magaeine for that year, “the only 

prisoners that were forthcoming in the general delivery amounted to 

four! Major White and Lord Mazarine were two out of that number. 

The first gentleman, a native of Scotland, was in durance for the 

space of twenty-eight years; he had never in that time been heard of 

by his friends, nor in the least expected thus to be enthralled. When 

restored to liberty, he appeared to have los his mental powers, and 

even the vernacular sounds of his own lar wage. The ‘uke of Dorset 

has taken him under his direct protection; this is nu: ., and there- 

fore the more honourable.” 

So this miserable wreck, aged, pale, and wan, worn almost to a 

skeleton, nearly nude, with his limbs fretted by iron fetters, and all 

but fatuous; insane, and with scarcely a memory of his native tongue 

or pasi existence; in whose eyes the light of life and intelligence seem- 

ed dead, and who had forgotten the days when he could weep or feel, 

was our long-lost comrade, the soldier of Ticonderoga? 

Inspired by just indignation, and determined to varavel this 

terrible mystery, the Duke of Dorset took him in a fiacre to the hotel 

of the Comte de Montmorin, the only minister then in Paris, to de- 

mand the reason of this outrage upon the laws of war, of pe ce, and 

of common humanity; but the official of the unfortunate Loui: could 

only shrug his shoulders, make the usual grimaces and apologies, and 

plead, that as the re. rds of the Bastille had perished in the sack of 

that prison, it was totally beyond his power to explain the affair; for 

not a scrap of paper remained to show how or why this brave officer of 

the Black Watch, who had been wounded and taken prisoner in action 

in 1758, should have been found in that dreadful place thirty-one years 

after. The Duke of Dorset perceived, with surprise, that while 

speaking the Comte de Montmorin was ghastly pale, and that his eyes 

were filied with terror. It would have made a fine subject for a 

painter, but a finer still for a novelist—the delineation of this inter- 

view, as it took place in the drawing-room of the Hotel de Mont- 

morin on the morning after the demolition of the Bastille. 

The unfortunate victim of a government which had long made 

that infamous prison an engine of tyranny, was introduced by our 

proud and determined ambassador, who spoke for him in no measured 

tones; for alas! the poor major could scarcely put three words to- 

gether, and for some hours seemed to have forgotten the sound of 

his own voice, 
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In the stately and now elderly French lady seated on the gilt “It is an infamous falsehood!" exclaimed the count, passionately, 

fauteuil, between her shrieking and pitying daughters, clad in her “Perhaps so, sighed White, meekly; “the man who told me so 
high stays, hooped petticoat, and figured satin, with an esclavage has been dead twenty-three years.” : 

: ; z i BsEE 

It was ax difficult for her to trace in that wan, aged, and resus 

citated man, the handsome young officer who had left her side = fight 
was 

old by premature 
crushed him by a load of unavailing care and sorrow. How many 

seasons had passed over that dark and vaulted solitude during which 

his pained and weary eyes had never met a friendly smile, or his car 

welcomed a kindly greeting? 

Fight-and-twenty summers had bloomed and withered, and eight- 

and-twenty winters had «pread their snows upon the hills! In that 

long space of time, how many had been wedded and given in marriage, 

or been laid in their last homes?—how many of the brave and good, 

the noble and the beautiful, had gone to “the Land of the Leal,” 

where there is no dawning or gloaming, where the sun shines for ever, 

and the flowers never die! 

For eight-and-twenty years all the pulses of life had seemed to 

stand st'll: and now, under their changed aspect and character, and 

ignorant of each other's presence, Lucy Fleming and Adam White 

stood within the same apartment, without a glance of recognition. 

Weak, tottering, and frail, White was placed in a chair, and the 

counters brought wine to him from a side table. His aspect was that 

of a dying man; her eyen were full of pity, and her daughters wept to 

see this poor old man, whose wandering faculties were awaking to a 

new existence after the long and dreamless sleep of eight-and-twenty 

years, and to whom the upper air, the blessed sunshine, and the 

twitter of the happy birds, were all as strange and new as if he had 

never known them. 

“Your name, monsieur le prisonnier?” asked her husband, coldly. 

and with averted eye. 

“ Adam White—yes, yes—I am sure it was eo—Adam White; once 

a major in the 42nd Regiment of his Britannic Majesty George ¥E." 

he replied, with great difficulty and long pauses. 

“ George II. has been dead these twenty-eight years, sir,” replied 

the Duke of Dorset, kindly placing an arm upon his shoulder, while, 

with outspread hands and eyes dilated with terror, the countess start- 

ed back as if a spectre had risen before ber. 

“Dead! dead!” muttered the major. “I too have been dead, I 

think-—and who now is on the throne?” 

“His grandson, George III.” 

“Know you the crime for which you were arrested, monsieur?” 

asked the count, wha did not seem to notice the agitation of the 

countess, 

The sunken eyes of Major White flashed, but the emotion died at 
once, for his heart seemed broken and his spirit crushed. 

“Crime!” said he; ‘I was wounded and taken in the assault on 
Ticonderoga by the Comte de Montmorin.” 

“TI commanded there, and I am he.” 

“This was thirty-one years ago—my God! oh, my God!” 

“Be calm, dear sir,” said the Duke of Dorset. 

“ And you have been all that time in the Bastille?” 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“ Horrible!” exclaimed the duke. 

“You were arrested "— 

“One night in the streets of Paris, near the Port St. Antoine, 
when I was at liberty upon parole, as a prisoner of war.” 

“When was this?” 

“In 1761—three years after Ticonderoga.” 

“ Ah, we had peace with Britain in 1763,” said the count, avert- 
ing his eyes, attd endeavouring to assume a composure which he did 
not feel under the keen scrutiny of Dorset’s eye. “\And so we meet 
again—fortune has cast us together once more.” 

“Fortune —say rather fatality,” replied White, as some old 
memory shook his withered heart. 

“Did you ever hear how or why you were arrested?” 

“ Once, and once only—I was told—I was told that it was on the 
authority of a lettre de cachet, filled up by King Louis in the name 
of the Comte de Montmorin.” 

“And this arrest was"— 

“On the anniversary of Ticonderoga—the night of the th of 
July, 1761,” 

“The th of July!" exclaimed the countess, wildly, and in a 
plereing volee; “on the morning of that very day my desk was rifled 
of your letters, and your miniature, Adam White!—O my friend—I 
see it all—I see this horrible mystery !” 

White turned his hollow eyes and haggard visage towards her in 
wonder. Ho passed a hand repeatedly across his eyes, as if to clear 
his thoughts, then shook his white head, and relapsed into dreamy 
vacancy. After a painful pause, “ That voice,” said he, “is Itke one 
which used to come to me often—very often-—in the Hartille; in my 
dreams it used to mingle with the rustle of the straw I slept on.” 

He smiled with so ghastly an expression that the Duke of Dorset 
grew pale with anger and compassion. He had gleaned from White 
the story of his life, and discovered in a moment that the countess was 
the Lucy Fleming of his early love; and that the count, on discover- 
ing the wounded and long-missing major to be in Paris in 1761, to 
preclude all chance of the lovers ever meeting again, had consigned 
him to the Bastille, there to be detained for life, as it was termned 
“IN SECRET.” 

“ Monseigneur.” said he, sternly, “I see a clue to this dark story; 
and believe me, that the king whom I have the honour to represent 
will take sure vengeance for this act of more than Italian jealousy, 
and for an atrocity which cannot be surpassed in the annals of 
yonder accursed edifice, which the mob of yesterday have happily 
hurled to the earth.” 

With these words he retired, taking with him Adam White, who 
seemed reduced to mere childhood, for recollection and animation 
came upon him only by gleams and at unexpected times. As they 
withdrew, the countess turned away in horror from her husband, and 
fainted in the arms of her terrified daughters. 

The inquiry threatened by our ambassador was never made. Paris 
was then convulsed, and France was trembling on the brink of 
anarchy, even as the weak Louis trembled on his crumbling throne. 
The exertions of his Grace 6f-Dorset to unravel more of the mystery, 

and the fears of the Comte de Montmorin, were alike futile, for next 

morning the poor major was found dead in his bed. He had expired 

in the night. The sudden revulsion of feeling produced by a release, 

after so many years of blank captivity, had proved too much for bis 

weak frame and shattered constitution, He was buried in the church 
of St. Germain de Prez; and when Oswald's sava-culottes lifted the 
dead man from the bed, to lay him in the tumble shell provided by 
the curé of the parish, there dropped from his breast a locket. It 
contained a miniature and a withered tress of black hair—the last 

mement--s left to him of all that he had loved in the pleasant days 
of youra and hope, and prized beyond even blessed hope itself, in the 
solitude and horror of the long years that had followed Ticonderoga. 
The ruffians who had desecrated the regal sepulchres of St. Denis 
respected the heritage of the dead soldier, so that the locket was 
buried with him; and there, in the ancient church of St. Germain, 
Oswald, the political enthusiast, interred his old and long-lost comrade 
with all the honours of war. 

The stone which was erected in the church, and of which I have 
given the brief inscription, is said, traditionally, to have been the gift 
of a lady—who, need scarcely be mentioned. How long this lady and 

the count her husband survived the disclosures consequent to the 

destruction of the Bastille, I have no means of knowing; but French 
history has recorded the fate of Jack Oswald. 

His two sons left Edinburgh and joined him at Paris, where, to 

illustrate the complete system of equality and fraternity, he made 

them both drummers in his regiment, among the soldiers of whitch his 

severe discipline soon rendered him unpopular ; and on his attempting 

to substitute pikes for muskets, the whole battalion refused to obey. 

and then officers and men broke out into open mutiny. 

“Colonel Oswald's corps,” continues the editor of the ‘ Scottish 

Biographical Dictionary,” “ was one of the first employed against the 

royalists in La Vendée, where he was killed in battle. It is said that 

his men took advantage of the occasion to rid themselves of their 

obnoxious commander, and to despatch also his two sons, and an 

English gentleman who was serving in his regiment.” 

And thus ends another legend of the Blaek Watch. 

ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN GRANT, 

Colquhoun Grant, a captain of one of our battalion companies 

during the Peninsular war, was a hardy, active, strong. and hand- 

some Highlander, from the wooded mountains that overlook Strath- 

spey. Inured from childhood to the hardships and activity incidental 

to a life in the country of the clans, where the care of vast herds of 

sheep and cattle, or the pursuit of the wild deer from rock to rock, 

and from hill to hill, are the chief occupations of the people ;—a 
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deadly shot with either musket or pistol, and a complete swordsman, 

teary every way calculated to
 become an ornament to our regiment 

and to the service. General Sir William Napier, in the fourth volume 

of his * History of the Peninsular War,” writes of him as “ Colquhoun 

Grant, that celebrated scouting officer, in whom the utmost daring 

was so mixed with subtlety of genius, and both se tempered by 

dlaeretion, that it is diffleult t~ say which quality predominated. 

In the spring of 1812, when Lord Wellington crossed the Tagus. 

and entered Castello Branco, rendering the position of Marshal Mar- 

mont #0 perilous that he retired across the Agueda, by which the 

general of the allies, though his forces were spread over a vast extent 

of cantonments, was enabled to victual the fortresses of Ciudad 

Rodrigo and Almieda, the 42nd, or old Black Watch, were with the 

division of Lieutenant-General Grahame, of Lynedoch, The service 

battalion consisted of 1,160 rank and file, and notwithstanding the 

fatigues of marching by day and night, of fording rivers above the 

waist-belt, and all those arduous operations by which Wellington so 

completely baffled and out-generalled Marmont in all his attempts to 

attack Hodrigo—movements in which the sagacity of the “Iron 

Duke” appeared so remarkable, that a brave old Highland officer 

(General Stewart of Garth) declared his belief that their leader had 

the second sight,—not a man of our regiment streggled or fell to the 

rear, from hunger, weariness, or exhaustion ; all were with the sole 

when the roll was called in the morning. 

Tho information that enabled Wellington to execute those skilful 

manauvres which doszled all Europe, and confounded, while they 

baffled, the French marshal, was supplied from time to time by 

Colquhoun Grant, who, accompanied by Domingo de Leon, a Spanish 

peasant, had the boldness to remain in rear of the enemy's lines. 

watching all their operations, and noting their numbers; and it is a 

remarkable fact that while on this most dangerous service he cau- 

atantly wore the Highland uniform, with hia bonnet and epaulettes ; thus, 

while acting as a scout, freeing himself from the accusation of being 

in any way a spy, “ for,” adds Napier, “he never would assume any 

muise, and yet frequently remained for three days concealed in the 

+ of Marmont’s camp.” 

ce the secret of Wellington’s facility for circumventing Mar- 

is the information derived from Colquhoun Grant; and the 

¢ Grant's ability for baffling the thousand snares laid for him 

by the French, was simply that he had a Spanish love, who watched 

over his safety with all a woman's wit, and the idolatry of a Spanish 

woman, who, when she loves, sees but one man in the world—the 

object of her passion. 

When Marmont was advancing, Wellington despatched Captain 

Grant to watch his operations “in the heart of the French army,” 

and from among its soldiers to glean whether they really had an in- 

tention of succouring the garrison of Ciudad Rodrigo—a desperate 

duty, which, like many others, our hero undertook without delay or 

doubt. 
| 

Thus, on an evening in February, Grant found himself on a soli- 

tary mountain of Leon, overlooking the vast plain of Salamanca, on 

the numerous spires and towers of which the light of eve was fading. 

while the gilded vanes of the cathedral shone like stars in the deep 

blue sky that was darkening as the sun set behind the hills; and one 

of those hot dry days peculiar to the province gave place to a dewy 

twilight, when the Tormes, which rises among the mountains of 

Salamanca, and washes the base of the triple hill on which the city 

stands, grew white and pale, as it wandered through plains dotted 

by herds of Merino sheep, but destitute of trees, until it vanished on 

ity course towards the Douro, on the frontiers of Portugal. 

Sxhausted by a long ride from Lord Wellington’s head-quarters. 

and by numerous efforts he had made to repass the cordon of picquets 

and patrols by which the French—now on his track—had environed 

him, Grant lay buried in deep sleep, under the shade of some olive- 

trees, with a brace of pistols in his belt, his claymore by his side, and 

his head resting in the lap of a beautiful Spanish peasant girl, 

Juanna, the sister of his faithful Leon, a warm-hearted, brave, and 

affectionate being, who, like ber brother, had attached herself to the 

favourite scouting officer of Wellington, and, full of admiration for 

his adventurous spirit, handsome figure, and winning manner, loved 

him with all the ardour, romance, and depth of which a Spanish girl 

of eighteen is capable. 

Juanna de Leon and her brother Domingo were the children of a 

wealthy farmer and vine-dresser, who dwelt on the mountainous range 

known as the Puerto del Pico, which lies southward of Salamanca: 

but the vines had been destroyed, the granja burned, and the poor old 

agriculturist was bayonetted on his hearthstone by some Voltigeurs of 

Marmont, under a Lieutenant Armand, when on a foraging expedi- 

tion. Thus Juanna and her brother were alike homeless and kinless. 

The girl was beautiful. Youth lent to her somewhat olive-tinted 

cheek a ruddy glow that enhanced the dusky splendour of her Spanish 

eyes; her lashes were long; her mouth small, and like a cherry; her 

chin dimpled; her hands were faultless, as were her ankles, which 

were cased in prettily embroidered red stockings, and gilt zapatas. 

With all these attractions she had a thousand winning ways, such as 

only a girl of Leon can possess. Close by lay the guitar and cas- 

tanets with which she played and sunz ber weary lover to sleep. 

Her brother was handsome, athletic, and resolute, in eye and 

bearing; but since the destruction of their house, he had become 
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within reach of his terrible aim. 

While Grant slept, the tinkling of the 
across the valley, the sunlight died away ov 
winding ‘Tormes, that shone lke the 
the plain, The Spanish girl stooped and kissed her toil-worn k 

cheek, and bent her keen dark eyes upon the mountain path by which 

she seemed to expect a visitor. 

One arm was thrown around the curly head of the sleeper, and ber 

a go wit “¥ beads as she prayed over him; but her prayers were 

not tor ree:t. 

Innocent and single-bearted Juanna! 

Suddenly there was a sound of footst>ps, and a handsome young 

Spaniard, wearing a brown capa gathered over his arm, shouldering 

coal black hair gathered bebind in a red silk net, sprang up the rocks 

towards the olive-grove, and approached Juanna and the sleeper. 

new coms, v4! ber brother, 

“Domingo, your tidings?” she asked, breathlessly, 

“They are evil; so wake your Senor Capitano without delay.” 

: “1 am awake,” said Grant, rising at the sound of his voice. 

<i Thanks, dearest Juanna; have | been so crue! as to keep you heve 

in the cold dew—and watching me, too?” 

“Caro mio!” 

“It wae cruel of me; but | have been so weary that nature was 

quite overcome. And now, Domingo, my bueno camerudo, for your 

tidings?” 

“1 would speak first of the Marshal Marmont.” 

“ And then?” 

“Of yourself, senor.” 

“ Bravo! let us bave the Marshal first, by all means.” 

“| bave been down the valley, and across the plain, almost to the 

gates of Salamanca,” said the the young paisano, leaning on bis 

musket, and surveying, first, his sister with tender interest, and then, 

Grant with a dubious and anxious expression, for he loved him too, 

but trembled for the sequel to the stranger's passion for the beautiful 

Juanna, “I have been round the vicinity of the city from Monte 

Itubio and Villares to the bridge of Santa Marta on the Tormes—” 

“And you have learned?” said Grant, impetuoualy. 

“That sculing-ladders have been prepared in great numbers, for I 
saw them. Vast quantities of provisions and ammunition on mules 
have been brought from the Pyrenees, and Marmont is sending every- 
thing—-iadders, powder, and bread—towards—” 

“Noa Ciudad Rodrigo and Almieda.” 

“Sa, senor.” 

“The devil! 

“| counted twenty scaling-ladders, each five feet wide, and reckon- 
ed forty mules, each bearing fourteen casks of ball cartridges.” 

“ Good—I thank you, Domingo,” said Grant, taking paper from a 
pocket-book, and making a hasty note or memorandum for Lord 
Wellington, 

Spa 
where he shot without mercy every straggling Frenchman 

who 

was 

You are sure of this?” 

“ Ay—Dios mi terra!” said Juanna, with a soft sigh, as she 
a her head upon Grant's shoulder, and Domingo kissed her 
row. 

“ Now, where is Manrico el Barbado?” aske! the captain, as he 
securely gummed the secret note. 

“Within eall,” said Domingo, giving a shrill whistle. 

A sound like the whirr of a partridge replied, and then a strong 
and ferocious-looking peasant, bare legged, and bare necked, with an 
enormous black beard (whence came his soubriquet of el Barbado), 
sprang up the rocks and made a profound salute to Grant, who was 
beloved and adored by all the guerillas, banditti, and wild spirits 
whom the French had unhoused and driven to the mountains; and 
among these his name was a proverb for all that was gallant, reckless, 
and chivalresque. : . 

“Is vour mule in good condition, Manrico?” 

“He was never better, senor.” 

“Then ride with this to Lord Wellington; spare neither whi 
spur, and he will repay you handsomely.” = 

“ And how about yourself, senor?” 

“Say to his lordship that I will rejoin him as early and as I best 

may.” 

; The Spanish scout concealed the note in hie beard with great 

ingenuity, and knowing well that he could thus pass the French lines 
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with confidence, and defy all search, he departed on his journey to the 

British head-quarters ; and the information thus received from Grant 

enabled the leader of the allies te take such measures as completely 

te outfiank Marmont, and baffle his attempts upon Almieda and the 

city of 

“so much for. my friend Marmont,” said Grant, “ and now, 

Domingo, for myself.” 

“Read this,” said Domingo, handing to him a document; “3 

stabbed the French sentinel at the bridge of Santa Marta, and tore 

this paper from the guardhouse door.” 

It proved to be a copy of a General Order, addressed by Marmont 

to the colonels of the French regiments, "saying" (to quote General 

Napier) “that the notorious Grant, being within the circle of their 

cantonments, the soldiers were to Use their utmost exert'ons to secure 

him ; for which purpose guards were also to 

a circle round the army.” 

“Caro mio, read this to me,” whispered Juanna. 

He translated it, and terror filled the dilating eyes of the Spanish 

girl; her breath came thick and fast, and she crept cloner to the 

breast of her lover, who smiled and kissed her check to reassure her. 

“ Have you closely examined all the country?” he asked Domingo. 

“1 have, senor.” 

“ Well?” 

“There is but one way back to Lord Wellington's head-quarters.” 

“And that is—” 

“ At the ford of Huerta on the ‘Tormes.” 

“ Six miles below Salamanca?” 

* Yes.” 

“] will cross the ford, then.” 

“ But a French battalion occupies the town.” 

“1 care not if ten battalions occupied it—IJ must even ride the ford 

as I find it; 'tis a saying in my country, Domingo, where I hope our 

dear Juanna will one day smile with me, when we talk of sunny 

Spain and these wild adventures.” 

“ No—no—you wil’ never leave Spain,” said Juanna, with a merry 

smile. “Your poor Spanish girl could never go to the land of the 

Inglesos, where the sun shines but once in a year—not once every 

day, as it does here in beautiful Leon: but say no more of this, or I 

shall sing Ya »o quiero amores,” &c., and, taking up her guitar, she 

sang with a winr ng drollery of expression which made her piquant 

loveliness a thousand times more striking :— 

“My love no more to England—to England now shall roam, 

For I have a better, fonder love—a truer love at home! 

If 1 should visit England, 

I hope to find them true; 

For a love like mine deserves a wreath! 

Green and immortal too! 

But, O! they are proud, those English dames, 

And I have a better, dearer love—a truer love at home! 
to all who thither roam, 

” 

TRE | 

“You have me, Juanna—dearest Juanna !” exclaimed Grant, ten- 

derly, as he kissed her. 

“And now for Huerta,” said Domingo, slappin.; the butt of his 

musket impatiently; “ the moon will be above the : + del Puerto in 

half an hour—vaya—let us begone.” 

Grane piaced Juanna on the saddle of his horse, a line, fleet, and 

active jennet presented to him by Lord Wellington, and led it by the 

bridle, while Domingo slung his musket, and followed thoughtfully 

behind, as they descended the hill with the intention of seeking the 

banks of the Tormes; but making a wide detour towards the ford. 

The moon was shining on the river when they came in sight of Huerta, 

a small village, through which passes the road from Salamanca to 

Madrid. A red glow at times shot from its tile works, showing the 

outlines of the flat-roofed cottages, and wavering on the olive-groves 

that overhung the river, which was here crossed by the ford. While 

Grant and Juanna remained concealed in a thicket of « cange-trees in 

sight of Huerta, Domingo, whose god-father was a tile-burner in the 

town, went forward to reconnoitre and make inquiries; and ir less 

than twenty minutes he returned with a gloomy brow and excited eye. 

“ Well, Domingo, what news?” asked Grant, on whose shoulder 

the head of Juanne was drooping, for she was nearly overcome by 

sleep and fatigue. 

“J have still evil news, Senor.” 

“ Indeed.” 

“The French battalion occupies Huerta, and the main street is 

full of soldiers. Guards are placed at each end, and cavalry videttes 

are posted in a line along the river, patrolling constantly backwards 

and forwards, for the space of three hundred yards, and two of these 

videttes meet always at the ford, consequently, be assured, they k: 

that you are on this side of the Tormes.” : a 

“The deuce!" muttered Grant, biting his lips. “ M. le Maréchal 

Marmont is determined to take me this time, I fear; but 1 «él! cross 

the ford, Domingo, in the face of the enemy too! Better die 

soldier's death under their fire, than fall alive into their hands.” 

A soldier's death, and a sudden one, is sure to follow, Sener 

Capitano,” added Domingo, gloomily, and poor Grant was not with 

out anxiety for the issue. Tle thought of Juanna, and some recollee- 

tion of the ignominious frte of the gallant Major André, when found 

beyond the American lines, under similar circumstances, may have 

flashed upon his memory. 

sald he to the Spanish girl, who strove 

the ford; “ your tears only distress 
od.” 

“Do not weep, Juanna,” 

to diskuade him from attempting 

and unman me, when al’ .ny courage is want 

“Care mio, if you love me, stay for you cannot deceive me as to 

the peril—-it is great and if taken what mercy can you expect from 

Marshal Marmont?” 

“But 1 will never be taken, alive at least,” responded the High- 

lander, with a fierce and sorrowful embrace; “ ‘tis better to die than 

be taken, and perhaps have the uniform I wear—the uniform of the 

old Black Watch—disgraced by a death at the hands of a provost 

marshal.” 

The young Spanish girl caught the flery enthusiasm of her lover, 

and nerved hersen for the struggie, and for their consequent separa- 

tion; but Domingo had once more to examine the ground and so many 

points were to be considered, that day began to brighten on the Pico 

del Puerto and the Sierras of Gredos and Gata, before Grant mounted 

his horse; and by that time, the French drums had beaten receille, 

and the whole battalion was under arms at its alarm-post, 4 green- 

sward behind the tile-works. Juanna and her lover parted with 

promises of mutual regard and remembrance until they met again. 

“When will it be—oh, when will it be?” she moaned. 

“In God's appointed time—quando Dios sera servido,” replic | 

Grant. “ Farewell, Juanna mia, a thousand kisses and adieux ‘9 

you.” 
: 

“ Bueno—away !” said Domingo, taking Grant's horse by the bridle 

“ away before day is quite broken ! 

As they hurried off, Juanna threw herself on her knees in the. 

thicket, and prayed to God and Madonna for her iover. She covered 

her beautiful head with that thick mantle usually wort by the 

women of Leon, to shut out every sound; but lo! there came a loud, 

yet distinct shout from th river's bank and then @ confused dis- 

charge of firearms that rang sharply in the clear morning air. 

“© Madonna mia!” exclaimed the Spanish girl, and with a shriek 

she threw herself upon her face among the grass. 

Meanwhile Grant had proceeded m rear of the tile-works, close by 

where the French regiment was paraded in close column at quarter 

distance, and so near was he, that he could hear the sergeants of 

companies calling the roll; but a group of peasants assembled by 

Domingo, remained around his horse, with their broad sombrere- and 

brown cloaks, to conceal it from the French, along ihoae front he had 

to pass to reach the ford. From the geble of a cottage, he had a 

fnil view of the latter the Tormes brawling over Its bed of rocks 

and pebbles, with the open plain that Iay beyond, and the two French 

videttes, helmeted and cloaked, with carbine on thigh, patrolling to 

and fro, to the distance of three hundred years apart, but meeting at 

the ford. 

“Their figures seem dark and indistinet, 

morning,” said Grant. 

“But we know them to be dragoons,” 

added the brother of Manrico el Barbado; “ from 

ts and horses are afrancesado.” 

in the starry light of the 

said Domingo. 

“Si, senores,’ 

this you may perceive that their helme 

now when I whistle, let go my horse's head, 

withdraw to give me space, for 

11 must make a dash at it id 
* Frenchified-——yes : 

and do you, my good friends in front, 

now the videttes are about to part, anc 

the patrols were separated to their fullest 

hundred and fifty yards from the ford, Grant 

dashed spurs into his horse, and with his sword in his teeth and a 

cocked pistol in each hand, crossed The river by three furious bounds 

Receiving without damage the fire of both carbines, he 

replied with his pistols, giving each of the dragoons a flying-shot to 

the rear, but without injuring either of them. There was an instan- 

taneous and keen pursuit; but he completely baffled it by his great 

knowledge of the country, and reached @ cork-wood in safety, where 

he was soon joined by Domingo de Leon, who, being attired as @ 

peasant, and th n te the French, was permitted to pass their 

lines unquestioned. 

Marmont’s rage on Grant’s escape was great; the sentinels at the 

ford were severely punished, and the officer commanding the regiment 

in Huerta was deprived of his cross of the Legion of Honour. Grant 

was not satisfied with the extent of his observations, for he became 

desirous of furnishing Lord Wellington with still further intelligence. 

From the conversations of French officers whom he had overheard, 

he made ample notes, and proved that means to storm Ciudad 

Rodrigo were prepared; but he was resolved to judge for himself of 

At the moment when 

extent, and each was one 

of his horse. 
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the direction in which Mermont meant to move, and alse te sem his 
whole division on the line of march. For this purpose he 
concealed himself among some coppice on the brow of a hill near 
secluded village of Tamames, which is celebrated for its minera? 
springs, and lies thirty-two miles south-west of Salamanca, There he 
sat, note-book in hand, with Leon, smoking a cigar, and lounging on the 
grass, while his jennet, unbitted, was quietly grazing close by, and 
the whole of Marmont’s brilliant division, cuirassiers,. lancers, in-* 
fantry, artillery, and voltigeurs defiled with drums beating, tricolours 
waving, and eagles glittering through the pass below; and Grant’s 
skilful eye counted every cannon and reckened over every horse and 
man, with a correctness which astonished even Lord Wellington. The 
moment the rear-guard had passed, he mounted, and although in his 
uniform, rode boldly into the village of Tamames, where he found all 
the scaling ladders left behind. With tidings of this fact, and the 
strength of Marmont’s army, he at once despatched a letter to 
Wellington, by Manrico el Barbado, who, as before, concealed it un- 
der his nether-jaw; and this letter, which informed the allies that the 
preparations to storm Rodrigo were, after all, a pompous feint, allay- 
ed their leader’s fear for that fortress, and to Marmont’s inexpressible 
annoyance, enabled him to turn attention to other quarters. 

Fearless, indefatigable, and undeterred by the dangers he had un- 
dergone, Grant preceded Marmont (when that officer passed the Coa) 
and resolved to discover whether his march would be by the duchy 
of Guarda upon Coimbra, the land of Olives; or by the smal! frontier 
town of Sabugal, upon Castello Branco, which stands upon the Lira, 
a tributary of the Tagus, and still displays the ruins of the Roman 
Albicastrum from which it takes its name. 

Castello Branco is a good military position; but to reach it, a 
descent was necessary. from one of those lofty sierras that run along 
the frontier of Portuguese Estramadura, and are jagged by bare and 
sunburned rocks, or dotted by stunted laurel bushes. From thence. 
he traversed a pass, at the lower end of which stands the town of 
Penamacor in the province of Beira, thirty-six miles nortn-east or 
Castello Branco. There, our adventurous Highlander, accompanied 
by Manrico el Barbado and the faithful Domingo de Leon, concealed 
himself in a thicket of dwarf-onks; and there a very remarkable 
adventure occurred to him, while waiting the approach of the French. 
whose advanced guard he hourly expected to see in the dark mountain 
pass below. Their horses were beside them. 

Wrapped in their cloaks, the captain and his two Spanish com- 
rades, after a supper of broiled eggs—huevos estrallados—sat by a fire 
of leaves and withered branches, and after sharing a bottle of vino de 
Alicant. composed themselves to sleep—a state of oblivion seon ob- 
tained by the two sturdy paisanos; but Grant remained unusually 
restless, thoughtful and awake, His mind was full of other times and 
past events—of distant scenes and old familiar faces. He thought of 
his home, of the regiment, and of Juanna, whom he had left at 
Huerta: and as the red suriset deepened into night upon that lofty 
mass of rock which is washed by the Eljas and crowned by the 
picturesque houses, the strong fortifications, and the three churches 
of Penamacor, the light and shadow blended into one, and darkness 
came broadly and steadily on; then a strange and mysterious sensa- 
tion of sadness stole over him—a solemn melancholy which he strove 
in vain to account for and dispel. 

At last, when about to drop asleep, about ten o’clock, he started 
up, for a broad blaze of light illumined all the citadel of Penamacor. 
He saw its solid ramparts and the sharp spires of its three churches 
standing in black and bold relief against the unwonted giow that filled 
the sky above the city; he heard the clanging of an alarm-bell, the 
hum of voices, and the tread of feet, as two vast and dark columns of 
infantry debouched from the pass and began to descend the moun- 
tains towards the bridge of the Eljas. 

“The enemy—the enemy!” he exclaimed. 
Manrico, awake !” 

Roused by his voice they sprang to his side; but lo! at that 
moment, the light faded away from the citadel; the sounds of the 
alarm-bell, the hum of distant voices, and tread of marching feet died 
away: the columns vanished, and the hollow way from the pass to 
the river was lonely and silent as before, in the clear light of the 
star-studded sky! 

Of all these alarming sights and sounds, Manrico and Domine” 
had seen and heard nothing! 

“Up, up, Domingo— 

“Tt was a dream!” said Grant, as he threw himself on the sward 
in alarm and perplexity, while his heart beat wildly and strangely— 
and for the remainder of that night sleep never closed his eyes. The 
three wanderers passed the whole of the next day lurking in the oak 
woods that overhang the pass of Penamacor, and Domingo, who, 
after sunset, ventured into the town for some provisions for supper. 
returned to say that mo lights had been burned, and no alarm had 
been given last night, as no fear was entertained of the approach of 
Marmont. 

Night again drew on, and the three companions were all alike 
watchful and awake, 

The hour of ten began to toll from the bells of Penamacor. At 
the first stroke Grant felt a nervous sensation thrill over his whole 
body, while the same solemn melancholy of the same time last night 
again weighed down his heart. 
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At the tenth stroke, lo! a brilliant light flashed seross the sky. 

It shot upward from the citadel of Penamacor! Again, as before, the 

eseneiated battlements and the sharp spires of the three churches 

steed darkly oui from the blaze, which was streaked by the ascent of 

hissing reekets; again the alarm-bell sent its iron clangour on the 
wind, but with the boom of cannon; again came the hum of 

voices and twe dark and shadowy columns debouched from the 

black jaws of the moentain gorge and descended towards the bridge 

of the Eljas; but thie time there came horse and artillery; the uplifted 

lances and the fixed bayenete ed back the star light, while the 

rumble of the shot-laden rang in the echeing valley. 

“ Madre de Dios! the enemy !* exelaimed the two Spaniards, start- 

ing to their muskets. 

“What! do you, too, see all this?” exclaimed Grant, wildly, as he 

smote his forehead: for now he had begun to @istrast the evidence of 

his own senses, and a horror that these mysterious visions, known in 

Scotland as the second sight, were about to haunt him, made his head 

reel, 

“See them—yes, senor, plain as if ‘twas day,” said Domingo. 

“O! senor capitano, ’tis the French—the French! the ladrones 

los perros!” exclaimed Manrico, rashly firing his musket at three or 

four soldiers, whose outline, with shako and knapsack, appeared on 

a little ridge close by. Four muskets, discharged at random, replied, 

and in a moment the three scouts found themselves fighting hand to 

hand with a mod of active little French voltigeurs. 

The latter recognised the Highland uniform of Grant, and finding 

him with two Spaniards, knew him at once to be the famous scouting 

officer, for whose arrest, dead or alive, Marmont had offered such @ 

princely reward, and uttering loud shots, they pressed upon him with 

bayonets fixed, and muskets clubbed. 

Strong, active, and fearless, he hewed them down with his clay- 

more on all sides. He shot two with his pistols, and then hurled 

the empty weapons at the heads of others, and, with Leon, succeeded 

in mounting and galloping off; but Manrico was beaten down, and 

left insensible on the mountain side. 

“Grant and his follower,” says General Napier, “darted into the 

wood for a little space, and then, suddenly wheeling, rode off in 

different directions; but at every turn new enemies appeared, and at 

last the hunted men, dismounting, fled on foot, through the thickest 

part of the low onks, until they were again met by infantry detached 

in small parties down the sides of the pass, and directed in their 

chase by the waving of the French officers’ hats on the ridge above. 

(Day had now broken). Leon fell exhausted, and the barbarians who 

first came up killed him, in spite of his companion’s entreaties.” 

“My poor Juanna, what will now become of you?” exclaimed 

Grant, on seeing his faithful Domingo expiring under the reeking 

bayonets of the voltigeurs; and now, totally incapable of further re- 

sistance, he gave up his sword to an officer, who protected him from 

the fury of his captors. He was at last a prisoner ! 

A few days after this, Manrico, covered with wounds and with one 

arm in a sling, appeared sorrowfully before Lord Wellington, to an- 

pounce that Grant, “el valoroso capitano,” had been taken, after @ 

desperate conflict in the pass of Penamacor. Tord Wellington was 

greatly concerned for the safety of his favourite officer, and the 

greatest excitement prevailed in the ranks of his regiment, for Colqu- 

houn Grant was well beloved by the soldiers of the Black Watch. To 

the guerilla chiefs Wellington offered a thousand dollars for the rescne 

of Grant, and his letters proclaiming this reward were borne by 

Manrico and the broken-hearted Juanna through some of the wildest 

and most dangerous parts of the frontier; but Marmont took his 

measures too well, and kept his valuable prisoner too securely guard- 

ed, for rescue or escape to be thought of. 

The officer who had captured him, M. Armand, was a young sous- 

Hevtenant of the 3rd Voltigeurs (the same who had destroyed the 

pranja of Leon the farmer) ; but he had a heart that would have done 

honour to a marshal of the empire; and, with all kindness and resne~ 

he conducted him to the quarters of the Marshal Duc de Raguse. 

The latter invited the captive to dinner, and chatted with him ina 

friendly way about his bold and rémarkable adventures, saying that 

ha (Marmont) had been long on the watch for him; that he knew 

his companions, Manrico the Bearded, Leon and, his sister Juanna 

(here Grant trembled), and that all his haunts and disguises were 

known too, 

“ Disgnises—pardon me, M. le Maréchal,” said Gram, warmly— 

“ disguises are worn by spies; I have never worn other dress than the 

uniform and tartan of my regiment.” 

“ Vrai Dieu! the bolder fellow you!” exclaimed the Duc de Raguse. 
“You are aware that I might hang you; but I love a brave spirit, 
and shall only exact from you a special parole, that you will not 
consent to be released by any partida or guerilla chief on your journey 

between this and France.” 

“ Monseigneur le Duc, the exaction of this parole is the greatest 
compliment you can pay me,” replied Grant, who, on finding matters 
desperate, gave his word of honour, and was next day, sent towards 
the Pyrenees with a French guard, under M. Armand, his captor. 
Grant, without suspicion, was bearer of a treacherous letter to the 
Governor of Bayonne, in which he was cesignated by Marmont “a 



LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH. 35 

treacherous spy, who had done infinite mischief to the French army, 

and who was not executed on the spot out of respect for something 

resembling a uniform (4.e., the Scottis’ dress) which he wore; but he 

(Marmont) desired that at Bayonne (int should be placed IN IRONS, 

and sent up to Paris.” (Peninsular War, vol. iv.) 

On the first night of his march to the rear, M. Armani halted in 

a grove of cork and beech-trees, within a mile of Medellin, on the 

Guadiana—the birth-place of Cortes, the conqueror of Mexico; but 

as a guerilla chief with 5,000 desperadoes held possession of the town 

and bridge, our lieutenant of Voltigeurs, with his prisoner and escort, 

were forced to content themselves with such shelter as the light 

foliage of the wood afforded. 

The night was pitchy dark; the blackness that involved the sky, 

the mountains, the vale through which the Guadiana wound, and the 

wood where our travellers bivouacked, was palpable, painful, and 

oppressive ; but at times it was varied by the red sheet lightning which 

shot across the southern quarter of the sky, revealing the lofty Sierra, 

whose sharp peaks arose afar off like the waves of a black sea, and 

the stems and folinge of the cork and beech-trees in the foreground. 

On this night occurred the most horrible episode of Granfs mili- 

tary adventures. 

After having drained their canteens of Lisbon wine, and discussed 

their ration of cold beef and commissariat biscuit, Grant and Armand, 

the voltigeur, lay down fraternally side by side in their cloaks to 

repose; their escort Iny close by, long since asleep; for Grant had 

given his parole that he “would not attempt to escape,” and such 

were their ideas of military honour and value for a soldier’s word, 

that these brave Frenchmen never doubted him. 

Just as the two officers were about to sleep, they became aware 

of various cold and dewy drops, or clammy creeping things, that con- 

tinued to fall upon them from the beech trees overhead, 

“ Sangbleu!” exclaimed the lieutenant of Voltigeurs; “ we are all 

over creepers or cockroaches, and they drop like rain from this old 

beech upon us.” 

“Let us seek another tree, my friend.” said Grant, drowsily: 

“one place is the same as another to me now.” 

“Diable! let us shift our camp then—but do you smell the light- 

ning? It must have scorched the grass.” 

“Why?” 

“There is a stench so overpowering here on every breath of wind.” 

Moving a few paces to their left, they lay down at the root of 

another beech tree: but there the same cold dewy drops seemed to dis- 

til upon them like rain; yet the night was hot, dry, and sultry; and 

ever and anon there fell those hideous creepers, whose slimy touch 

caused emotions of horror. 

“Tudieu !” shouted the Frenchman, springing up again; “T can- 

not stand this! We had better have beaten up the guerillas in their 

quarters at Medellin. Holo, Corporal Touchet—flash off your musket, 

and let us see what the devil is in these trees!” 

Roused thus, the corporal of the escort cocked his piece; and as he 

fired. the two officers watched the beeches in the sudden and lightning- 

like gleam that flashed from the muzzle. 

Lo! the dark figure of a dead man swung from a branch, about 

twelve feet above them! 

“Out!” said the voltigeur, with a shudder of horror. 

“These beeches bear strange nuts,” said Grant, as they hastily 

left the wood, and passed the remainder of the night on the open 

sward in front of it. When day dawned, Grant went back to examine 

the places where they had first attempted to sleep. The corpses of 

a man having a voluminous beard, and a woman with a profusion of 

long and silky hair, were suspénded from the branches; and, as they 

swung mournfully and fearfully round in the morning wind, the crows 

flew away with an angry cronk, and a cry of horror burst from the 

is of Grant on recognising Manrico el Barbado and—Juanna de 

eon! 
: 

* * * * * * * * * 

Three weeks after this, Colquhoun Grant saw the long blue out- 
line of the Pyrenees undulating before him, as he approached the 

frontier of France, a country for which he had now the greatest 

horror: and during the whole march from Medellin towards Bayonne, 

the young subaltern of Voltigeurs experienced the great: 
with his prisoner, on whom that frightful episode in the cork wood 

had left a dreadful impression. 

In his hatred and animosity to France and everythin ach, 

Grant, from that hour had resolved, that though he- coul: ith 

honour attempt to escape while in Spain, he would spare > dion 

or trouble, no cunning or coin, to leave France, and retura ¢ more 

to find himself sword in hand before the ranks of Marshal Niarmont, 

whom he now viewed as the assassin of that poor maiden of Leon. 

As they approached Bayonne, he took an early opportunity of 

deliberately tearing open the sealed letter which the marshal had 

given him for the Governor of that fortress, and made himself master 

of its contents. Instead of finding its tenor complimentary and recom- 

mendatory as he had been told, he saw himself therein designated as 

a “dangerous spy who had done infinite mischief to the French army,” 

and who should be marched in fetters to Paris, where no doubt tor- 

tures such as thore to which Captain Wright was subjected in the 

Temple. or a death on the scaffold, awaited him! The contents of 

this letter more than released him from any parole. 

“Oho, M. le Duc de Raguse, is this your game?” said Grant, as 

he tore the letter into the smallest bits, and buried them in a hole. 

“Tet me see if I cannot make a Highland head worth a pair of 

French heels,” 

Arrived at Bayonne, Lieutenant Armand presented him to the 

governor and bade him adieu. Then Grant confidently requested, in 

the usual way, to be furnished with a passport for Verdun, the 

greatest military prison in France. This the governor at once granted 

him, little suspecting that he meant to commence an escape the 

moment be left the garrison. Aware that, guarded as all the avenues 

from Bayonne and the Pyrenean passes were by French troops of 

every kind, flight towards Spain was impossible, he resolved to make 

the attempt in the opposite, and consequently less to be suspected, 

direction. The moment he left the governor’s quarters, Grant quietly 

put the passport in the fire, and repairing to the suburb of St. Esprit, 

which, from time immemorial has been the quarter of the Portuguese 

Jews, he sold his silver epaulettes and richly-laced Highiand uniform 

to a dealer in old garments, and received in lieu the plain frogged 

surtout, forage cap, and sabre of a French staff-officer; he stuck the 

cross of the Legion of Honour at his button-hole, and after promenad- 

‘ng along the superb quay, after repairing boldly to the “ Eagle of 

France,” an hotel in the Place de Grammont., he ordered an omelette 

and a bottle of vin ordinaire with all the air of a Garde Imperiale 

and sat down to dinner. 

Inquiring of the waiter “if there were any officers in the house 

about to proceed to Paris?” he was told that ‘ M. le General Souham 

was about to leave that very night.” Grant procured a card, and 

writing thereon Captain O'Reilly, Imperial Service, sent it up, and 

was at once introduced to old Louham, who was just about to start, 

and was in the act of buckling on his sabre. 

“Captain O'Reilly,” said he, frowning at the name, and glancing 

round for a French Army List, but fortunately none was at hand. 

“Of what regiment?” 

“TLacy’s disbanded battalion of the Trish Brigade.” 

“Ah! And in what can I serve you, monsieur?” 

“ Allowing me to join your party about to proceed to Paris.” 

“You do me infinite honour, M. O'Reilly.” 

“Thanks, general.” 

“From whence have you come?” 

“The banks of the Coa.” 

“Sacre! the banks of the Coa!” 

“Yes: Tam attached to the staff of M. le Due de Raguse.” 

“Ah! old Marmont. Peste! he is my greatest friend. M. Armand 

of the 8rd Voltigeurs brought me A letter from him, in which he says 

that a dear friend of his would join me on my way to Paris.’ 

“How kind of brave Marmont,” said Grant; “he never forgets 

me 

“So he has captured the notorious Scaramouche, Captain Grant?” 

“Yes: a wonderful fellow that ed 

“Quite a devil of a man: allons, let us go: you have a horse of 

course?” 

“No, M. le General.” 

“One of mine is at your service.” 

“ Mille baionettes! You quite overwhelm me.” 

In half an hour after this, Grant, with Souham and two other 

French officers, had crossed the wooden drawbridge of Bayonne, and 

left the citadel of M. Vauban with all its little redoubts in their rear, 

as they all rode merrily en route to Paris: Souham by the way tell- 

ing twenty incredible stories of Wellington’s prince of scouts, the 

Scottish Captain Grant. In a house of entertainment in the Rue 

Royale at Orleans, Grant fortunately made the acquaintance of a man 

who proved to be an agent in the secret service of the British Govern- 

ment. This person furnished him with money and a letter to another 

secret agent who lived in an obscure part of Paris, where he arrived, 

still disguised as an officer in the suit of Geners] Souham, and as 

such, for a time, he visited all the theatres, the gardens, the operas; 

and all splashed and travel-stained, as fresh from the seat of war, 

was presented to the great Emperor, who patronizingly spoke to him 

of the probability of restoring Lacy’s Irish Regiment, “ by recruiting 

for it among the Irish 'n the prisons of Bitche and Verdun, in which 

case his services would not be forgotten,” &c., “and his promotion to 

a majority wold he anty renrembered,” &e,, &c. Grant could not fore- 

see that in three years after this, the Black Watch, after raising 

the cry of “Scotland for ever * a. saterloc, would make the 
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Tuileries ring to their Highland pipes, and that he would actually 

-ompose the well-known parody— 

“Wha keep guard at Versailles and Marti, = 
Wha, but the lads wi’ the bannocks of barley? 

He spoke French with fluency, having been a pupil of the famous 

Jean Paul Marat, when that notable ruffian taught french in Edin- 

burgh, where, in 1774, he published a work entitled “The Chains of 

Slavery.” 

Grant thanked the Emperor, and thinking that the daring joke 

had been carried quite far enough, he doffed his French uniform, sebre 

and all, and making a bundle thereof, flung the whole into the Seive 

ene night. Then, attiring himself in an unpretending blouse, he re- 

paired to the house of the secret agent, presented Lis letter, and 

obtained more money to enable him to reach Britain. 

“ Monsieur is in luck,” said the agent; “I have just ast ertained 

that a passport is lying at the foreign office for an American who 

died, or was found dead this morning.” 

“ How is your American named?” 

“Monsieur Jonathan Buck.” 

“Very good—thanks! From this very hour I am Jonathan Buck,” 

said the reckless Grant. He reloaded his pistols, concealed them in 

his breast, and repairing to the Foreign Office, demanded his pass- 

port with the coolness of a prince incog. 

“Your name, ™onsieur?” 

“M. Jonathan Buck,” drawled Grant through his nose. 

The passport was handed to him at once, and long before the 

police could ascertain that Monsieur Buck had departed this life at 
9 a.m., and yet had received his papers at 9 p.m. on the same day, 
our hero had left Paris far behind him, and was travelling post 
towards the mouth of the Loire. 

On reaching Nantes, he repaired at once to Paimbonff, twenty 
miles further down the river, where all vessels, whose size was above 
ninety tons, usually unloaded their cargoes; and there he boarded the 
first vessel which had up the stars and stripes of America, and 
seemed ready for sea. She proved to be the Ohio, a hne bark of 

Boston, Jeremiah Buck, master. 

“Tis fortunate,” said Grant through his nose, as he was ushered 
into the cabin of the Yankee; “I am a namesake of yours, captain— 
Jonathan Buck, of Cape Cod, seekiug a cabin passage to Boston” 

* All right—let ..¢ see your passport, stranger?” 

“ Here it is, skipper.” 

“ Well, for a hundred and fifty dollars, [ am yous man,” crawled 
the Boston captain, who was smoking a long Cuba; “ but it és darned 
odd, stranger, that I have been expecting another Jonathan Buck, my 
own nephew, from Paris; he is in the fish and timber trade, and 
“angs out at old Nantucket; but he took a run up by the dilly to see 
the Toolerie, the Loover, and all that. Well, darn my eyes, if this is 
got my nephew's passport!” exclaimed the American suddenly, while 
his eyes flashed with ange: and suspicion. ‘ Stranger, how is this?” 

In some anxiety, Grant frankly related how the document came 
into bis possession, and produced the letters of the secret agent, 
proving *who he was, beseeching the captain, as a man come of 
British blood and kindred, to assist him; for, if taken by the French, 
the dungeon of Verdun or Bitche, or worse, perhaps, awaited him. 

The Yankee paused, and chewed a quid by which he had replaced 
his cigar. Full of anxiety, yet without fear, Grant summoned all his 
philosophy, and recalled the words of Beossuet, “That human life 
resembles a road which ends in frightful precipices. We are told of 
this at the first step we take; but our destiny is fixed, and we must 
proceed.” 

Natural sorrow for the loss of his relative, and the native honesty 
of an American seaman, united to open the heart of the captain to 
our wanderer, and he agreed to give him a passage in the Ohio to 
Beston, from whence he could reach Britain more readily than from 
the coast of France, watched and surrounded as it was by ships and 
gunboats, troops, and gens-d’armes, police, spies, passports, &c. 
Believing all arranged at last, Grant never left the ship, but counted 
every hour until he should again find himself in Leon, the land of his 
faithful Juanna, with his comrades of the Black Watch around him, 
and the eagles of Marmont in front. 

At last came the itaportant hour, when the anchor of the Ohio 
was fished; when her white « \nvas filled, and the stars and stripes 
of America swelled proudly fivm her gaff-peak, as she bore down the 
sun-lit Loire with the evening tide; but now an unlooked-for mis- 
fortune took place. A French privateer, the famous Jean Bart, ran 
foul of her, and, by carrying away her bowsprit and foremast, brought 
down her main topmast too. This she was forced to run back to 
Paimbouff and haul into dock. : 

For our disguised captain of the 42nd Highlanders to remain in 
the docks, guarded as they were by watchful gens-d’armes, was im- 
possible; thus, on being furnished by the ekipper of the Ohio with 
the coarse clothes of a mariner, and © written character, stating that 

he was “ Nathan Prowse, a native of Nantucket, in want of a- ship,” 
he stained his face and hands with tobacco-juice, shaved off his mous- 
tache, and repaired to an obscure tavern in the suburbs of Paim- 
beeuff, to find a lodging until an opportunity offered for his escape. 
Under his pea jacket he carried a pair of excellent pistols, which he 
kept constantly loaded; and a fine dagger or Albacete knife, a gift 
of poor Domingo de Leon. 

As he sat in the kitchen of this humble house ot entertainment, 
his eye was caught by a printed placard above the mantelpiece. It 
bore the imperial arms; above the mantelpiece. It bore the imperial 
arms, with the cipher of the Emperor, and stated that “ the notorious 
spy, Colquhoun Grant, a captain in a Scottish regiment of the British 
army, who had wrought so much mischief behind the lines of le 
Maréchal Duc de Raguse, in Leon, and who had been brought prisoner 
to France, where he had broken his parole, was wandering about, 
maintaining a system of espionage and protean disguises; that he had 
lastly, assumed the name, character, and passport of an American 
citizen, named Jonathan Buck, whom he had wickedly and feloniously 
murdered and robbed in the Rue de Rivoli at Paris; that the sum of 
2,000 frances was hereby offered for him dead or alive; and that all 
prefects, officers. civil and military, gens-d’armes, and loyal subjects 
of the Emperor, by sea and land, were hereby authorized to seize or 
kill the said Colquhoun Grant wherever and whenever they tound 
him.” ’ 

With no smal! indignation and horror, the Highlander read this 
obnoxious placard, whick contained so much that wore the face of 
truth, with so much that was unquestionably false, 

“So Buck, whose papers I have “ppropriated, has been murdered 
—poor devil!” was his first reflection; “ what if the honest skipper 
of the Ohio should see this precious document and suspect me? In that 
case I should be altogether lost.” 

Ee rvecired from the vicinity of this formidable placard, fearing 
that some watchful eye might compare his personal appearance with 
the deseription it contained; though his costume, accent, and the 
fashion vf his whiskers and beard altered his appearance so entirely 
that his oldest friends at the mess would not have recognised him. 
He hastily retired upstairs to a miserable garret, to think and watch, 
but not to sleep. 

When loitering on the beach next evening, he entered into conver- 
sation with a venerable boatman, named Raoul Senebier, and an ex- 
change of tobacco pouches at once established their mutual good-will. 
Grant saia that “he was an American seaman out of a berth, and 
anxious to reach Portsmouth in England, where he had left his wife 
and children.” 

The boatman, an honest and unsuspicious old fellow, seemed 
touched by his story, and offered to row him to a small island at the 
mouth of the Loire, where British vessels watered unmolested, and 
in return allowed the poor inhabitants to fish and tratlie without in- 
terruption. 

“To can feel for you, my friend,” said old Senebier; “tor 1 was 
taken prisoner at the battle of Trafalgar, and was seven years iv the 
souterrains of the Chateau d'Edimboury, separated from my dear wife 
and little ones, and when I returned, 1 found them all lying in the 
ehurehyard of Paimbewuff.” 

* Dead—wkat, all?” 

* All, all, save one—the plague, the plague!” 

“Land me on the isle, then, and ten Napoleons shall be yours,” 
said Grant, joyfuliy, and in twenty minutes after, they had left the 
crowded wharves, the glaring salt-pans which gleam on the !°/' bank 
of the Loire, and all its maze of masts and laden lignters, as they 
pulled down, with the flow of the stream and the ebb-tide together. 
The fisherman had his nets, floats, and fortunately some fish on 
board; so, if overhauled by any armed authority, he could pretend to 
have been at his ordinary avocation. ‘They touched at the island, 
and were told by some of the inhabitants that not a British ship was 
in the vicinity, but that a French privateer, the terrible Jean Bart, 
was prowling about in these waters, and that the isle was conse- 
quently unsafe for any person who might be suspected of being a 
British subject; so, with a heart that began to sink, Grant desired 
old Kaoul Senebier to turn his prow towards Vaimbeutt. 

Morning was now at hand, and the sun as he rose reddened with 
a glow of Italian brilliancy the tranquil banks of the Loire, and the 
sails of the fisher-c.aft that were running up the stream, No vessels 
were in sight, for terror of the British cruisers kept every French 
keei close in shore; but suddenly a large w .te sail appeared to the 
southward, and in the lingering and ardent hope that she was one of 
our Channel squadron, Grant prevailed upon Raoul to bear towards 
her. The wind became light, and all day the two men tugged at their 
oars, but still the ship was far off, and yet not so distant but that 
Grant, with a glistening eye and beating heart, could make out her 
scarlet ensign: when evening came on, and a strong surrent, which 
ran tewards the Loire, gradually swept the boat towards the coast of 
France, and just as the sun set, old Raoul and the fugitive found 
themselves suddenly close to a low battery, a shot from which boomed 
across the water, raising it like a spout beyond them. Another and 
another followed, tearing the waves into foam close by. 
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“We must surrender, monsieur.” said Raoul, wringing his hands; 

“and 1 shall be brought in trons before M. le Prefect for arming the 

excape of a prisoner of war.” 

“Call me your son,” said Grant; “say we were fishing, and leave 

the rest to me.” 

“JT have a son,” said Raoul; “he escaped the plague by being 

where he is now, on board the Jean Bart.” 

They landed under the battery; a littie corporal in the green 

uniform of a Voltigeur, with six men, condieted them with fixed 

bayonets before the officer in command. He was a handsome young 

man, and Grant in a moment recognised his former captor and com- 

, onion, M. ‘Armand, the sous-lieutenant of the 8rd Voltigeur 

Regiment. 

“ Milles demons! is this you, monsieur?” exclaimed Armand, who 

knew Grant at once. 

“ Exactly, Monsieur le Lieutenant,” replied Grant, with admirable 

presence of mind: “‘tis I, your old companion, Louis Senebier, 

captain of a gu: aboard the Jean Bart, from which I have a day's 

liberty to fish wth my father, old Raoul of Paimbeuff, whom you 

see before you he e* out understanding that a rascally British cruiser 

is off the coast, were just creeping close to the battery when 

monsieur fired at us.” 

“Is this true, M. Senebier?” asked Armand, with a knowing smile. 

“All true; my son is said to be very like me,” replied the old 

fisherman, astounded by the turn matters had taken. 

“Tike you? Not very, bon! But you may thank heaven that I 

am not M. le Prefect of the Loire, Leave us your fish, M. Senebier, 

and be off before darkness sets in. See,” he added, with a furtive but 

expressive glance at Grant; “see that you keep your worthy father 

clar of yonder British ship, which will just be abreast of the battery 

and two miles off about midnight.” 

Armand placed a bottle of brandy in the boat, and while pretend- 

ing to pay for the fish, pressed Grant's hand, wished him all success, 

and pointed out the bearings of the strange sail so exactly, that the 

moment darkness set fairly in, Raoul trimmed his lug sail and ran 

vight on board of her; for her straight gun streak, her taper masts, 

and her snow-white canvas shone in the moonlight above the calm blue 

rippled sea, distinctly in the clear twilight of the stars. 

“Boat ahoy!” cried a sentry from the quarter; “ keep off, or 1 

vhall fire.” 

“What ship is that?” asked Grant, in whose ears a British voice 

sounded like some old mountain melody. 

“Tis Britannic Majesty's frigate Laurel, of thirty-six guns.” 

“ Hurrah!" 

**Who the devil are you?” 

“ A prisoner of war just escaped.”” 

“Bravo!” cried another voice, which seemed to be that of the 

officer of the watch; “ sheer alongside, « fet us see what like you 

are. Stand by with the man ropes—loog alive there !” 

Grani shook the hard hand of Raoul Senebier, gave him five me 

gold Nanoleons, and, in a moment after, found himself upon the solid 

oak deck of a spanking British frigate. Now he was all but at home, 

and his Proteus-like transformations and disguises were at an end. 

A single paragraph from the ‘ History of the War in ths #eninsula ” 

will suffice to close this brief story of Colquhoun Grant's adventures, 

of which I could with ease have spun three orthodox volumes, o¢tavo, 

“When he reached England, he obtained permission to choose a 

French officer of equal rank with himself to send to France, that no 

doubt might remain about the propriety of his escape. In the first 

prison he visited for this purpose, areat was his astonishment to find 

the old fisherman (Raoul Senebier of Paimb:euff) and his real son, 

who had meanwhile been captrred, notwithst ling a protection given 

to them for their services. But Grant's generosity and benevolence 

were ax remarkable as the qualities of his understanding; he soon 

obtained their release, and sent them with a sum of money to France. 

Ile then returned to the Peninsula, and within four months from the 

date of his first capture, was again on the ‘Tormes, watching. Mar- 

mont’s army! Other strange incidents of his life could be told,” von- 

tinues General Napier, “ were it not more fitting to quit a digression 

already too wide; yet I was unwilling to pass unnoticed this generous- 

spirited, and gentle;ninded man, who, having served his country nobly 

and ably in every climate, died not long since, exhausted by the con- 

tinual hardships he had endured.” 

But his name is still remembered in the regiment by which he was 

beloved; and his adventures, his daring, and presence of mind, were 

long the theme of the old Black Watch at the mess-table, the bivouac, 

and the guard-room fire. 
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