














6 Story of the King of Ireland

un-shot distance before him, and he gave her a lift and threw

er into the pond until there was only the two eyes and the two
eyebrows to be seen of her. ¢ Be you there,’ he said, ¢ and what-
ever happens to me, you will know what will happen to yourself
before you leave that” He went on, and found the ¢ Knight of
the Field of Glass®! sitting at the fireside. They attacked each
other, and where the ground was hardest they sank to the calfs
of their legs, at the next throw to their knees, and in the softest
g.lacc to- their waists. He began to think he was far from his

iends and near to his enemies, and he gave a joyous, lightsome
lift to the ¢ Knight of the Field of Glass,” put him on the broad
of his back, drew over a block and axe, and said to him, ¢ If you
will not tell me why you are without speech, humour, or laughter
for seven years, I will chop your head off on the block.> ¢ Hold
your hand, and I will tell you that.’ ¢Let me hear it> <] will
then.’

‘I myself and my men were playing chess (?), when a mean,
ugly creature came in ]Yast. I and my men caught hold of it,
and it took us away till it left us in the Red Island near Iona.?
They sent out my men to bring in a wild boar. It put its venom
in them and killed them. 1%16 man of the house then put a
griddle on the fire, and when it was hot, he put me sitting on it
until I was burned to the bone, and that was what has kept me
for seven years without speech, humour, or laughter.’ <It is a
pity the creature would not come at this moment,’ said the other.
He hardly said the last word when the creature came in. ¢ Rise
now,’ said he. ¢I will never rise after it,” said the ¢ Master of the
Field of Glass’ ¢Rise, or I will twist your neck like a hen’s.
They both took hold of the creature, and it took them with it till
it left them again in the Red Island near Iona. He sent the
servantmen of the master of the island out to bring in a wild
boar. The boar killed them, and he then put the griddle on the
fire. When it was at white heat, he put the master of the house
sitting on it till he was burned to death. 'He then saw three or
four red women in a corner of the house, and he took an iron

1 The knight here denoted is no doubt ice, and the effects of heat melted it
and caused its disappearance.

2¢]’ was taken by the reciters to be the island of Iona, and one reciter said
¢Red Island’ was near the west of it, but there is no islet large enough near the
west of Iona to justify that supposition. Ai, Eye, or I is said to be the Nores
name for an island, in which case the locality may be very distant, but the story
being pure imagination, it may be any place or anywhere.
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that came back with a story, but they are very kind to beggars,
and do you put my raﬁgcd clothes on and pretend that you are a
poor man, and you will get in> He did this, and went on, with
a step now and then, ]ogging from side to side. When the
¢ Knight of the Yellow Field> saw him coming, he called to his
men to go to meet him, for the beggar they had last night was
nothing to this one, ¢ who has the appearance of having been at
one time a warrior, though he has now fallen off so much.’> One
of the men went under each arm to help the poor man to the
house. When he got a chance, he leant heavily on them, and
broke and pounded their bones.

¢ The Knight of the Yellow Field> then asked his wife to
bring the warrior’s cup to give the beggar a drink out of it.
¢It is as well for you to leave the warrior’s cup where it is,” she
said. ¢ Bring it as I ask it,” he said. The cup was brought, and
the be with his hands and head trembling was taking a
mouthEﬁ?I When he got a chance, he jumpef up, shook the
house, and away he went. The other one cried out, ¢ Men, if
you ever did it, try and get hold of the young man’; but there
was not a sod of the green sward that he threw after him with
his feet but was blinding those behind him, and they returned
home ; it defied them to get at him. He found the beggar where
he left him. ¢You have returned, brave man.’ ¢ Yes, he said,
¢and I had need of your help.” He gave the poor man a handful,
and they parted.

As Fionn was taking a look out, whom should he see returnin
but him. ¢ May I not be here,’ said Fionn, ¢ if this is not himsel
returning ; I might well wager that I could trust him.”> He said
to ¢ Trouble the%—louse,’ *Did you not tell me that not one ever
came alive from that place?> ¢ But I will send him,’ she said, ¢ to
a place that he will not return from.> He came, handed the cup
to Fionn, and went to the barn as before. This day he gave
¢ Trouble the House > a bigger pelt, so that she was hardly able
to stagger back. Fionn pitied her in the same way. ¢Good
Fionn,’ she said, ¢ do you send him to the “ Hero of the White
Shirt 4 to see what condition he is in, for he never wears but a
white shirt on the coldest day of the year, when he goes to the
deer forest and hunting hill’  The young man was sent for, and

¢ The Knight of the White Shirt is most probably snow, under the protection
of which the earth is at all times safe. Game under its influence takes itself
to the high hills, and is followed in all weather by the Knight of the White
Shirt.



and his Two Sons 9

having asked Fionn what he wished with him, was told, and had
the one to whom he was to go described to him. When he asked
for some one to go with him, he was told he would get any one
to guide him but ¢ Trouble the House,” who was nearly dead.
‘I will not take but her.’ ¢She must go then,” said Fionn.
They reached a ferry. ¢ There,> she said, ¢is a coracle; it will
take you across, and when you reach the other side, turn its face
backwards and it will return itself.> ¢And you will not go any
farther > he said. ¢ I will not,’ she said, ¢ I am far enough.” He
caught her and thrust her under the green sward, put a huge
boulder over her to keep her down, and said, ¢ Be you there; you
annot now send me to another place’ He went over to the
other side, and when he reached it, found two wives sitting at the
highest part of the fairy hillock. He asked them where the
¢Hero of the White Shirt> was. They told him that he was
in the fairy hunting hill, and asked him to await his return. When
the knight returned, he said to the women, ¢ You have a stranger
to-night,’ and when he got some food, he threw the stranger over
six rafters, and the stranger threw him over eight; then he
threw him again over seven, but the other threw him over ten.
When the ¢ Knight of the White Shirt ’> saw that the stranger was
the strongest, he had a large iron rod for singeing the birds, and
he pulled it out of the fire to put it in him. T%e women cried
out, ¢ Arrest your hand, “ Knight of the White Shirt,” it is your
brother you have.” ¢Is it my brother whom I have here ?* he said.
‘Yes, and we are long enough trying to keep you separate, we
are the creature (huge monster) under spells that was at the
marriage feast in the house of the “Knight of Riddles,” and
arried you and the “ Knight of the Field of Glass” to the red
isle of Ai, and restored the men to life. Your brother has always
continued with us. We now part from you, and bid you good-
bye.’

He then told his young brother the history, and how Fionn
sent him away every time at the request of ¢ Trouble the House.>
‘Here is a rod of gold,’ said the ¢ Knight of the White Shirt,’
‘and drive me before you to Fionn’s house’ When Fionn saw
them both coming, he and his men trembled with fear. He said
to ‘ Trouble th:gHouse,’ ‘Did I not say to you that he could
not be killed ?> He welcomed them, and said, ¢ It is I that might
trust my servant man,’ and told him to come in and get his wages.
‘Where is the warrior’s cup?’ the young man asked. ¢Did you
not leave it with myself ? Fionn said. Fionn then gave it to
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him. The brothers returned to the house of the ¢ Knight of
Riddles,” and a wedding feast that lasted a year and a day was
provided. They then returned home, and found their father had
become blind and deaf through grief. But he recovered one-third
of his sight and hearing when they were first scen coming, the
second as they came nearer, and all when they reached the house.
The kingdom was settled on them. That was what happened to
them on that occasion.









A Bundle of Jacobite Letters 13

known to history both in the ’15 and the °45. He paid for his
loyalty with liz-long exile. Robert was killed at Culloden.
James, the only Whig of the family, was the only source of
trouble to his mother; her letters speak of him as her lost
sheep.> Of the daughters, Margaret married Lord Strathallan, a
staunch Jacobite like herself. g\? suffered imprisonment after
the °45. Amelia became the wife of Laurence Oliphant of Gask,
who staked his all for the cause. Catherine married Lord Dun-
more, one of those Jacobites sentenced and reprieved in 1746.
Marjory married Duncan Robertson of Struan, and suffered with
him a long exile. Charlotte was the ardent Lady Lude known
to history. Louisa married the Jacobite Graeme of Orchill.
Mary and Henrietta® died unmarried at Gask, and from their
choice of such a home it can well be guessed what their principles
were likely to be.

Brought up at Nairne by such parents, all thought, all tradi-
tion, all education were centred in developing their minds in one
direction. Lord Nairne had never taken his oath to the govern-
ment, or his seat in Parliament. He is described as a ¢ mighty
stickler against the Union,> but the activities of his life did not
begin until he joined the famous hunting party at Braemar, and
threw himself heart and soul into the attempt of 1715. To his
wife and his children such action must have seemed the only
natural course, though it meant the sacrifice of the home, the
beginning of broken fortunes and lost security.

A bundle of old letters,? long long ago put away and forgotten,
throw here and there a side-light on the history of the %Tairne
family. Their interest lies in their domestic simplicity—a
charm of far-off lost days brought nearer by an intimate personal
note.

In 1709 Lord Nairne and his wife were building a new house
—the old one had been partly destroyed by fire in 1706, ¢ every-
thing lost except one looking-glass’ This new house,
according to family records (]acofite Lairds of Gask), cost
£ 5000, but as it was a large house, with a window for every day of
the year, this estimate must be much under the real cost. It only
stood till 1768, when it was destroyed—but Margaret did not
live to see the day.

In March, 1711, Lord Nairne writes the following concernin
his children’s marriages :—* I have yours of the sth March witl%

1Henrietta, born in 1714, lived till 1803.
2Now in the posesion of the writer, and (with one possible exception)
sot hitherto published.














































































The ¢Scalacronica’ of Sir Thomas Gray 39

the said John de Balliol and Robert de Brus, the grandfather of
that Robert who called himself King of Scotland, and John de
Hastings ; which John de Balliol renounced his homage by two
Jacobin friars with a sharp sword, declaring that he [John] held
nothing as from him z|E%dward]), whercE)re the King was of
opinion that a new war was [ justified by] a new situation. Now
this Edward de Balliol made over to the King of England the
town of Berwick with five counties, [namely] the sheriffdoms
of Berwick, of Roxburgh, of Edinburgh, Peebles, and Dumfries,
and would do homage for the rest of Scotland, on condition that
the King should support him, maintain him, and restore him
to his [royal] estate.

(To be continued.)
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Elliot : Trustworthiness of Border Ballads 89

might as easily have beaten them’ (Cromwell’s army) ‘as we did James
Graham at PZiliphaugh « «+ . (Ancrum and Lothian Correspondence, ii.
p- 297). The success, then, was ‘easy’ and no wonder, considering the
unequal forces engaged on both sides.

Colonel Elliot, unlike Scott and most writers, does not blame Montrose
for leaving his main body on the left bank of Ettrick and retiring to
Selkirk, If not careless, he was unfortunate, for, had he been with the
army, Charteris of Amisfield’s report of Leslie’s presence at Sunderland
would have received attention. In Colonel Elliot’s book Charteris is
¢Captain Hempsfield” It must be confessed that the great Montrose
was capable of being surprised: he just escaped at Auldearn by a happy
accident.

The essays on the probable genuineness of ¢Little Jock Elliot,
Bothwell’s antagonist, Elliot of Park, and on Border traditions of Flodden
are well worth reading. I have never been able to understand the con-
duct of Home’s Borderers at Flodden. If they were on the ground, on
the following day, as they were, where were they when the centre of
James’s army fell around him in their immortal stand? Colonel Elliot
can find no satisfactory account of the battle. The best known to me is
that of Mr. C. J. Bates, ‘Flodden Field, in Archzologia Zliana. Colonel
Elliot proves that the Borderers suffered relatively little at and after
Flodden. A fault in his book is the frequent absence of references.

ANDRew Lanc.

THe Porrtica History oF ENGLAND, in 12 volumes. Edited by
William Hunt, D.Litt.,, and Reginald Poole, M.A. Vol XI,
1801-1837. By the Hon. George C. Brodrick, D.C.L. Completed
and Revised by J. K. Fotheringham, M.A. Pp. xix, 486, med. 8vo,
with three maps. London : Longmans, Green & Co. 1906. 7s. 6d.
nett.

ThHis book had the misfortune to lose its chief author by his death before it
was completed. But his surviving colleague, who, besides writing three
entire chapters and part of a fourth, has had to recast the volume in order
to meet the plan of the series, tells us he has been scrupulous in retaining
the expression of Dr. Brodrick’s views, and, where possible, his words.
This is to the advantage of the work as literature, and the writing has
for the most part, and in some places conspicuously, an individual distinc-
tion and charm. Mr. Fotheringham’s chapters, dealing with foreign
affairs, are admirably done.

In the spring of 1801 Ireland had just recently been united to Great
Britain. The Irish catholics expected that they would be placed on
an cquality as citizens with protestants. Pitt thought it right and
necessary, and prepared a measure for the purpose. But George IIL
refused to hear of such a thing. He believed the profession of faith in
his coronation oath with all his soul. How, then, could he emancipate the
catholics? The king still ruled in England, Pitt resigned, and Addington,
a man after George’s own heart and pattern, was made Prime Minister.






























The Cambridge Modern History 97

and wrote because they felt a certain living compulsion. Further, they
made no pretensions to omniscience, but dealt only with such matters
as a judgment, partly artistic, partly worldly wise, but in the main
shrewdly political, told them had human interest. This Napoleon
volume is a failure, because it thinks history a science, where facts
have some value in themselves ; because what can only be fitly written
by a single mind keenly interested has been chopped into sections and
handed over to experts to be analysed ; because such mosaic work cannot,
even by the most skilled editor, be given true artistic unity. To par-
ticularise, the reader is in almost every article pulled short with two or
three intimations that the special aspect of the subject he has reached
is dealt with elsewhere. There are too many laws of trespass to be
observed here. Again, while everywhere facts are given fully and ad
nauseam, the artistic and philosophic grouping which alone could justify
the information is absent. This fault is peculiarly prominent in the
military articles (always excepting Professor Oman’s ¢ Peninsular War ’),
where campaigns are given fully enough to enable the student to com-
plete his military itinerary ; but never with the colour and elaborate
detail without which the lay reader rightly abandons the subject as futile.
There is here either too little or too much.

There are merits and defects that have been passed by for want of
space ; but our main plea is that where so many experts have failed,
it is obviously not they who are at fault; and we would welcome a
revival of that older school of English history which knew neither
series nor compendia. MTr. Fisher’s chapters, and especially that on St.
Helena, point to the true leader of such a revival.

We must add that maps are excluded from the series; the reasons
for their exclusion may be sufficient, but conceive of the 1813-14 cam-

paigns with no illustrative plans. Joun L. MoRisow,

SmeLiGHTs oN THE HoME RurLe MovemeNnT. By Sir Robert Anderson,
K.C.B,, LL.D. Pp. xiiiy 233. 8vo. London: John Murray, 1906.
gs. nett.

THis book has a two-fold interest. Primarily it is a contribution to the
materials for the political history of the tZree kingdoms in the nine-
teenth century. In a lesser, but still considerable, degree it is also a
volume of agreeable personal reminiscence. It is with its purely
historical aspects that we are mainly concerned here; but we may
note some features of interest which gir Robert Anderson’s recollections
possess for the general reader. The author’s position and environment,
at first in Dublin Castle and later at Scotland Yard, brought him in
contact with a number of interesting personages among the past
generation of statesmen and politicians. Of such persons he has usually
something to tell, and he can tell it with a pleasant mixture of genial

humour and not unkindly malice. Here are two pictures of the functions
of a mid-Victorian Viceroy of Ireland which show the different ideas
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Queries 107

formerly ¢ Tuylenburg,” and the tapestry has passed from family to family
of those who owned the house, viz.:—Sir Vincent Maximilian van
Lakhorst, the Baron van Tuyll van Zuylen, Die Marchie van Vanhuysen,
Heer of Maarssen (Lord of the Manor), the Chevalier H. van Weede,
Ambassador.

J. M. MackinLay.

CHAPEL IN DUNROBIN CASTLE. Sir Robert Gordon in his
Genealogic History of the Earldom of Sutherland, from its origin to the
year 1630 (page 8), remarks :

¢ Their is in Dounrobin one of the deepest draw-wells, all of aister work
from the ground to the top, called St. John his well, which is within
the castle, in the midst of the court.

Was there anciently a chapel in Dunrobin Castle having St. John
as its patron?

J. M. MACKINLAY.


















JOUST AT ST. INGLEVERTS
(Froissart MS., British Museum)

See page 111



























