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THJ3 WIFE OF THE RED COMYN, 

m onuvrumm'8 wmY. 

Th! dd glcmthan had served in the 49nd High- - dd Blwk Watch, in early life, and could - 

2 ba BB E& yarns of the bloody affair of Ticm- 
n, w b m  the regiment had no l e ~  thar~ Piz bmdld and forty-mven officers and soldiers killed 

or wounded ; the expedition to the Lakes; the aur- ! 
render of M out real ; the siege of the Moro, and the I 

, flaying alive, the tomdlawking, and at& 
g8zeries incidental to the relief of Wlt Pi* 
in 1'763 ; and of that devilish basinem w i t h  the M 
Iadlana an@ the m m p s  aad r o e l  at Bu&p h, 
dl d which were "famiIiar ia our mouths as houee- 
hold words;" while, t~ the v m d ) l e  nwrator, the 
d of gunpowder, the flavour of Ferintosh, or the 
&M of B bagpipe were like the elixir vitm of ihs 
& * e d  seemed to renew his youth, stren@h, end 

fiL a time; and thus the fire of other yeim 
we&&& up within him, like the last gleam of a 
dk h q  we sat b our bogwood fire in the %I& aigbta of the &rth. % bhe 1768, hi regiment was cantoned iu 
CWmy, u h  it m reviewed by Major-Genard 
Armiger, md the old gentleman w w  wont to bagt 
that wicept two Lowland Scods, every soldier in itb 

was from the &P% that, dweIl northward of tha 
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Tag " a d  happily for the corps," he aged to add, 
two were knocked an the h& during the 

onfall at Long Island." The regiment, then for the 
t h i d  time in Ireland, remained there for seven yes- 
h r i n g  1772, it was employ& in suppressing tnrntdts 
occasioned by the cornplicatin g interests and advtrra 
views of the Catholic and Protesbnt landlards mld 
tenan& in Antrim and elsewhere ; and in this deH- 
cab service their Highlanders were found particularly 
rrsdul, from the knowledge of the language and their 
d e  bearing tovrards the people, whom by old tra- 

k m  they believed to  be sprun from the game stack I m bhanselves. Though eorne a the Highland trihea 
overb which myg h b ' i a u m n  O'B&fi i e  

nu Qaa that O'Brien and the Gael are not dikq . hare $_ 
yet they found rnrnygmp8thiar in cornnrm--to wit, 
s love of fun ~ n d  bre mg h d a  ; a Jenluuq d the 
J3nglisli; an avemiog to  ati1I-bunting, and a just, 
laudable, and conlmendable antipathy to all gaugere 
and tax-gatherera 

For the ticklish service of settling disputes in the 
neigkbourhao(1 of Antrim, it leased his Najestg 
Qs e In. to order that an a B ditional company of 
h%ck Watch should be rsiaed among the Breacial- 
h e  C l m p M s  ; and it was soon seen, that though 
the 8hught~~ of Ticrmderoga had carried woe and, 
dmdaticm to many e londy hmth and loving heart 
in the mantry af the clans, EO far from a h p i s l s i ~ ~ g  
the military d o u r  of the Highland youth, I€ made 
&ern more than ever anxious to eurol thernsalvee in 
the rmks of the Reicztdan Dhu, for so W ~ E I  the regi- 
mmt named, from the dwk colaurs of its plumes md 
t r t a n ~ ,  in contradisti~ction to &he troop@ of the line 
t h ~  wore scarlot cods, white w&oWa, &deyd 
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breeches and flour-powdered wigs, with quehdr, 

turned curla; and looped-up hts, having the true Blen- 
h i m  mlc md the star of Brunswick-i,e. the black 
leaher cocknde of the Protestaat ruccesion, whidh 
still survire~ on the chapeaux of the penny postman. 
My grandhther was popular among the Brcadd- 

bane men, to p l w e  whom he h d ,  at variou timw, 
han fled sundry MuN& and MacAlpinm, whom id- 
di%e eighth mrnmasdment were somarhnt vrgn 
thw on be@ writ into " the marquis's country " to 
~ w d &  Bb raiacd the required cornpny in three dap, 4 ~ -  daKa from the hills of Glen Urchai with 
drplr pbyidg, acmss the dreary Braes of Rannoch, 
d . d o m  $ the Brig of Tay with n hundred of the 
lmdsixnest men that ever became food for gun- 
ponder, all clad in their native tartans, and well 
rtmtd, each wit11 his own sword, dirk ancl pistola, to 
whioh the Governrnal~t added the urud arms and m- 
ceutrernents of the line. From Perth, the captain 
wm d m d  to march his company to Glasgow, there 
k orrpbdc far Ireland ; and proceeding en rot&&, 
&tar RaJkirk and traversin r the remains d 
th.Tmu#, be foond himself, nit  kt hi. little aom- 

reaching the burgh of Kirkintulloch one 
ovember evening, just as the dusk was 

the rain fell in torrents, nr~d the wind 
through t he  patoral hollows md a 

and withered leaves furiously before 
ITS compelled to halt, and oblige the 

rocure immediate quarters for a hub- 
Jew-a race of ~vhom the weehnd 

oured a holy aversion and whol~some 
, the qmch of the Great Mon t rw  snd his 

,=*U Ctanlirra, one hundred and twenty JCI~UO 

I w b t  h;L8 all this to do with the Wife of the 
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ed Comyn 1" the reader may a . .  I mewer, every- , for it was built by the Comps, who flourished in tha  
hing-for had not my ginndfather halted on that wet ; days of Malcolm III., and were Lords of Linton Rod 

Narenlber night in the ancient burgh of Kirlcintul- i derick and of Badenoch, and who made a g r e a  
loch, that good lady-though she made some noiae in P figure during the reigns of the three Aluxslnders and:; 
her timo-hd never been introduced to the reader's &bed I. 
notice. So patience yet awhile. I n  those turbulent times every Scotaman was a 

'fie soldiers were soon distributed among the p~o$o  aoldier, and a brave one, too ; every house mns a Eori 
by the to\t7n constable, and in a few mrnutes after tres, every fortresa s citadel, and its inmate3 were 
seein 1 the Last man off to his billet, my randfather f prriPrxl, while the urgent necessity for security cause 
founkliimsoif stnndinu bcfore the gate o the C d c  tJie Swttiih baron IiteralIy to found his dwelling on 
of Kirkiotulloch drencted through plaid and philabeg, rock. 
uhile the rain dripped gracefull from his long Z A alike remote and inaccessible was usually 
feathers into the nape of his nec , and the water sehbd, on the isle of some deep lake, or the brow 
spouted from his scabbard ars from s syringe when he of a ttcquestered hill, and there the Scottish feuctatory 
sheathed his claymore. Draggled and weary, he raised the maneion in which his race were to dwell, t a  
knocked furibuslyagaimtthe gate of the huge mansion, bo married and given in marriage, to be bortr and 
,on which, au being the most important in the town, die, "while grass grew and water ran"--the stron 
Be was billeted M commander of the foram. square peel-house, with its corbellea battlemen 
Celt, and not blessed with overmuch patience, tl~rough the openings of which missiles could be sho 
thrust his billet-order almost into thc mouth of the gemrely ; its stone-flagged roof; its irregular ~ l i ~  o 

w l i o  opened the door, ancl then slvaggered in w b d o w ~  a11 strongly grated, though ninety or a 
a11 the air of a man who had heard the forty , .hundred fket from the base, and girdled by a bar- 

ays' cannonade at the Noro ; but n aouple of good ' hiam, having an arched gate and flanking towers 
runo from a jolly magnum bo~luin of F'criuhh, khch was unmyingly the externaI aspest of the 

were given to hitn without delay, at once re- ( dwelling of a Smttish baron, m d  such was the Cstltle 
red his equanimity, and, chucking the plump ,I d Kirkintulloch. 

ausekeeper under the chin, my grandfather-or, as I Above the gate, which bristled with loopholes for 
shall all him in future, the captain-proceeded u p  rmukehy, were the armorial bearings of Robert 

stairs. 1 awn, wbo was slain at  the battle of Alnulick, and 
This ancient Castle of Kirkink~lloch, which had , ibr mmogmn of his descendant, the black Lord o 

been stormed by Edwxd I. of England, but re-taken &deaoch, who married the Princess Marjorie, 
by the Scots, wns n good specimen of the gloomy John Baliol, and whose son was 
mansions of the IvIiddlo Ages, when every Smtsman 
was forced to keep watch and ward apinst  his neigh- 1 After talring a draught from the cup of ale which was 
bour, md, more than dl, against Southern invasion; Rllbd for him, as for all other visitors, from a barrel 

'I . 



whioh stood in a recess of the entrance lobby, the 
captain ascended the hollow-stepped stair to the 
common hall of the venerable tower. 

Internally the accommodation and construction 
were of the plainest description. A narrow turn- ' 

ike atsir gave access to the various floors of the 
Leep. The first of these being the levelled rock on 
which the editice was founded, was vaulted, and con- 
tained the pit or dungeon, with cellars for the stores 
nearnary to a crowded household during the low 
northern winter, and: there was also a deep draw-wefl 
hewn through the living rock. The next contained 
the arched h d  into which our m t  and wear captain 
WM ushered with ~nnch formality. Its d oor was 
pbvcjd ; the fireplace wrm of stone, and had inglo-seats 
within its arch. The aindolw were deeply ernbyed, 
and were secured by ahutkrs within and iron bars 
16thout. The sun, when it shone tb rou~h the half- 
dnrkencd halls of those days, must have lmpartcd to 
the  dwelling of the Scottish baron the aqpsct of a, 
prison ; Lhus their prison8 became dungeons, for the 
good folks of the olden bimc knew no medium in 
anything. 

A gigantic fire blazed redly on the heaxkh, and by 
h hght the apteiu could discern a number of those 
uuinrtunate wi hts who, as casual gut?&, trencher- P mm, or boys-o -the-belt, in that year, 1'772, shared 
the old-fashioned hospitality of the Fleinings of 
JXirkintull~ch; but not being of sr~fficient c o w -  
quance to have separate apartments, lay rolled up 
in their plaids on the benchea, or among the at%- 
hounds that nestled together on the warm hearth- 
stone. 
The reader may deem my d e ~ p t i o a  somewhat 

minute, but the even& which occurred t o n g  vene- 

mm, who Pat with his stu 
the f ie ,  one h d  m 
tha other re&ng on a 
rime up ~t his approach and bade him me?&mtna Thm 

I -ion of this pem~n'8 dress nr. old-for etill the 
Swta are alwaya a year or two behind every innova- 
h; his red mt was deeply flapped, his coat of 
l x ~ w n  brodalotb was square-tailed, with enormous 
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v4rW on his dteves, appeared to conduct him, and, 
U$itrg a candle, the lad, who was evidently clispleersed 
4t heibeiag summoned from the warm fire of the kitchen, 
which in the Scoto-French fashion adjoined the hall, 
hurried 11 the staircam before the captain, leaving' P Ern to fol ow as he pleased. 

I heve nlrandy hinted tlmt my gntndfather was 
somewhat short-tempered, so he swore one of those 
he&~ty oaths which our army picked u 

meon to leave me bere in the dark ?" 
1 in Planders, adding, " Bollo ! you young evil-do you 

Without heeding him, the lad sprang to the top of 
the stairs, and hastened across t b  landing-place lute 
an apartment, leaving the mptain to ascend by no 
&ar light than the feeble ray8 that feu from ta 
a d l e  in a tin soonoe, which hung on the wall in 
the first turn of the spiral ateb. Lodring ongnly np 
in  search of  hi^ guide, tha  captain --or Uts~ght he 
saw-a lady cross tho landing-place. 

She was tall, and her white profile u7as stern and 
grave, and she was attended by the most diminutive 
black dwarf in the world--% little creature who ap- 
peared aLsolntely to perspire under the weight of h 
t n ~ r m o u s  twin, which was d some dark rioh atuufe 
but hillianlly brocaded with white sbra The captain 

uaed and bowed very low, lifting up the end of his 
ong ahymo~e, &v@ that this atntelp dams might * P 
wish to descend ; but when he raised his head again 
she was gone 1 Her dbppearance was so sudden that 
he was confounded, cmd rubbed his eye& 

" Can the long march against a chill November 
wind have affected my vision 1" thought he ; " or has 
that brimming tanIrard of hot claret deoted my 
narvea? Impossible ! Tush-the dame has been 
w e d  by my draggled appearance, and has hastened 

' ' one c4 these aprtmantr ;" go the old gentleman 
&me apother Fleniirrh at4 rind reached the top of 

a prisonor in the year of' our redernp- 



chamber, end mas about to descend, when by some 
" glamwr" he mistook the way; for being suppexlrlesq 
I am convinced that the hot wine had affected his 
head ; he stumbled against a door ; i t  flew open, and, 
ha found himself in the dressing apartment of lady, 
h.hose face toas turned towards him, and by the lights 
an a side-tablo he perceived at  s glance that she was 
the same queenly dame who had recently crossed the 
lending-place. She gazed fixedly at the amazed in- 
truder, as she stood before a mirror, with her round 

lished shoulders turned towards him, and her jet 
tack hair gathered up in heavy masses on her slender go 

fingers, for she seemed in the act of dr=ing it. From 
a faultlem bust, her dark dress, brocaded with stars, 
hung m mragnificent folds to her feet, where, craucfiing 
like a marmoset, the hideous little dwarf was sittin 
Her  figure was beautiful, but so motionless and st,$ 
as she gazed with eyes full of indignation and inquiry, 
that the words of apolo y hung hdf arrested on the 
lips of the bowing intru % er, who, in another moment, 
dmovered that he had hfore him a-picture-only 
a picture; but one painted in  the first style of 
antique art. 

Norhiug artistic could be more beautifully executed 
h the upturned and palidled arms, from wh~ch the 
k c e  that foreign looms must have woven, hung in 
loop upheld b diamonds. A necklace of precious 
stones encircle B her neck, and a large band of the 
=me formed a coronet round her head, and gave an 
irnperinl gace to her lofty beauty of feature and 
of form. 

The captain gazed on i t  till the figure appeared to 
come forward and the canvas to recede, till the eyes 
seemed to fill with light and the proud lips to curl 
with a scornful smile; and then he turned away, for 
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the &range pictaro bad mysteriou~ effect upon him, 
and hastiIy he suught the hall, where (I hot and . 
savoury supper mbked on h oentre table, and where 
the bailie or casklelln of the absent proprietor i m p -  ' 
tiently awaited him. 

" Come awa, sir-come a m  I thought you memmt 
to bide u+taini a' n' ht hem are h a  u o B ~ p ,  
devilled turkey, stewed b d n e p ,  mull& claret, port, 
sherry, and whisky toddy-draw in a chnir, sir, and 
make yourself at  hame." 

" 1 have a hawk's appetite, bailie," said my kins- 
man, applying himself assiduously to the devil and 

c the sherry. 
"And I ditto, double - for I have ridden in 

from . .. Stirling market to-day ; try tlie cold gibalotte 
pie." 

I 
-,' " Thank you ; I'll rather stick to m old friend-a 

. devilled bone smacks of the bivouac. %W the sherry, 
-Jhilie. Thank you." 

" Try the kidney&; they would serve a king." 
. , " Tbnka By the bye, who is h t  noble lady norp 
.!residing here ?" 

" Noble. lady r' reiterated the bailie, looking up  
with his mouth full, and surprise in his flushed 
face. 
"Pea; she whom I passed, or r d e r  who pawed 

me, on the staircase to-night." Tho 1)rJlie pusliecl 
back his chair and plate. 

r'A lady, sir !" he stammered, while his eyes 
' bpened wider. 

"She in the b h k  dress brocaded with white 
s b . ' #  

" G7:de hae mercy on us !-and a dwarf holding up 
br tail 1" 
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" The Lord take us a' into his holy keeping 1 Ye 
b r e  seen h r  ?U 

'c Seen who? What t11e devi l  do you mean?" 
*' Tb wjCe of the Red Cmnyn !" 
" Come, that is good ; but I am too old a soldier, 

bailie, to believe all this." 
" Kee us frae harm !" continued the old man, aa his B ruhicun visage grew pale, and he glanced stealthily 

over his shoulder while lowering his voice ; "she 
hasna' been seen for these ten years past ; heaven 
send i t  portends nae evil to our family !" 

" Our family," rneant the house; so cc~mpleteIy were 
the ald Scottish donlestics identified with those they 
-ed. 

" Lord help you, sir," he continued, draining a hot 
jug of toddy almost at a draught ; "you have seen a, 
wandering spirit." 

" I t  may have been fancy, bailie ; but I certainly 
saw her picture, and that is tangible enough." 

"That picture was painted two hundred years and 
mair after her death ; and there is a devilish story 
connected wit11 it too." 

" 'Pm my honmr, bailie, you quita interest me," 
mid the captain, brewing a jug of ~moking toddy, and 
clmwing a chair rienrer to the fire ; " the atmosphere 

I 
of this place becomes full of diabltrie. Painted two 
hundred years after her death I I hope the likeness 
is good ; but tell me a11 about it." 

" She was the wife of the last Comyn to whom this 
castle belonged, and she wsrs a woman possessing alike 
the pride and temper of Lucifer ; but they cost her 
dear, for she suffered a sore penance in the yellow bed- 
chamber up-stairs, and there 'tis said her spirit walks 
to this hour. Now it clranced that in the days of 
King James IV., his Master Painter, the fatnone Sir 

Thomas Galhrsith, the pupil of Quentin RIatsys, of 
Antwerp, ancl the friend of Leonardo daVi11ci ant1 of 
Titian Vecelli, came here during the lifetime of' John 
Lord Fleming-the same who was so barbarously 
assassinated by the cursed Laird o' Drnmmelzier, wi 
whose folk we have a feud outstanding yet, like an 
auld debt--well, the King's painter slept, or rather,. 
perhaps, passed the night in the yellow room. and from 
that time he was a changed man ; from being rosy- 
faced, he became pde  and wan, hollow-eyed and 

hat1 ; from being as full of fun and frolic as t h e  
%ing Kimse~f, he became sad, lvoful and thoughtful, 
and he shut himself up in the haunted-room, where 
he worked day and night for a whole week, without 
eating, drinking, or sleeping, as folks aver, liritil that 
awful picture was finished; and whether it was done 
from the memory of one vision of the spirit, or whether 
the wife of the Red Comyn came to him nightly from 
hell, and sat for her portrait, I cannot say ; but when 
finished by Sir Thomas Galbraith, it was the last work 
he did on enrtli, for he was found dead, seated before 
it, one mor~inq, with a pallet on his left thumb and a 
brush in his right hand. Terror was on his dead face, 
and the marks of stmn&ulation were rountl his throat ; 
so the Flcrriings buried him in the auld Kirk of St. 
Ninian, at the Oxgang, where his grave is yet to be 
een. I would fain have the picture burned, but the 
family set a high value upon it ; yet I verily believe, 
if a puir presumptuous auld cur10 like me dare judge 
o' sic things, that its presence here may keep the spirit 
o' that awfu' woman hovering about the walls o' the. 
a d d  castle she rendered accursed by her crimes 1" 

"Well, bailie, tell me the story and-" 
Mak' another browst o' toddy while t.he water is 

hot, sir," replied the castellan, as he stirred up the iire 
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with m enorrnous poker, and as the flames roared in . 
the tunnel-like chimney, the red sparks flew up in 
pyramids. 
'sI a m  charged to the brim," said the captain ; :'W 

fire away, my friend, I am all impatience." 
After a few preliminary hetns, coughs, and flo~irishes, 

with sips of toddy between, the bailie told the 
captain the following strange stoq, which I give . 
in my own words> being vain enough to prefer them ' 
to  his* 

In the beginning of the fourteenth century, the 
b l e  of Kirkintulloch was the principal residence of 
John Camgn Lord of Badenoch, who, as nephew of 
Khg John Baliol, was a competitor with Bruce for 
the crown of Scotland, and he was died the Bed 
C o m p  to distinguish him from his father, the U h c k  
Cornyn, who was so named from his swarthy corn- 
plexion. 

I n  those days the country around this castle was 
covered by forests of oak and pine, through the 
~~d hoIlows of which the Kelvin and the Logie 
crept with that slow and sluggish current which gives 
them more the aspect of Fkmish can& than stre~ms 
&at m11 from Scottish rnou~tains. The rising burgh 
was than roofed with stone, or thatched ; the Roman 
fort on the Barhill was nearly entire, rus when a thou- 
and years befare the soldiers of the Casars had d i n -  
quiehed i t  before the furious S c o t ~ ;  and the now 
ruined tower of Sir Robert Boyd, Baron of Kilmar- 
nock, Hnrtshaw, Ardneil and Dalry, was still the 
stronghold of his family, who were the sworn enemies 
of the Baliols and all their adherents. So deep, 
iudeed, was their hatred, that they would not b q  
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their dead in the &me church ; thus, whiIe the Boy& 
were laid in tbe Chapel of St. May (which is now the 
parid kirk), the Cumym ware bterred in the Church 
d 9a Ninian. 

I blin ; bingYnmbiiidus, and-tbou hvhe fought t under #allace 3 Ii'dkirk, intensely sel %h, be knred 
to lose his estatm afbr that dioestrous b ~ k d e  wan h& ; 
and as uaud \via Scottish noblea, cansideriug h10 m 
interest before the common weal Qr the n * t i o d  
b a m r ,  he joined the English ranks, and fougfit 

hie own country in the army of the traitor- 
- h, John Balbl. 
BB W= a woful t p n t  to the burgh of Eirkintul- 

loch ; h, in defianm of the old hwb: of the land, he 
d m d  the bludewit, the stingmdynt, the marchet, 
the h a r ~ e l d ,  and other exactions now unknown within 
the porb of a Scottish toan ; and as all pleas between 
bu~gemea ead travelling merchants must be settled 
before the third flo\viag and ebbing of the tide, be 
usually decided them by whipping the bnr 
confiscating the goods of the stranger. =g ' 
although it had been orbined by the kings of dd, a 
that on any-burgess departing on a pilgrirnap t o  I 
the Holy Lard or other sacred place, his goods and 

obedd be protected "vntill God brought 
againe,jJ the wives of the absent were 

ized by Cornyn, and their goods by  hi^ 

he exactea txorbitztnt m~~lctures, and 
he hung all who d m d  to cmplain ; if my ventured 
to grind wheat, mashloch, or rye with hand querng 
they were also hanged ; and though it was statute 
and ordained &at he who dale b halfgenny-worth of 
-,breed ahould h se-ourged, that he who stob e pair d 

N 
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shoes ~ I ~ o u l d  be pilloried, or eightpence worth should 

I hm OM leg cut off, the tyrant hanged them al l  
Thus hi6 Dule-tree was never without n man hanging 
fmm it, with the black gleds flying round him ; for 

I Con~yn ground alike to the dust the burgesses withm 

h- 
the wall6 and the gudemen of the Newland Mailings 
-without ; so that i t  was generally said in Dumbarton- 

?@hire, that the devil himself would be n gentler over- 
ord than he ; and he was so hated that men remem- 

bered the dreadful fate of his father in Badenoch, 
and it came to be whispered about that there was a 
prophecy made by a weird woman, that he too should 
die a viobnt death ! ;- Hi& wife, Lad Gwendoleyne, was esteemed one of fY h e  most beauti ol women in Scotland, and none had 
outghone her at  the Court of Queen Yolande, the 
consort of Alexander 111. Lovely beyond all com- 
parison, tall, stately and magnificent in form, with 
pale col~lmanding features and dark eyes, indicative 
rather of pride of birth and loftiness of mind than of 
gkntlcness, slle mad0 the people-even those whom 
her beauty dazzled, and her slightest smilc would 
have won for ever-shrink and quail before her, as 
beneath the eye of some mysterious spirit; for the 
keen Wack eye of that imperious l d v  is said to have 
been 89 ilanggroas in itR -beauty as it was terrible in 

I its expression. 
She had been wedded early to the Eed Lord of 

Badenoch ; they had three daughters, the youngest 
of whom (according to Andrew Wyntoun) was mar- 
ried to the traitorous: MacDougal of h r n .  They had 
also one sou, ~vho at  the. time this history opens, 
A.D. 1306, was in his eighteenth year, and was said 
t o  be a hmdsome, gallant, and high-spirited youth ; 
but, unfortunately, devot.ed to the false Baliol, a t  L 

l 
THE WIFE OF THE RED CONYN. 191 

whose mock Court in the Castle of Perth he resided, 
md there he had been eduoated. 

Notwithstanding her own unpatallelod beauty, her 
husbbd's rank, power, and over iveening authority, 
M y  Gwendole ne was far from being happy ! 
thorn sharper t l an a poisoned arrow rankled in 
heart, in the form of s restless jealousy of her 
band, to whom she was passionatdy devoted, 
whom ahe loved with all the ardour of her impul 
natme. And though he seemed to be, in manner 
that bctii-ted a faithful and attached spouse, he 
y& a e b w  of suspicion to Gwendoleyne ; for s 
artfnl rmnion hsd skilfully sown the seeds of ms- 
trust between them, m d  several of Comyn's unguarded 
adions and interferences with the wives of pilgrim- 
burgesses had given her every reason to deem her 
fears were just and truo ; hence her fiery heart became 
a prey to furious passions and to bitter thoughts, and 

I she looked about her, longing for some fitting object 

1 on which to vent her wrath. 
Her husband's kinsman and her own denr friend, I old Sir Alexander Bdiol of Cavern, Great Chnrnber- 

. laip of Scotland, to whom she often hinted her com- 
I plaints againsbTomyn and her suspicions of his in- 

tidelity, endesvoured to laugh away her fears. 
E' Madam," said he, on one occasion, "jealousy ia 

the sod  cd a love which will brook no rival even for 
a moment. I mean not to hint that you love Red 
Comyn too much, but without thus jealousy your 
love for him perhaps would die." 

"You are too subtle a casuist for a woman, Sir 
Alexander of Orsvers," replied the lady, cresting up 
her beautihl head ; "but you must be aware that tlie 
disposition and -era of Comyn, year kinsman, arc 
at least bat k m  well calculated to excite my sus2icilus 
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and distmst. To wit : his passionate and ullconcealed 
admiration for female beauty ; this is known over the  
whoIe country, uld thrice, on vague auepicion, 1 h v e  
had to discard certain ladies of my hou$ehold, and 
thus meLe their families deadly enemies of Wrls. ' 
And say, my good Lord Chamberlain, are these WM- 
dering sallies not shameful, when perpetrated by one 
who has a son now in his eighteenth year, and tall and 
handsome as himself 1" 
Xi Alexander thought of Comyn's gigantic red 

beard, an3 smiled w h a  remembering the handsome 
youbh, who had all his m&her's beauty, without his 
father's ferocity of aspect aid bearing. 

" Yau smile, SW Alexander !" oaid the fiery dame. 
" YOU smile-'tis ve well, rir ! You know more of 
the Red Curnyn and ia secrets than jon c m  to tell 
me, a d  that .tourtier's smile asurea me that I. am an 
injured wi fb-" 

" I beg to asrmre you, Lady of Badenoch-" 
" Assure me of nothing, Lord of Cavers, if you can- 

not assure me of your kinsman's faith and pnrity." 
" Madam," mid the old Lord Chamberlain, testily, 

"there are two kinds of jealousy-a pnre fear by 
which the young and restless lover is animated-and 
a grovelling sq ic ion ,  which is jealousy in the worst 
sense of the term. Your suspicion wounds your self- 
esteem-it iques your honour-and is but a new 
phase of se&hnw, for gon m~pect yourself an injured 
woman.'' 

" And justly too, for Comyn'a coldness to me during 
the last month cannot be ~ c o u n t d  for but by some 
new fancy." 

" Your husband is never jealous of you, madam." 
" That only proves his indifference. 'Tis shamel, 

false, and unknightly ; and I only trud that the pre- 
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sence of our boy, the oung Sir John, whom the King 
has ju* knighted, W$ in some degree recal my wan- 
dering husband to a sense of his own honour and the 
bnour  of his wife and &ughtermU 

"Madam, how often shall I m e  you that the 
husband of one ao beautiful hs you could never 
false--I am an old mm, your kther'a frieod, an may 
-rvell pav this." 

fmm 

I 
" ~r;e, you are an ddd man, and were my fnther's 

friend," resumed the lady, whose black eyes flashed 
with dusky fire through their teas; " thw it is the 
nore culpable in you to be in my husband's wicked 
secrets, and endeavouring thus to blind and to deceive 
a hviq m d  devoted wife. But woe ta Corn n and 
to you in that hour wben I prove the fdsehoo of you 
both !" 

B 
And gathering up her long silk kirtle, which w a ~  

' mm without sleeves, but was so long in the alcirt as 
oomtantly b require upholding by ono hmd, ahe 
swept away with the air of an offended queen, and 
with her long and magnificent hair floating over her 
shodden from under a band of burniahed gold. 

"Alas !" thought the old chamberlain, shrug ' g 
his sbouldca,$ how true it is, that love being jea ous, 
rnaketh a good eye look as uint" 

ff" 
I n  those daya maidens ofgood family were received 

irrto the houses of ladies of high rank to be delicately 
nurtured and well educated ; for which, strange it 

- may now seem, n befittin fee or pension was paid. 
Now, among the ladies o f- the tabourette, or dame8 
d ' h n e u ~  of the L d y  of hdenocb, were the daugh- 
tors of many noble houses of khe. Baliol faction, and 
who were consequently fdae to their county. Thus 
rhe had Maxgaret, daughter of that Lard Abernethy 
who M y  ~ c e p t e d  from the English King a corn- 



miseion as Captain-General of the Scottish mbels ; 
Muriel, daughter of Sir Gilbert de Umphrwille, the 
forfeited Earl of Angus ; Isabel, dau hter of David I Lord Brechin, who was accused of a esign tto betray. 
Berwick to the English ; Rosamond and Alice, the 
dau hters of John Comyn, Earl of Buchnn, a ~ d  Lord f Hig Constable of Scotland, another prime traitor of 
the Baliol faction ; m d  Yolande, daughter of Wilfiam . 
de Gifford, Lord of Pester, in East Lothian. All 
these were beautiful +Is, and, save the last, were 
proud, haughty, and reserved ; for their manners and 
bearing were all modelled exactly after those of Lady 
Oomyrt. Yolan.de de Clifford, whose father, though a 
M, had, strn e fo my, bean h e  to Scotlnnd, ,was 3 mo orphan, had been taken into the Casth of 
Kirkintullocb at the request of Bem~rd, Abbot of 
&oath, the Lord Chancellor, and dmoat in pity, 
as a11 her father's lands in the shire of Haddington 
had been seized by John Baliol. She was the most. 
beautiful of Gwendoleyne's attendants, and prrl~aps 

J 

the most reservcd and gentle, for she felt herself 
friendless and alone among the selfish cmrtiers of the 
Scottkh King. Blue eyed, golden haired, and softly 
skinned, Y o h d e ,  who had been sa named after llcr a 
*other, the late ueen (Yolande, Countess de ' 
flreux), was, indeed, t 1 e most gentle and ioveoble a 
all r t l e  wsoturea, and she shrank under the bal L 
blac eyes of Ldy Gwendoleyne, as a kensitive plant 
might shrink beneath a hot sun, or before the keen 
north wind. 

Ydnnde, when the kemes of her rich hair were 
gatherd in the olden crerpinette then worn by ladiee 
of the Scottish 8 ourt, to show the contour of tbe neck 
nnd srhoulders ; when her blue kirtle, with iQ tight 
sleeves, dispbyed her b e W d  fm, aver which 

-- 
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tasted her m r  myne or velvet mantle, tied with 
aavwels a t  each s f oulder, looked only second in beauty 
fa h d y  Comvn herdf, for they were nearly of a 
height ; and her pretty white fingers were the most 
expert of all the Idios there at the wea of those 

: endlam wave6 of b estry at, which all nob e demoi- i' -f 
relies then worked d y  for the comfort and deaora- . 
$ion of their dweUin~ md churches. Such was then 
the indllrrtri~rrrr -am ; anet we are told that MatiIda, 
Queen of WlIIiam the Conqueror of England, sewed 
with her own fair hands sixty-seven yards representing 
the h i m  of the Conquest of South Britain, be,&- 
niav with Emld 's  embassy to the Norman Court, and 
cod%g with his death at  Hastings. 

AfZw a long absence a t  King Edward's Cot~rt in 
London, Recl Cornyn returned to Scotland, which 
m then groaning under the yoke of the infrsmour 
Fing John B~bliol, the tool of the English, and a ha- 
Qoo of tr$famus Scottish nobles. On arrivin at tri 
hmoq be gave presents to all the ladies of his%oun 
hdd-fo one n nedilaoe, to another a bracelet, a 
cpe inette, a b r d ,  and eo forth; but to Yalande 
d. &ord hagave a golden ring. 

A*! 
The reskltes suspicions of his M y  had now dis. 

Wered a clae i;o something red and tangible ; md 
mu& had an object on which her vague jeaIousiPr 
muld settle with security. YoIande de Gifford, the 
&aymate of her abpent son-the viper wham she b d  
&ken in to her boerrm at the entreaty d the cunning 
Abbot Bernard, was doubtles involved with her 
husband in o w  of those intrigues which ld 
ambitterd l i e  whole life, although she had nev& 
b e n  able to deteot them or discovm mud pro& 

"Let me be wary and watch well," said she k 
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hetself ; " should i t  be so, by the croes that stood on 
(Jehmy, my Lord of Badenoch shall pay dear for his 
fair-haired toy !" 

Iago's words have been quoted a thousand times, 
and none are more true ; for 

" Trifles light as air 
Are  to the jealoue, c011h.rnntion strong 
As proofe of holy writ . . . . . 
Daugerous mtxeits are in Uleir nnturcr~isons,  
Which, at the firat, are sctuce lbnnd to ~ s t ~ ~ ~ t e  
But, with a little act upon the blood, 
Barn like the mines of sulphnr." 

Lad Comyn suddenly discovered that the timid B Yolan e bad been abstracted and thoughtful, ne lect- 
ful of her apportioned duties, and inattentive di f e to 
kheconvorsation of her companions and the cornrnnnd~ 
of her mistress. Was not this ~b sign of love and of 
uccret thoughts? She frequently and bitterly repri- 
manded her, till even the gentle Yolande could not 
for et that she was the Lord Yester's only daughkr, 
sn replied with honest pride and proper spirit, assert 
ing her own position and rank. 

"This insolence and hauteur are alike unbe- 
oming," mid Lady Gwendoleyne; "and you shall 1 "  rte bsrll~hed, minion, from my ball and bower, though 

the poorest convent in Scotland be your portionlees 
home I" 

And assuredly this harsh threat would have been 
put in execution, but for the determined intervention 
of the Red Comyn, whofie kindness to the orphan in- 
creased with his haughty wife's displeasure; and so 
she set her little black dwarf, who was dumb, to watch 
Yolande constantly. This dwarf was a resent from 
Sir Thomns of Charteris, the famous RE: cf' Rover and 
pirate, who afterwards became Lord of -Q- and 
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1 . Then get-her rnrarried," said the Chamberlain of m Beatlnod)&thily. 

" Who in these s&h times mill be mad enough t~ 
d the penniless daughter of a forfeited h&se ? m would ask her love ?" 
"I1 for m e ,  were I vounc S horself; but let her 

, + a, buband lceordhg G the ancient'la~v." 
W d e r ,  you mock me c~gri~i.'' 

&vim fmb'i fair kinswoman ; I da but remincl 
you 6€ m Ad of Parlimlent passed in the reign of  
tbe lee Qllean Maqarec." 

" P&aw-he Mm3 of Norwav-well ?" 

I- 1- 

A& spimters, like this ~Glanda"  
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Well-well," continued Gwendoleyne, stamping I 

, it was statute and ordained, that during 
the reign of her Most Blessed Majesty, i lk  miden 
ladye of baith high and lowe estate s7mll have 
libertie to bespeuk ye man she Likes : albeit, i f  he re- 
fuses to take her to be his wyf, he shall be inulctit of 
ye sum of one hundred pounds or less, as his estate 
Inay be, except and alwais, if he can make it appear 
t b  he i s  betrothit to ane i h r  woman, when he 
nhdl  be Free." 

" YoTande is proud as myself, for she comes of a 
fate Ebst would not stoop their crests to kings ; and 
this iP but mockery, my Lord Chamberlain, so-but 
what is t b  now 1" 

At that moment the little black dwarf crept close 
to her side, ulled her skirt, and pointed towards the 5 chamber of olande Gifford. The yellow gloscsy eyes 
of the stunted negro gleamed pith malevolent light, 
M, snatching up her train, the lady swept o l ~ t  of the 
ball ; and the Chamberlain shrugged his houldem 
snd blessed his stars that he was still a bscbelvr, 
wbilb he whistled merrily, and xesumed his ezuploy- 
mellt of teaching hawk to shake its little b e b  and 
co uette 14th it8 wing& 

b i l h  .U her pride and spiri4 b n  furious will and 
temper, so completplp had the demon of jealousy 
taken possession of her soul, that Gwendoleyne stooped 
to the humility of eavesdropping ; and on hwing the 
mnrrnur of voices whispering in the chamber of "Alas l madam," cried Yolande, sinking on h 
Pblrmde, she crept close to the thick a r m  that covered in m agony of terror, "you have discovered 
the door, and listened with 41 her eoul in her m 

" Go, I implore you," she heard Yolmde say, in a ea, ~t last f " exclaimed tbe fierce, er- 
stifled voice ; " alas ! if you are discovered h=, what in boasee wcenta, U she savqpdy 
will my tyrannical mistress say ?" ender fingers, which rege had endued 
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by some blocks of grey stone, which to this day ars 
s Craigie, and there his bones were 

named found after G o m ~ '  hounds had pawed and torn them 
asunder. 

" 50, for God's love, dear lady," resunled the Lord of 
Cavers with n, shudder, "refer no more to these dark 
d te~~ibh redictiona" 

Thc whiteyips of the haughty lady st~ded, buts wild 
expression of rage and sorrow filled her eyes, and the 
glance she gave her kinsman wits to him inexplicable, 
as she had not a doubt that tliia sndde~l journey was 
all a device of her husband to meet, or perhap to 
slnpe, with Polande. Dwk and krrible were the 
dent thoughts of Gwendobyne ;~sl the evening drew 
on. The old pro hecy hhat like the Black Camp, 
the Red one wou P d die by a wbhnt 
ever before her in letters of fire ; and she thought that 
now the tims had come. 

"How was I ever weak enongh to expect that a 
fair-haired man could be true to me?" she muttered ; 

I 
"in all old Scripture tapeshies are not Cain and 
Judas represented with large ellow beards, or red 
ones, like that of my husband B o m p  I Oh, woe is 

! and cursed be the hour I foraoolt Sir John the 
. ~ h s m e  to become the wife of hh home and the 
other of his childrea !" 
ill1 that day she kept Yolande carefully under lock 

a i d  key, and without food or drink, vhile the black 
dwarf watched the window md the corridor. The 
sunset faded on the green ridges of the Campsie Fells, 
evening darkened into sombre night, and the pale 
light of the moon, long before her rieing, WM spread 
ornoas the hlue arid starry sky behind the hills of 
Lrmetkshire. The woolly-leaved b i r c h  that fringed 
the bmks of the Logie and Kelvin,*diffused a rich 

m 
11 on them ; and the 

its mouwhl cry at  times, aa it 
that gleaned below the castle 

) No one came I Could she have mistaken the place 
-&a time 3 

'1 Plow the yellow moon began to peep above 
" tbe &abut hills, and its lustre glinted on the 

green rnaundr md shattered masonry of the mcient 
peel 

up if, mme, and now ite who10 &c was gleam- 
ve the dark moonbin-ridge, and tipping each 

Gwendoleyne pmjed in her heart thnt no one might 



me-that  he mi ht  have been dwived-that f Camp, the father o her four children-but, hark 1 
the hoof8 of s horse m g  hollowly on the green turf, 
and through the archway of the ruined enclosure rode 

arned man, who san merrily the same marah'to 

host to Bannockburn. 
% which, eight years after, ruce marched his victorious 

" Hark to the tramp, from yonder camp, 
Whence the Swttish spearmen w r - '  

When they hear the b pipe mundi~ 
n t t i a  ~ t t *  to tbeYirum 

d Comyn's hvonrite song !" srttd she, 
; now mayest thou 12 accursed from 

0th in whi& thou wert bap6md to thaC 
in which thou ahd6 llc ! NOW by 

the soul of him who loved m AI, tbe &&erne 
who fell at Falkirk, d by the life d my eon-my 
dmrest hope-I shall have a terrible vengeAnce !" 

The knight, on whose head was a plnmed chapel-de- 
fer, with n mail coif tbat concealed the lower part of 
his face, wore over his armour an embroidered coin- 
tipe, with the cognisance of the Comyns, two ostriches, 
with the motto " Courage." He dismounted, and 
dm looking about him for a moment, diseovererf 
Qwendoleyne, to whom he hastened with an exclema- 
tim of joy, and she recognised on the breast of the 
eumat  same embroidery, on which she had but too 
snrely and too lately seen the white hands of Yolande 
Clitford plying the needle ! What other pmof d 
perfidy was necessary 3 

An arm wae thrown around her, and paseiowtely 
and joyously she was prmed to the breast of the new 
corner. But while tJrembling with ungovernable f u y  
to find herself exposed to embraces intended for 
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Yohde ,  &e drove her puaiard in the heart of the 
lorcr twiee, e x c l k i n  P fie, viUain md eceiver-die in your adultay- 
dier' 

"Mother-oj4 lnothw F' clied a voice, which fram 
the m a m a  in her hnsr  ; ead the frantic d wr3tgM 
Owend~lepe dbmvered that she had slnin-not &B 

-M their beloved and only wn. 
rmed &pZ-&j%r rang M the w e a s ~ "  

mnk to the earth, 
A gurgling m4 was 41 that followed ; the ruined 

Wwer swam round tha.t miserable woman, and, mul- 
kiplied bp a, thwsand times, the horse of the mur- 
d m d  kElight seemed to career around her ; t iU  born 
down by misery, by a revulsion of feeling, by over- 
tension of the heart, and Ly horror of what &e hsd 
done, Gwendoleyne sank senseless on the body of ber 
wn. 
The young Sir John Comyn had loved the orphm 

Yolande, and on his return bad eccwtlg whhed Q$ 
meetperbarn for all tb we caa Icdrn an- 

uee her; but thie terrible ca-bophe ended bid 
T a a d  inteutiolul fagether. 

Meanwhile, like a true Smttiah baron bent on selM 
a c h e s  of family ambition and degrading 
dizement, Red Comyn had ridden fast to meet Sfi8- obert 
Bruce, the younger, at  Dumfries, and to concert wiih 
him 11 pretended plan to free Scotland from the 
-1ish and from John Baliol; but of this Qchm 
the red-beaded traitor had duly informed King 366. 
ward from time to time. Op Cornyn'a arrival in 
Nithedale, the gallant Robert, afterward# =ng of 
Scotland, had fled in d e t y  northwatd, by revclsin 
his harse's hoafs, a the @round m cove~ed xi d 
mow; and being furnished with 01- proofs of hm mm- 

0 b 
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trbt(8 Bill*, he praued him t~ the chnrch of the %;4, orites at Dumfries, mhitl~er be had fled for srmo- 

+,uary;being full d consciousguilt; but neither thehouse 
of God nor its high altar could protect this perfidious 
wretch, who was false to Scotland and her eople'; 
and the prophecy that " Red Comyn should ie by a 
violent death " was terribly failed ; for there Bmce, 
Lindsay, and Kirkpatrick buried their d wers in his 

1 3 06. 
"p. heart upon St. William'e day, the 10th o February, 

So perish all who are fnlse to heir country ! 
.He was the lawt Corn n of the hmse of Badenoch, 

and wm, moreover, the i ast of his race-a race which 
&mtland wcll could spare. 

h d y  G w e n b l e p  never p o k e  after she mas borne 
into*the wi?m with thm dead body of her son. #e 
lived fm f ive  yean a c l m  captive in that yellow h- 
ber, and during those terrible five years a word, even of 
Trayer, never passed her lips ; but e period was put 
.to her sufferings, for this proud and resentful beauty 
#died on the 10th day of February, 1310, at the hour 
+f three in the afternoon, the anniversary of the very 
moment in which her husband died under the three 
it em in the Minorite Obruch of Dumfriea 

%e \v= buried befare the Shrine of Et. Niniao, 
with all the grandeur of  a princatis and all the splen- 
dour of the Roman r i t d  ; her son slept by her side, 
and Sir Alexsndsr of Clavers reared a stately monu- 
ment above them ; .hut that fierce woman's restless 
spirit is still reaid to haunt the Castle of Kirkintul- 
loch and the &mm ruins at the west end of the 
;.town ; for i t  is sup assd that abe will never find re- 
p e  m peace unti 7 the day d doom. 

7 

Such was the story told to the captain by the castel-. 
lan of the old fortrens of Kirkintulloch, scarcely ono 
shne  of which now stands upon another, as it waa 
removed about the beginning of the present century. 

" Bnd Yolande Gifford-what of her l" asked the 
captain. 
"She did not die of love or grief either, but 

lived to be a very old woman, and passed away in 
about her eightieth year, when Robert 111. was 
Kig, a prioress of the Bernardine nuns of St. Marg 
-+L convent of which you may still see the ruins on 
t b ~  north banlc of the Avon, about a mile above 
Linlithgdw Bridge." 

" A melancholy story !" said the captain ; what 
e devil of a wife that Gmendoleyne must have been 
-but no better than such nn infamous traitor as  
Comyn deserved !" 

" Beware ye, sir," said the cxtle bailie, lowering 
his voice, md looking furtively round bim ; " she is 
said to walk h u r y I  a t  this very hour, and may 
pal you a visit that you may never get the better 
d. - '' 111 be hanged, bailie, if I go up-stairs to-night- 
b r  this morning, rather," said my grandfather, laugh- 
ing; " I ~vould rather face the Dons at  the Moro 
+R, than meet that dame in black velvet with her 
&U ~f a dwarf-so make a fresh browst and stir up 

The clock struck four. 
" Four !" mid the soldier ; " four already ; and we 

march in an hour !" 
The bsilie, who was a jolly old fellow, brewed a fresh 

orurn of hot toddy-by this time they had under 
rdles ten jugs each ; and my grandfather now 
o spin his yams, and detailed the slaughter 
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of %owderoga, the scal ing and flaying at Fort 
Bt t ,  the storming of the !id oro, where British mm- 
kat-butts and the pate8 of the Dons tested the hard- 
nsss of each other ; he proceeded on the expedition . 
np the Lakes, snd had jut opened the trenches 
before~Montrea1, when he fou~rd hirnaelf at the bot- 
tom of his tenth jug, the flre out, the bailie aslee) 
in his easy-chair, and heard the warning drum beatet, 
in the streets of Kirkintulloch-tho warning. for th4i 
march, vhile the #rag dawn able through tKe ancient 
r h d o w a  

TB waa daylight now, and  fear!^ alike of Dame 
herjo leyne  and her dwarf* my grandfather sallied 
bomta i ra ,  and ropbin himself between his clay- 
mare and the & of ibe houses, or m amsional 
pump-well zs he p m e d  it, reached the muster-place, 
and holding himself very erect, gave, with great 
emph&, the command to "march." His detach- 
ment marched accordingly, and-here ends our story 
for the prebent. 


