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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By tHE EbITOR.
[CoxNTiNUED.]
XV. KENNETH, third Esru or SEArorTH, was born at Brahan Castle
in 1635, and when he arrived at five or six years of age, his father placed
him under the care of the Rev. Farquhar MacRa, then minister of Kintail
and constable of Islandonan Castle, who kept a seminary in his house
attended by the sons of the neighbouring gentlemen who kept young Sea-
forth company.* He followed the example of his father in his latter days,
became entirely identified with the fate of Charles II., and devoted him-
self unremittingly to the services of that monarch during his exile. Farl
Kenneth, from his- great stature, was known among the Highlanders as
Coinneach Mér. On the King’s arrival at Garmouth in June 1650 his
reception throughout the whole of Scotland was of a most cheering
character, but the Highlanders, who had always favoured the Stuarts,
were particularly joyous on the rcturn of their exiled king.  After
the defeat of the Scotch army by Cromwell at Dunbar—a defeat
brought about entirely by the interference of the Committec of Estates
and Kirk with the duties of those who had charge of the forces, and whose
plans, were they allowed to carry them out, would have saved our country
from the first real defeat Scotland ever received at the hands of an
enemy—the King determined to find his way north and throw himself
on the patriotism and loyalty of his Highland subjects. He was, how-
ever, captured and taken back to Perth, and afterwards to Edinburgh, by
the Committee of Estates, on whom his attempted escape to the High-
lands “ produced a salutary effect,” when they began to treat him with
more respect, admitting him to their deliberations. A considerable num-

* The author of the Ardintoul MS, writing on this subject, says :—* This might be
thought a preposterous and wrong way to educate a nobleman, but they who would con-
sider where the most of his interests lay, and how he was among his people, followers,
and dependants, on which the family was still valued, perhaps will not think so, for by
this the young lord had several advantages ; first, by the wholesome, though not delicate
or too palatable diet he prescribed ‘to him, and used him with, he began to have a

. wholesome complexion, so nimble and strong, that he was able to endure stress and
fatigue, labour and travel, which proved very useful to him in his after life ; secondly,
A
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ber of the HighlAhders wére mow:up in-arms to support the King; but
the Committee having Charles in their power, induced him to write letters
to the Highland chiefs desiring them to lay down their arms. This they
refused to do,and to enforce the King's orders a regiment, under Sir John
Brown, was despatched to the North, but they were surprised and de-
feated on the night of the 21st October by Sir David Ogilvy of Airley.
On learning this intelligence, General Leslie hastened north with a force
of 3000 cavalry. General Middleton, who had joined the King’s friends
in the North, and who was then at Forfar, hearing of Leslie’s advance,
sent him a letter enclosing a copy of “a bond and oath of engagement,
which had been entered into by Huntly, Athole, the Earl of Seaforth, and
other leading Highland chiefs, by which they had pledged themselves
on oath, to join firmly and faithfully together, and ¢neither for fear,
threatening, allurement, nor advantage, to relinquish the cause of religion,
of the king, and of the kingdom, nor to lay down their arms without a
general consent ; and as the best undertakings did not escape censure and
malice, they promised and swore, for the satisfaction of all reasonable
persons, that they would maintain the true religion, as then established
in Scotland, the National Covenant and the Solemn League and Covenant,
and defend the person of the King, his prerogative, greatness, and autho-
rity, and the privileges of parliament, and the freedom of the subject.’”
Middleton pointed out that the only object of himself and his friends was
to unite Scotsmen in defence of their common rights, and that, as would
be seen from this bond, the grounds on which they entered into asso-
ciation were exactly the same as those professed by Leslie himself. Con-
sidering all these circumstances, and seeing that the independence of Scot-
land was at stake, all Scotsmen should join for the preservation of their
liberties. Middleton proposed to join Leslie, to place himselt under his
command, and expressed a hope that he would not shed the blood of his
countrymen or force them to shed the blood of their brethren in self-de-
fence. These communications ended in a treaty between Leslie and the
leading Royalists on the 4th November at Strathbogie, by which Middle-
ton and his followers received an indemnity, and laid down their arms.*

he did not only learn the language but became thoroughly acquainted with, and learned
the genius of, his several tribes or olans of his Highlanders, so that afterwards he was
reputed to be the fittest chief or chieftain of all superiors in the Highlands and Isles of
Scotland ; and thirdly, the early impressions of being among them, and acquaint with
the boumis, made him delight and take pleasure to be often among them and to know
their circumstances, which indeed was his interest and part of their happiness, so that it
was better to give him that first step of education than that which would make him a
stranger at home, both as to his people, estate, and condition ; but when he was taken
from Mr Farquhar to a public school, he gave great evidence of his abilities and inclina-
tion for learning, and being sent in the year 1651 to the King’s College at Aberdeen,
under the discipline of Mr Patrick Sandylands, before he was well settled or made any
progress in his studies, King Charles IL, after his army had been defeated at Dunbar
the year before, being then at ~tirling recruiting and making up his army, with which he
was resolvid to march into England, the young laird was called home in his father’s
absence, who was left in Holland (as already described), to raise his men for the King’s
serviee, and so went straight to Kintail with the particular persons of his name, viz., the
Lairds of Pluscardy and Lochsline, his uncles ; young Tarbat, Rory of Davochmaluak,
Kenneth of Coul, Hector of Fairburn, and several others, but the Kintail men, when
called upon, made a demur and declined to rise with him, because he was but a child,
and that his father, their master, was in life, without whom they would not move, since
. the King, if he had use for him and for his followers, might easily bring him home.”
* Balfour, vol, iv., p. 129, Highland Claxs, p. 285,
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In 1651, after the disastrous battle of Worcester, in which Charles
was completely defeated by Cromwell, and at which we find Thomas Mac-
kenzie of Pluscardine, as one of the Colonels of foot for Inverness and
Ross, as also Alexander Cam Mackenzie, fourth son of Alexander, fifth of
Gairloch, James fled to the Continent, and, after many severe hardships
and narrow escapes, he ultimately found refuge in France, where, and in
Flanders, he continued to reside, often in great distress and want, until
the Restoration, in May K660, when he returned to England, we are told,
““indolent, selfish, unfeeling, faithless, ungrateful, and insensible to shame
or reproach.” The Earl of Cromarty informs us that subsequent to the
treaty agreed to between Middleton and Leslie at Strathbogie, ¢ Seaforth
joined the King at Stirling. After the fatal battle of Worcester he con-
tinued a close prisoner till the Restoration of Charles.” He was excepted
from Oliver Cromwell’s Act of Grace and Pardon in 1664, and his estate
was forfeited without any provision being allowed out of it for his lady
and family. He supported the cause of the King as long as there was an
opportunity of fighting for it in the field, and when forced to submit to
the opposing powers of Cromwell and the Commonwealth, he was com-
mitted to prison, where, with “much firmness of mind and nobility of
soul,” he endured a tedious captivity for many years, until Charles II. was
recalled, when his old and faithful friend Seaforth was released, and became
a favourite at his licentious and profligate Court. During the remainder of
his life little or nothing of any importance is known regarding him, except
that he lived in the favour and merited smiles of his sovereign, in undis-
puted possession and enjoyment of the extensive estates and honours of
his ancestors, which, through his faithful adherence to the House of
Stuart, had been nearly overwhelmed and lost during the exile of the
second Charles and his own captivity. Regarding the state of matters
then, the Laird of Applecross, a contemporary writer, says that the
“ rebels, possessing the authority, oppressed -all the loyal subjects, and
him with the first, his estate was overburthened to its destruction, but
nothing could deter him so as to bring him to forsake his King or his
duty. Whenever any was in the field for him, he was one, seconding
that falling cause with all his power, and when he was not in the field
against the enemy, he was in the prison by him until the restoration of
the King.”

Seaforth, after he was restored to liberty, received a commission of the
Sheriffship of Ross on the 23d of April 1662, afterwards renewed to
himself and his eldest son, Kenneth, jointly, on 31st July 1675, and
when he had set matters right at Brahan, he visited Paris, leaving his
Countess, Isabella Mackenzie, daughter of Sir John Mackenzie of Tarbat,
and sister to the first Earl of Cromarty, in charge of his domestic affairs
in the North. During his absence occurred that incident, already so
well-known to the reader that it is unnecessary to reproduce it here, which,
it is said, ended in the Brahan Seer uttering the famous and remarkable
prediction regarding the fate of the family of Seaforth, which has been so
literally fulfilled.*

It appears from the following that a coolness existed between

* For this Prophecy and its wonderful fulfilment, see ‘‘ The Prophecies of the
Brahan Seer,” by Alex, Mackenzie, A. & W, Muokenzie, Inverness, 1878,
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the Mackenzies and the Munros :—“ At Edinburgh, the 23d day of
January, 1661 years, it is condescended and agreed as follows, that
is to say, We, Kenneth, Earl of Seaforth, and John Munro, younger
of Fowlis, taking to our consideration how prejudicial it hath been
to both our families that there hath not been of a long time, so
good a correspondence betwixt us as was befitting men of that con-
junction and neighbourhood, and of what advantage it will be to us,
to live in good correspondence and confederacy one with another, and to
maintain and concur for the weal of either. For the which causes, We, the
said noble Lord and John Munro, younger of Fowlis, taking burthen on us
for our friends, kinsmen, and all others whom we may stop or let, do, by
these presents, bind- and oblige us and our heirs faithfully upon our
honours to maintain and concur with each other, for the good of both and
our foresaids, and to prevent as much as in us lies, what may be to the
prejudice of either of us, or of any in whom either of us may be concerned
in all time coming, as witness these presents subscribed by us the place,
day, month, and year, above written and mentioned, before these witnesses.
Thomas Mackenzie of Pluscardine, Colin Mackenzie of Redcastle, Lieut.- -
Colonel Alex. Munro, and Major Alex. Munro, Commissar of Stirling,
Sic Subscribitur, Seafort, John Munro.” .

His Lordship’s heir and successor, Kenneth, Lord Kintail, was “un-
doubted Patron of the Paraich Kirk and Parochin of Inverness,” for in
consideration of Robert Robertson, Burgess of Inverness, paying a certain
sum for the teind sheaves and parsonage teinds of all and sundrie these 50
acres and a-half of land of the territerie and burgage landsof the burgh of In-
verness, ““therefore will ye us, the said Kenneth, Lord Kintail, with consent
foresaid, as having right in manner above-written-—and as the said Ken-
neth, Earl of Seaforth, as taking the full burden in and upon us for the
said Kenneth, Lord Kintail, our son, to the effect after-rehearsed, to have
sold, annailzed, and disponed, &c., &c., and we, the said Kenneth, Lord
Kintail, as principale, and the said Kenneth, Earl of Seaforth, our father,
as cautioneer, &c., &c.*

Kenneth was married early in life, as already stated, to Isabel, daughter
of Sir John Mackenzie of Tarbat, father of the first Earl of Cromarty,
by whom he had issue, first, Kenneth Og, who succeeded him ; second,
John Mackenzie of Assynt, who had a son, Alexander, by Sibella,
daughter of Alexander Mackenzie, third of Applecross, by whom he had
one son, Kenneth, who, in 1723, died without issue ; and third, Colonel
Alexander Mackenzie, also designed of Assynt, and of whom the line of
the last Lord Seaforth, Francis Humberstone Mackenzie ; another son,
Hugh, died young. Of four daughters, Margaret married James,second Lord
- Duffus ; Ann died unmarried ; Isabel, first married Roderick Macleod of
Macleod, and secondly, Sir Duncan Campbell of Lochnell ; and Mary
married Alexander Macdonald of Glengarry. This, the third Earl died in
December 1678, and was succeeded by his eldestson.

XVI. KENNETH, fourth EarL oF SEAFORTH and fifth L.orD MACKENZIE
oF KiNTaiL, who was by the Highlanders called Coinnreach Og, to distin-

* Dispositi(;u recorded in the Commissary Court Books of Inverness, dated at
Fortrese, 17th Jane 1698,
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guish him from his father, and he at an early age discovered the benefits of
the faithful adherence of his father to the fortunes of Charles II. In 1678
we find his name among those chiefs who, by a proclamation issued on the
10th October of that year, were called upon to give hond and caution for
the security of the peace and quiet of the Highlauds, which thie leaders of
the clans were bound to give, not only for themselves but for all of their
name descended from their house. Notwithstanding all the laws and
orders hitherto passed, the inhabitants and broken men in the Highlands
were “inured and accustomed to liberty and licentionsness” during the
late troubles and ¢ still presumed to sorn, steal, oppress, and comit other
violences and disorders.” The great chiefs were commanded to appear in
Edinburgh on the last Tuesday of February 1679, and yearly thereafter on
the second Thursday of July, to give security, and to receive instructions
as to the peace of the Highlands. To prevent any excuse for non-attend-
ance, they were declared free from caption for debt or otherwise while
journeying to and from Edinburgh, and other means were to be taken which
should be thought necessary or expedient until the Highlands would be
finally quieted, and * all these wicked, broken, and disorderly men utterly
rooted out and extirpated.” A second proclamation was issued, in which
the lesser barons—heads of the several branches of clans—whose naines
are given, were to go to Inverlochy by the 20th of November following,
as they are, by reason of their mean condition, not able to come in to
Edinburgh and find caution, and there to give in bonds and caution for
themselves, their men tenants, sexrvants, and indwellers upon their lands,
and all of their name descended of their family, to the Earl of Caithness,
Sir James Campbell of Lawers, James Menzies of Culdares, or any two of
them. These lists are most interesting, showing, as they do, the chiefs who
were considered the great and lesser chiefs in those days. There are four
Mackenzies in the former but none in the latter.*

Kenneth was served heir male to his great-grandfather, Lord Mackenzie
of Kintail, in the lands in the Lordship of Ardmeanach and Earldom of
Ross, on the 1st March 1681; was made a member of the Privy Council
by James IL. on his accession to the throne in 1685 ; and chosen a Com-
panion of the most noble Order of the Thistle, on the revival of that
ancient order in 1687. The year after the Revolution, which finally and
for ever lost the British throne to the House of Stuart, Seaforth accom-
panied his royal master to France, but when that unfortunate Prince re-
turned to Ireland in the following year to make a final effort for the re-
covery of his kingdom, he was accompanied by Earl Kenneth. Here he
took part in the siege of Londonderry and other engagements, and as an
expression of gratitude, James created him Marquis of Seaforth, under
which dignity he repeatedly appears in different legal documents. This
well-meant and well-deserved honour came too late in the falling fortunes
and declining powers of the ex-sovereign,and does little more than mark the
sinking monarch’s testimonialand confirmation of the steady adherenceof the
chiefs of Clan Kenneth to the cause of the Stuarts. In Dundee’s letter to
“the Laird of Macleod,” dated Moy, June 23, 1689,”+ in which he details

* For full lists, see Antiquarian Notes, pp. 184 and 187,
+ About this time Viscount Tarbat boasted to General Mackenzie of his great in-
fluence with his oountryman. especially the Clan Mackenzie, and assured him **that
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his prospects, and gives a list of those who are to join him, he says, “ My
Lord Seaforth will be in a few dayes from Ireland to raise his men for the
King'’s service,” but the fatal shot which closed the career of that brilliant
star and champion of the Stuart dynasty at Killiecrankie, arrested the
progress of the family of Seaforth in the fair track to all the honours
which a grateful dynasty could bestow ; nor was this powerful family
singular in this respect—seeing its flattering prospects withered at, per-
haps, a fortunate moment for the prosperity of the British Empire.
Jealousies have now passed away on that subject, and it is not our busi-
ness here to discuss or confound the principles of contending loyalties.
To check the proceedings of the Clan, Mackay placed a garrison of a
hundred Mackays in Brahan Castle, the principal seat of the Earl of Sea-
forth, and an equal number of Rosses in Castle Leod, the mansion of Vis-,
count Tarbat, both places of strength, and advantageously situated for
watching the movements of the Jacobite Mackenzies.*

Earl Kenneth seems to have left Ireland immediately after the Battle
of the Boyne was fought and lost, and to have returned to the Highlands.
The greater part of the North was hostile to the Government at the time,
and General Mackay found himself obliged to march north, with all pos-
sible haste, before a general rising could take place under Buchan, who now
commanded the Highlanders who stood out for King James. Mackay ar-
rived within four hours’ march of Inverness before Buchan knew of his
approach, who was then at that place “ waiting for the Earl of Seaforth’s and
other Highlanders whom he expected to join him in attacking the town.”
Hearing of the enemies proximity he at once retreated, crossed the river
Ness, and retired along the north side of the Beauly Firth, through the
Black Isle. In this predicament, Seaforth, fearing the consequences likely
to result to himself personally from the part he had acted throughout, sent
two of his friends to Mackay with offers of submission and of whatever
securities might be required for his good behaviour in future, informing
him that although he was bound to appear on the side of King James,
he never entertained any design of molesting the Government forces or
of joining Buchan in his attack on Inverness. The General replied that
he could accept no other security than the surrender of his person, and
conjured him to comply, as he valued his own safety and the preservation
of his family and people, assuring him that in the case of surrender he
should be detained in civil custody in Inverness, and treated with the
respect due to his rank, until the will of the Government should be made
known. Next day his mother, the Countess Dowager of Seaforth, and
Sir Alexander Mackenzie of Coul, went and pleaded with Mackay for a miti-
gation of the terms proposed, but finding the General inflexible, they
then informed him that Seaforth would accede to any conditions
agreed upon between them and Mackay. It was stipulated at this in-
terview, that Seaforth should deliver himself up to be kept a prisoner

though Seaforth should come to his own country and among his friends, he (Tarbat)
would overturn in eight days more than the Earl could advance in six weeks ; yet he
proved as backward as Seaforth or any other of the Clan. And though Redcastle, Coul,
and others of the name of Mackenzie came, they fell not on final methods, but protested
a great deal of affectien for the cause.”—Mackay's Memoirs, pp. 25 and 237.

* Life of General Mackay, by John Mackay of Rockfield, pp. 36-37.
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in Inverness, until the Privy Council decided as to his ultimate disposal.
With the view to conceal this step on the part of the Earl from the Clan
and his other Jacobite friends, it was agreed that he should allow himself
to be seized at oxe of his seats asif he were taken by surprise, by a party of
horse under Major Mackay. He, however, disappointed the party sent out
to seize him, in excuse of which, he and his mother, in letters to Mackay,
pleaded the delicate state of his health, which, they urged, would suffer
from imprisonment. The Earl can hardly be blamed for declining to
place himself absolutely at the disposal of such a body as the Privy
Council of Scotland then was—many of whom would not hesitate to have
sacrificed him, if by so doing they saw a chance of obtaining a share of
his extensive estates.

Mackay became so irritated at the deception practised upon him
that he resolved to treat the Earl’s vassals “ with all the rigour of military
execution,” and sent him word that if he did not surrender forthwith
according to promise, he should carry out his instructions from the
Privy Council, enter his country with fire and sword, and seize all pro-
perty belonging to himself or to his vassals as lawful prize ; and, lest
Seaforth should suspect that ho had no intention of executing his terrible
threat, he immediately ordered three Dutch Regiments from Aberdeen to
Inverness, and decided upon leading a competent body of horse and foot
in person from the garrison at Inverness, to take possession of Brahan
Castle. He, at the same time, wrote instructing the Earl of Sutherland,
Lord Reay, and the Laird of Balnagown, to send 1000 of their men, under
Major Wishart, an experienced ofticer acquainted with the country, to
quarter in the more remote districts of the Seaforth estates, should that
extreme step become necessary. Having, however, a friendly disposition
towards the followers of Seaforth, on account of their being ‘ all Protes-
tants and none of the most dangerous enemies,” and being more anxious
to get hold of the Earl’s person than to ruin his friends, he caused in-
formation of his intentions to be sent to Seaforth’s camp by some of his
own party, as if from a feeling of friendship for him, the result being that,
contrary to Mackay’s expectations, Seaforth surrendered himself—thus
relieving him from a disagrecable duty,® —and he was committed
prisoner to the Castle of Inverness. Writing to the Privy Council about
the state of the disaffected chiefs at the time, Mackay says, “I believe it
shall fare so with the Earl of Seaforth, that is, that he shall haply submit
when his country is ruined and spoyled, which is the character of a true
Scotsman, wyse behinde the hand.t By warrant, dated 7th October 1690,
the Privy Council directed Mackay * to transport the person of Kenneth,
Earl of Seaforth, with safety from Inverness to Edinburgh, in such way
and manner as he should think fit.” This was done, and on the 6th
of November following, he was confined a prisoner within the Castle of
Edinburgh, but, little more than a year afterwards, was liberated on the

* Though the General ‘‘ was not immediately conneocted with the Seaforth family
himself, some of his near relatives were, both by the ties of kindred and of ancient
friendship. For these, and other reasons, it may be conceived what joy and thankful-
ness to Providence he felt for the result of this affair, which at once relieved him from
a distressing dilemma, and promised to put a speedy period to his labours in Scotland.”
—Mackay's Life of General Mackay.

+ Letters to the Privy Ceunoil, dated 1st September 1699,
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7th January 1692, on finding caution to appear when called upon, and on
condition that he would not go ten miles beyond Edinburgh. He appears not
to have kept within these conditions, for he is shortly afterwards again in
prison, but almost immediately makes his escape ; is again apprehended
on the 7th of May, the same year, at Pencaitland, and again kept confined
in the Castle of Inverness, from which he is ultlmately finally liberated on
giving satisfactory security for his peaceable behaviour.*

The following is the order for his release :—¢ William R., Right trusty
and right-well-beloved Councillors, &c., we greet you well. Whereas we
are informed that Kenmneth, Earl of Seaforth, did surrender himself
prisoner to the commander of our garrison at Inverness, and has thrown
himself on our Royal mercy ; it is our will and pleasure, and we hereby
authorise and require yon to set the said Earl of Seaforth at liberty, upon
his finding bail and security to live peaceably under our Government and
to compear before you when called. And that you order our Advocate
not to insist in the process of treason waged against him, until our further
pleasure be know therein. For doing whereof this shall be your warrant,
s0 we bid you heartily farewell. Given at our Court at Kensington, the
first day of March 1696-7, and of our reign the eighth year. By his
Majesty’s command. (Signed), “TyLLIBARDINE.”

" During the remaining years of his life Seaforth appears to have lived
mainly in France. His necessary absence from his country during the
protraction of political irritation and, indeed, the exhausted state of his
paternal revenues, would have rendered his ’residence abroad highly ex-
pedient, and we find accordingly discharges for feu-duties granted, viz.:—
“T, Maister Alexander Mackenzie, lawful brother to the Marquis of Sea-
forth, grants me to have received from John Mathesone, all and hail the
somme of seaven hundred and twentie merks Scots money, and that in
complete payment of his duties and of the lands of both the Fernacks and
Achnakerich, payable Martimass ninety (1690), dated 22d November
1694 ;” and another by “Isabel, Countess Dowager of Seaforth, in 1696,
tested by ¢ Rorie Mackenzie, servitor to the Marquis of Seaforth.’”” There
is another original discharge by ‘‘me, Isabel, €ountess Dowager of Sea-
forth, Lady Superior of the grounds, lands, and oyes under-written,” to
Kenneth Mackenzie of Achterdonell, dated at Fortrose, 16th November
1697. Signed, “Isobell Seaforth.”+ All this time it may be presumed
Earl Kenneth was in retirement, and taking no personal part in the man-
agement of his estates for the remainder of his life.

His clansmen, however, seem to have been determined to protect his
interest as much as lay in their power. A certain Sir John Dempster of
Pitliver had advanced a large sum of money to Seaforth and his mother,
the Countess Dowager, and obtained a decreet of Parliament to have
the money refunded to him. The cash was not forthcoming, and Sir
John obtained letters of horning and arrestment against the Earl and his
mother,and employed several officers to execute them, but they returned the
letters unexecuted, not finding nofum accessum in the Earl’s country, and
they refused altogether to undertake the due execution of them, unless

* History of the Highland Clans, Records of the Privy Council, and Mackay’s
Memoirs.
+ Allangrangé Service, on which occasion the originals were produced.
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they were assisted by some of the King’s forces in the district, Sir John
petitioned for this, and humbly craved their Lordships to allow him
“‘ a competent assistance of his Majesty's forces at Fort-William, Inverness,
or where they are lying adjacent to the places where the said diligence is
to be put in execution to support and protect the messengers” in the due
execution of the legal diligence against the Earl and his mother, “ by horn-
ing, poinding, arrestment, or otherways,” and to recommend to the Governor
at Fort-William or the commander of the forces at Inverness, to grant a
suitable force for the purpose. The Lords of the Privy Council, having
considered the petition, recommended Sir Thomas Livingstone, commander-
in-chief of his Majesty’s forces, to order some of these oflicers already men-
tioned, to furnish the petition ‘“with competent parties of his Majesty’s
forces” to support and protect the messengers in the due execution of the
‘‘legal diligence upon the said decreet of Parliament.”* We have not
learned the result, but it is not likely to have proved very profitable to
Sir John Dempster.

Kenneth married Lady Frances Herbert, daughter of William, Marquis
of Powis,.an English nobleman, by whom he had issue, one son, William,
and a daughter, Mary, who married John Careyl, Esq. He died at Paris
in 1701, and was succeeded by his only son.

(To be Continued.)

THE HEATHER OF SCOTIA.
0

A song for the heather, the glory-crown’d heather,
The pride of old Scotia, the land of the brave !
Te its praise let us blend our glad voices together,

It smiles on the free but it knows not the slave |

In beauty it blooms upon liberty’s track,
ere valour and virtue hath chosen a home,
And where our forefathers trinmphant rolled back
The tide of invasion, the legions of Rome !
A song for the heather, the glory-crown’d heather, &o,

Among it our light-hearted maidens so sweet,
‘With lovers whose bosoms are faithful and bold,
To soul-stirring numbers shake nimbly the feet,
Pourd forthgby the blythe sounding warpipe of old !
A song fer the heather, the glory-crown'd heather, &o,

h o’er it the bright star of peace, fraught with fame,
B’.ij rich, golden ligit sheds en mountain and glen ;
But seund the proud slogan in freedom’s lov’d name,
And teem will the heathe: with noble-soul’d men !
A song for the heather, the glory-crown’d heather, &o.

The Scot though he reams on earth’s loveliest shore,
This wish, ever-cherished, his manly breast fills,
Oh! when will kind Fate to its birth-place restore,
A heart throbbing wild for its dear heather hills?
A song for the heather, the glory-orown’d heather, &o.

EDINBURGH. ALEX. LOGAN,

* For this document see *‘ Antiquarian Notes,” pp. 118-119,
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FEDERATION OF CELTIC SOCIETIES.

e () e

THE recent movement in favour of the union of all Highland Societies
owes its origin to two powerful desires that have arisen in the minds of
Highland patriots. First there is an anxiety to ameliorate the condition
of the people, secondly, there is a wish for better political organisation.
Are these aims laudable ¢ - Are the objects sought of pressing importance?
Are the means fixed upon adequate to the ends in view? What is the
ultimate meaning and what would be the probable issue of the national
federation desiderated? These are the questions which offer themselves
to many at this juncture. To some this new patriotic cry is vanity and
vexation of spirit. Things, we are told, are pretty well as they are, or
they are so bad that there is no means of mending them ; and there
is no alternative but to let events take their swing, or to move off, bag
and baggage, to some Utopia rendered charming by the kindly but decep-
tive haze that softens into beauty the rough places far away. So speak
our oracles, and so they answer each other. When our authorities are
contradictory the only resource left for us, if we would not walk over the
cliffs, is to trust to the light of our own reason. "Well, then, what are the
facts of the case? The industrial facts are these, that strong families are
barely able to supply themselves with the necessaries of life, that labour
is a drug in the Highland market, unremunerative whether applied to the
croft or exchanged for capital, inert and unskilled, because there is nothing
either to quicken or to develop it. The social facts are even more
distressing. Independence cowers in the chill of want. Commercial
honesty disintegrates in the long struggle with despair. Neighbourliness
darkens into feud under the shadow of self interest. A piece of common
in the middle of a township forms a bone of contention for half the com-
munity. Men of the same kith and kin, members of the same clan,
fellows whose fathers would have died for each other, are here at war and
discord. Alliance, good-feeling, trust, are here supplanted by disunion,
envy, and jealousy. Misery there is indeed, but there is that which is
worse than misery—evil. We ask as the sons of those who held these
mountains for two thousand years how these things are so. We ask it as
the representatives of the clan system, as the offspring of those who never
betrayed a friend or cringed before a foe, as the descendents of warriors
who won for their allies their proudest honours, yet fought not for honours
or for reward, but for loyalty and for duty. Dire agencies must have
been at work to produce such terrible social deterioration, such utter com-
mercial bankruptcy. The fault is not that of the people. There is good
feeling among Highlanders from home, and there is comfort among
many of them too. Nor is nature to blame. There are fat sheep and
straight-backed cattle, and rich red trout and plenty of salmon north
of the Tay.- There are as smiling corn-fields too as ever waved
between the mountains and Marathon or between Marathon and the
sea. The passes of the Grampians are not steeper than the passes of
Athos; and Skye and Mull and Tyree are not more rocky than the
¢ foaming Cyclades.” Freedom and reason have more to do with the
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social weal than the contour of mountains. Freedom forsook the Greeks
and straightway ‘“all except their sun was set.” Roman policy disin-
tregated the political coherence of the East. What is destroying High-
land union? Who is Pontius Dlilate here? What are the decrees of
Ceoesar Augustus? Let him who will look around him and see. En3lish
law owes much to the Roman forum ; has the lesson of provincial govern-
ment been learned so faithfully too? When Pilate wants to do the Celts
a favour does his clemency extend only to Tonal MacTavish, and does the
favour consist in a slice of common which Pilate has no more right to
than Tonal himself? And if this act of kindness foments social strife, is
it not really a very cunning and effective piece of policy? If Tugal too is
ready to doff his jacket when Tonal comes, is he not equally ready to
doff his bonnet when Pilate appears? Here then is an important task to
perform—to make Tugal keep on his jacket and his bonnet too. Inde-
pendence and co-operation are the ends. Freedom and reasoning are the
means. Here are planks for the platform of the Highland Sanhedrim.
But more important than Pilate is Ceesar Augustus. The wattle
sword of the clown is comparatively harmless in the hands of a giant;
but the gleaming brand of Damocles is dangerous in the grasp of an
infant. Thus he who makes laws has more influence over the destinies of
a people than he who enforces them. But there are times when Herod
himself takes up the steel ; then indeed may Israel tremble. Has such a
time appeared in our history? Our fathers may have been stubborn and
perhaps blind in their policy a hundred years ago. We are willing to
grant they were ; yet we are not ashamed of the part they acted. Hearts
so true, devotion so absolute merited kindness, not persecution, the
favour of kings, not their ban. If the policy of the Highlanders lacked
intelligence, the policy that crushed them lacked not only intelligence but
humsanity. Well,, what followed the '46? Proscription—people dared
not use their own garb, confiscation—the clans’ right in the soil was lost,
treachery—the chiefs turned their backs on the clans, tyranny—action,
thought, and feeling were suppressed, extirpation—the sword proceeded
to hold what it had conqured, misery—every condition of reasonable com-
fort was reft away—in a word political chaos, social discord, and material
ruin. Honour to whom houour is due. These, O, Ceesar! are thine.
Some of the causes which then arose have since resulted in gigantic
issues. Their magnitude encompasses-us on every side. They fetter and
chain us with institutions rendered awful by time, sacred by the name of law,
and terrible by the fasces of authority. What are we to do? Our political
chains are so heavy that we cannot even shake them. Our friends from
home cannot hear their clang. Some of us are asleep, drugged with the
slave’s virtue, contentment. Bankruptey, contumely, misery, staring us in
the face, the cruel goads of Herod at our backs, the jealousy and distrust
of our race on either sidle—what is to be done? Shall we fling away the
claymore, and fly every man as he is able? Never! We have shown
our patience, now is the time to show our courage. There are no fetters
so hard but steel will cut thern, and reason is sharper than steel, and more
cunning in overthrowing tyranny. Timewas when the voice of rcason was
lost among the clangour of arms. It was so at Culloden ; we suffer the
consequences now. Let it be so no more. For a century the Highlanders
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have groaned under a policy inignitous in its principle, cruel in its ad-
ministration, and disastrous in its issues. But that policy is one which
would not have been inaugurated now although it is tolerated and even
defended with all its blunders and shortcomings. The system of Govern-
ment with which we have to deal is the most liberal and enlightened in
the world, and what we need is patience so as to reason out and determine
the remedies fitted to heal our infirmities, and courage so as to proclaim
fearlessly what we believe and know to be true.

Urgent then is the need for a Highland Council. What we want is
something like the Comitia Plebata of the Romans—a council to deliberate
in great social and political questions, to recommend reforms to the
Government, and to deal executively with Highland industry—in general,
a council to devise means fitted to effect the political, social, and indus-
trial amelioration of the people.

An institution such as is here desiderated would not enly meet the
present exigencies of Highland necessity, but it would supply a practical
answer to one of the most contested questions of the day. The strife be-
tween centralization and local government is only deepening. IDoes not
the golden mean lie here? A council that is deliberative but not legisla-
tive reflects local needs without disintegrating national coherence.

Courage then! The dawn of a new epoch in Highland history is
already brightening in the East. On the 20th day of this month delegates
from all the Highland Societies in the United Kingdom will meet in
Glasgow to deal with the question of Federation. Perhaps that day
will witness the establishment of the new Highland Parliament. And if
this glorious end should be accomplished Britain will be stronger, as a
giant is stronger when the fetters are struck off fiom a confined limb, the
Highlander will be happier, as every man is happier the more liberty he
has to act according to the law of his being, magnificent possibilities will
be created, momentous issues will be precipitated, and the conscience of
Highland History and the demands of universal justice will, in a measure,
be satistied.

Courage then ! The battle we fight is the battle not of the High-
lands only ; it is the battle of Great Britain, it is the battle of freedom,

of truth, of reason, of humanity.
MACHAON.

“ NETHER-LOCHABER,” or taE “ INnverNEss Courier,” ON THE
HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE.—The Rev. Alexander
Stewaxt, F.8.A.S., the Nether-Lochaber correspondent of the Inverness
Courier, writes in the following very flattering terms:—‘ Allow me to
congratulate you on your History of the Mackenzies, which, when cqm-
pleted, will be one of the most interesting things of the kind in the lan-
guage. Your last chapter is particularly good, interesting, and well
written ; and I am glad to see you speak out like a man and a Highlander
of the right stamp in praise of the great Marquis of Montrose, certainly
one of the very noblest characters in Scottish history.”



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 13

FAIRIES IN THE HIGHLANDS.
—_———

A BELIEF in fairies prevailed very much in the Highlands of old, nor at
this day is it quite obliterated. The gently rising conical hills were as-
signed them as dwellings, and these were named s>metimes Sin-shill, the
habitation of a multitude, or Sitheanan—Sith, peace and dunan, a
mound. This name was derived from the practice of the Druids, who
were wont occasionally to retire to green eminences to administer justice,
establish peace, and compose differences between parties. As that vener-
able order taught a Saoghal, or world beyond the present, their followers,
when they were no more, fondly imagined that the seats where they exercised
a virtue so beneficial to mankind were still inhabited by them in their
disembodied state—and though inclined still to peace (hence named Daoine-
Sithe, or men of peace), they have become not absolutely malevolent but
. peevish and repining, envying mankind their more complete and substan-
tial enjoyment. They are supposed to enjoy in their subterraneous
recesses a sort of shadowy happiness—a tinsel grandeur which, however,
they would willingly exchange for the more solid joys of mortality.
Those grassy eminences where they celebrate their nocturnal festivities
“by the light of the moon,” are mostly by the sides of lakes and rivers,
and by the skirts of these many are still afraid to pass after sunset.

About a mile beyond the source of the Forth above Loch Con there
isa place called Coire Shithean,orthe cove of the men of peace, which is still
supposed to be a favourite place of their residence, and on the banks of
the river Beauly there are many favourite spots for fairy homes, It is
believed that if on Halloween any person alone goes round one of these
little hillocks nine times towards the left a door will open by which he
will be admitted into their subterraneous abodes., Many, it is said,
mortal men have been entertained in their secret recesses. These have .
been received into the most splendid apartments and regaled with the
most sumptuous banquets and delicious wines, and associated with their
females, who surpass the daughters of men in beauty.

The seemingly happy inhabitants pass their time in festivity and in
dancing to the softest music. But unhappy is the mortal who joins in
their joys or partakes of their dainties. By this indulgence he forfeits for
ever the society of men, and is bound down irrevocably to the condition
of a Sithich, or man of peace, unless released by one possessed of the
countervailing spell. They are supposed to be peculiarly anxious to
strengthen their ranks by the acquisition of beautiful children, maidens,
and wives, and to lose no opportunity of doing so by fair or foul means,
8 tradition abundantly has establhished, a year and a day being, however,
allowed for a return to human society. The wife of a Lothian farmer had
been snatched away by the fairies. During the year which followed she
had repeatedly appeared on Sundays in the midst of her children combing
their hair. On one of these occasions she was accosted by her husband,
when she instructed him how to rescue her at the next Hallow-eve pro-
ees ion, The farmer coned his lesson carefully, and on the appointed
d1v proceeded to a plot of furze to await the arrival of the procession. It
wane, but the ringing of the fairy bridles so confused them that the train
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passed before he could recover himself sufficiently to use the intended
spell.  The unearthly laughter of the aubductors and the passionate lamen-
tations of his wife informed him that she was lost to him for ever. An-
other woman, as reported in Highland tradition, was conveyed in days
of yore into the secret recesses of one of these Sithe Dunan. There she
was recognised by one who had formerly been an ordinary mortal, but
who had by some fatality become associated with the Shithichean. This ac-
quaintance, still retaining some portion of human benevolence, warned
her of her danger, and counselled her, as she valued her liberty, to abstain
from eating and drinking with them for a certain space of time. She
complied with the counsel of her friend, and when the period was over
she found herself again upon earth restored to the society of mortals,
It is also said that when she examined the food which had been presented
to her, and the ornaments with which she had been decorated, all of
which had appeared so enticing to the eys, they were found, now that the
enchantment had been removed, the most worthless rubbish.

The following legendary tale is told in Strathglass, and is tinged
with the colours of Celtic poetry and imagination. The story is of
the same class with Washington Irving’s “Rip Van Winkle,” and it
shows how universal tales of this description once were, peopling
alike the forests of Germany, the wildernesses of the New World, and
the glens of Scotland. “ Among the Braes of Strathglass is a small
round knoll, overgrown with birch, and watered by the romantic river
Glass. The spot goes under the name of Beatha Og, or young birch,
and has long been celebrated as a chosen abode of the fairies. One
New-Year's eve or Hogmanay (vide Burns or Jamieson’s Dictionary),
when the people of the vale were making merry with pipe and dance, two
trusty swains went for some whisky, to assist in prolonging the festivities.
On their way home, while they carried an anker, or ten gallons, in a cask
slung over their shoulders in a woodie (a twisted bundle of birch twigs),
they had occasion to pass through the Beatha Og, when suddenly they
heard music proceeding as if from under the ground. They looked round,
and observing an opening on the side of the hill, they boldly entered.
In a twinkling our adventurous Highlanders found themselves among a
set of happy luoking beings—male and female—all dancing, many of the
group being old acquaintances whom they had, years before, assisted to
carry to the grave. Drink was offered them, and the foremost of the two
partook of the unblest cheer. His companion, suspecting all was not right,
refused to participate, and endeavoured to prevail on his friend to return
home. Donald, however, seemed obstinately wedded to the dance, and
the good things before him, and refused to stir. The other departed
alone, and gave a narrative of the whole adventure to his neighbours at
the wedding. They searched for him everywhere, listening at every point
and tree ; but instead of unearthly ministrelsy they heard only the waving
of the silvery birches and the gentle rippling of the stream. Daylight
came, and the search was renewed, but in vain.

¢ Years slipped away without bringing any tidings of the lost man, and
the whole Strath mourned for him. At length, exactly seven years after-
wards, on New-Year’s eve, the people were again met to welcome in the
coming year. The companion of the lost man walked forth in the direc-
tion of the Beatha Og, to grieve for the fate of his friend. As he strolled
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pensively along, he started at hearing the sound of fairy music—the same

" that had before led him astray—and he made up to the spot. There was

the same opening in the brae, and, entering it, he found the same merry
party with his long lost friend dancing like a true Highlander. The mirth
and hilarity of the party seemed ominous, and the man, therefore, pulled
out his skeen-dhu, and, fastening it in Donald’s coat, began to pull him
away. Now, it is a well-known fact in fairy lore, that, amongst their
other good qualities, steel and iron have the power of depriving fairies of
all potency over the human person. Donald was, accordingly, extricated
from the hands of the good folk, but no* before he had expressed his sur-
prise at the hastiness of his friend in wishing to leave so merry a party.
Upon his arrival at home, the joy of his family may be easily conceived ;
nor was Donald’s astonishment less at finding the stir that had been made
about his absence. His girls had grown to be almost women ; the roses
on his wife’s cheek had been nipt by time and grief, and several of his
neighbours had died. Upon feeling the shoulder on which he carried the
whisky he found that the woodie, by the weight of the cask pressing it
for so long a period, had sunk down to the bone, and that some bread and
cheese, which he took with him, had crumbled into dust. Yet the seven
years of fairy bliss appeared short as a dream !"#

There is scarcely in all Scotland a tract of scenery so gorgeously and
wildly—so magnificently—grand, and, at the same time, savage as the sur-
roundings of Loch-Maree—so suited to be the home of fairy tribes, The
ranges of mountains abound in the elements of the picturesque and awful
—beginning in abrupt precipices or bluffs, and swells beside the clear,
dark waters of the loch or at its bank, rising from the bed of the lake
clothed to the very edge with the young birch and the long grasses from
which peep the lily sedges and the meadow queen. TUntil of late years,
and more particularly until last year, the wild territory embraced within
its circuit was comparatively an unknown land to the tourist. Yet here
nature can be contemplated in all its grandeur, and the traveller who
ventures to explore these scenes will rarely fail to express his delight.
Each islet and bay has a name suggestive of its character. Over these
the mighty crags rise in ridges to the height of hundreds of yards,
and throw their dark shadows over the still, dark waters below. Nothing
can be grander than to stand upon the silent shore strewn with big masses
of boulder stones, and gaze up to the pinnacles high overhead, where the
hawk whistles shrilly as he poises himself for an instant ere he swoops
down upon his prey, and the grey eagle floats majestically on his pinions
through the clear blue of the still summer sky.

The wanderer who wishes to obtain a true idea of solitude has only to
ascend one of those giants and look around him. There nature seems en-
tirely dead. No sound will break upon his ears—upon a calm day—save
the drowsy hum of the mountain bee rising like the.tone of a distant fairy
trumpet, and dying away o'er the golden moss-clad stones or purple
heather, only to render the solitude more silent than before. But a calm
day is not an every-day occurrence in those elevated spots. When the
wind is strong wild feelings of vastness and loneliness fill the tourist’s
brain as he sits on some fragment gazing on the black cloud forms driving

* Carruthers’ ‘° Highland Note Beok.”
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before the gathering storm, or listens to the booming and rushings of the
weird tempest spirit amid the fissured crags, or as it leaps over the sharp
ridged edges into the ravines below.

In addition to the attractions of nature the district is rife with histo-
rical reminiscences and the legendary and romantic tales and traditions of
the long ago.

“What is the name of that rock ” said I to a young country girl on
the lake shore, pointing to a projecting mass on the hill side, over which
dashed a mountain streamn fringed with the hazel and the birch where it
fell, and rushing down a narrow valley like a rift in the side of Ben Slioch.

“T thought, sir, every one knew the king’s fairy palace.”

“Ts he ever seen now-a-days?”

“Indeed, he’s not, but the old people often saw him, and Mary Bin’s
grandmother and my own knew.a young married woman who was carried
away to be head nurse to the young prince.”

“Do you remember the circumstances %”

“T'll tell you how it happened, sir.”

“ Many years ago there lived over at Erradale a rich farmer called Ewen
Mackenzie, who had one daughter, Mary, a most beautiful girl, and
just as good as she was handsome, and as old Ewen was known to be
weil off. she was courted by many of the young men in the country side,
rich and poor. But it was hard to please her father, and harder still to
please Mary Laghach. At last came a wooer who pleased both, and the
match was soon made—and Charlie Maclean was the happiest man far or
near, and when the bride was taken to her husband’s home there was so
great rejoicing that old Rory Dall, who remembered the battle of Bel Rinnes,
said he never saw or heard the like. Three days after going to her own
house Mary disappesred. None knew whither she had gone or what had
befallen her. She was searched for high and low by the neighbours, and
poor Charlie, her husband, never ceased searching and mourning till he
was almost out of his reason. At last, poor fellow, in his despair, he
thought of taking counsel of an old wise man who had great skill of the
Duine Sithe, and who lived at Gairloch. To him he went and asked him
for tidings of his missing bride. ¢If you came to me before, said he,
¢ you'd have little trouble in finding her, but now I fear it's too late.’

““Why is it too late? Only tell me where she is and who has her in
keeping. You shall be well paid for it—for if I once knew I would like
to see the mortal man who would keep her from me.’ ’

“¢(Ochon,’ said the fairy man, ¢ she is in no mortal hands. Your wife,’
added he solemnly, ¢ was stolen to be the head nurse of the young prince
of the fairies, who was born last month. It is now March and it will be
May eve before you can have the chance of seeing her, and it all depends
on yourself if you can bring her back. Meantime take this purse. It is
but little, yet you must keep it secretly and carefully like the apple of
your eye. It is full of the dust of a certain plant of great power. If
you can throw that dust on your wife you will be able to get her back,
but you must hold her fast in your arms whatever will be done to fear
you 8o as to let her go. You may even see her before May eve, so you had
better watch the cus chreag and the lewm wisge many a time and often,
and always alone.’ ‘

¢ Charlie Maclean, I need not tell you, watched long and sore through
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all weathers day and night like a very caraiseach madadl. At last, though
May eve had not come, he began to despair of ever seeing her and to have
but little faith in the fairy man’s purse and powder—but lo, and behold,
he was soon convinced of their value and the truth of the old man’s story.
At sunrise, one morning as he was sitting on a crag opposite the Fairy
Palace, he saw a beautiful rainbow spanning the glen and shining down
on the palace and on the loch in front of it. Underneath this appeared
something which, at first indistinct, gradually became more clear and sub-
stantial, until it assumod the appearance of a woman of surpassing beauty
clothed in robes of heavenly blue, spotted all over with silver stars. The
long golden hair fell over her shoulders till the ringlets twined round her
feet, and her face and eyes were such that Charlie had never seen, even
in a dream, any person so beautiful. Bewildered, he sat spell-bound, only
half conscious he had seen her before—but the glamour of fairy wile was
over him, and he could not recognise her person. The figure stood
lightly on the water, as if to afford him a full view, gazing earnestly on
him all the time. At length she advanced a few steps holding out her
hands entreatingly, as if imploring his aid, and having remained stationary
for a few moments, began to recede and gradually vanished amid the
melting rays of the rainbow along with the morning vapours, but ere she
finally disappeared beside the rock at the palace, casting a fond and
sorrowful look to her husband. In an instant Charlie’s recollection re-
turned, and he cried in agony—¢‘ My wife, my wife, my darling Mary!’
stretching out his arms unavailingly—but his beloved was gone, and he
was doomed to watch and wearily wait for her return many a long night
and day. But his confidence in the wise man had returned more strongly
than ever, and he visited the Gairloch fiosaiche, carrying with him a good
sum, and telling him if he succeeded by his aid in recovering his wife he
would double the amount. ¢ Watch well and you will surely bring her
back,’ said the wise man. Charlie did watch well, and the day before
May eve caught another glimpse of his wife as she stood below another
rainbow over the lake, and looking far more beautiful than ever. This
sight gave him more determination, and he set off in haste on another
visit to his wise adviser. ¢ Now,’ said his counsellor, ¢ to-morrow it will be
impossible for you to see the fairy home without my help, but you shall
have it. When you return take the path that leads to the mountains, and
whatever you see or whatever occurs never show faint heart. All will
come right” As the sun went down Charlie took the path leading to the
mountains. As he neared the western end of the lake he reached a
boundary ditch where two lairds’ lands met. He climbed the fence and
jumped to reach the opposite land, but instead of alighting on the green
turf he jumped on the back of. an enormouy black horse that seemed to
rise out of the earth to meet him. He at once knew by the glaring eyes
and snorting nostrils that the horse was none other than the Kelpie, and
remombering the wise man’s parting advice, he banished fear, aud stooping
forward fixed his hands in a firm grip of the flowing mane of his phantom
steed, and thus holding prepared for the terrible ride he knew was before
him. Away went the water-horse with a mighty rush like an arrow wind,
now leaping and rearing and screaming and neighing wild yells—flounder-
ing and splashing through bogs and quagmires—rushing over fences, and
B
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like lightning up the mountains, over crags, through burns and torrents,
through ravine and glen, till after what appeared hours to Charlie, he
suddenly stopped in a dark wet hollow, and rearing shook his rider to the
ground, disappearing with a triumphant yell

¢ Charlie sprung to his feet, and finding he was unhurt, looked around
him. Over him were the giant mountains with their savage crests and
wild ravines and yawning valleys. Up one of these, which he knew too
well, for long had he watched it, he saw a noble road leading through the
sloping wood and down it, and walking in it in a most stately and demure
manner, a withered atomy of a man beautifully dressed, with a cocked
hat on his head and a magnificant stand of pipes under his arm.

“¢A happy May eve to you Charlie Maclean,’ said the little man as he
came up with a polite and dignified bow.

“‘The same to you, sir, and many,” returned Charlie, ‘may I ask
where this road leads.’

““Why, you goose, ought you not to know it leads to the Fairy
Palace, seeing you have watched it long emough? Don't you be trying
your tricks on travellers, my fine fellow. However, come on, I'll lead the
way, no matter who pays the piper.’

“ With that he tunes up his pipes and marched along the road, Charlie
following, ¢ What tune do you like,” said he, turning round suddenly.

“¢‘Oh! Cailleach Liath Rarsair, answered Charlie, scarcely knowing
what he said.

“‘It's a capital tune,’ said the atomy, and immediately striking it up
played with such life and spirit that Charlie was so delighted as to feel
able to fight the whole fairy court to rescue his wife.

“‘Now,’ said the little piper, as he finished the tune, ‘I haven't time to
play more, else I'd give you the prettiest pibroch ever was battered through
a chanter, for I must be going. Look up ; there is the palace afore your
eyes. One you know bade me tell you to stand in the porch till the
company comes out to the green. Your wife will be among them. A
word to a sensible man is enough. You have the purse of dust in your
pocket. Use it, [ say, use it whenever you see your wife.” With that he
struck up ¢ Charlie is my Darling,” and marched straight back down the
road.

“The Fairy Palace was now showing bright in all its grandeur, and
Charlie ran across the porch, and placing himself behind one of the large
pillars, prepared to wait for the appearance of the company. He had not
long to wait, for in & few minutes a troop of lords and ladies came forth
to have a dance upon the green. Charlie’s heart gave a great
leap as he discovered his wife in their midst with the baby prince in her
arms. He had emptied the purse into his hand, and now waited anxiously
till she came opposite to him. Then, in an instant, he cast the dust on
her head. The moment he did so a wild, angry, and terrible yell broke
from the multitude and echoed through the passages and vaults of the
palace. The child was snatched away, the bright throng disappeared, and
Charlie Maclean and his wife, Mary, found themselves clasped in each
other’s arms at the foot of that rock that guards the entrance to the Fairy
King's Palace. There was great joy when Mary was first taken home,
but—it was little to her second home-coming.”

) TORQUIL.
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GAELIC AND CORNISH.

[y, V—

In a short comparative study of the philological affinities of the Irish,
Manx, Breton and Welsh languages, contributed to the Gael of November
last, I spoke as follows :—* The careful consideration of such word-growths
might enable us to determine some general laws, as to the special linguistic
conditions under which, in these later ages, the several members of the
great Celtic family have been marching on their several diverging ways ;
and any general linguistic laws, evolved on sure ground, in this one field
of the great Aryan inquiry, could not fail to be also eminently useful in
the wide domain” of general Aryan philology. In the same paper I
ventured also to express the hope that some of our more prominent Celtic
scholars would turn their attention to a field so full of the promise of rich
results. I regret that none of my learned friends seems disposed to take
the hint ; and, therefore, by way of a beginning, and, as it were, to show
the way to the di; majores on our little Scotch Olympus, I propose giving
here the first results of a short holiday excursion into the by-ways of
what remains to us of the Celtic literature of Cornwall. How much
remains to us of that old literature, in what condition, and of what quality,
needs not here be described. For, since the translation of Hovelacque into
English, we have had a good many popular re-productions of that author’s
comprehensive summary on the subject. Neither, for the present, shall-
I touch on the pregnant topics of word-growth and comparative inflectional
change. 'What I propose doing here is simply to inquire what words are
still common to the surviving remains of the Cornish and to our own
Scotch Gaelic. That question, narrow and simple as it seems to be, opens
up a very wide inquiry. For what they still possess in common, putting
aside all they could have borrowed from later neighbours, they must have
got in common, and got only at the old fireside of the old Aryan mother.
Our seemingly simple question thus broadens out into an inquiry which
may thus be formulated : What is there still common to Gael and Kerne*
of all that was their common patrimony, when in the dim primeval past
the family first divided, and each member took his several way, to make
new history, to encounter new and diverging fortunes, from new wants
and experiences to evolve new thoughts and contrivance, and in strange
lands, under foreign skies, to attune tongue aud ear to new name-sounds
for the same? He who would successfully enter on this inquiry must
carefully remember the warning just hinted at. He must put clearly to
one gide all such loan words as both members of the family could have
borrowed from others, either on the westward march, or after settling in
their new homes. If a Gaelic speaker, he must, before trimming his sails
to the freshening breeze of his natural enthusiasm, not only look out for
the false lights of Cornish wreckers, but, even before leaving what he

* The Bretons in France, who claim a connection with Cornwall within the histeric
ried, speak of the Cornish as Kernes : and many of the oldest Breton bullads are set
ggvm by De la Villemarque as Jes Kerne : Dialecte de Cornouaille, On this suggestion I
venture to call the Cornish men Kernes, in the same way as we call ourselves Gaels. Of
course I am aware of the wider and contemptuous sense in which the word is used by
English authors,
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fancies the ferra firma of his mother-tongue, he must remember the
strange pranks of that Will o’ the Wisp who has so often led our would-
be philologers a weary dance, not.to solid supper, but to the duck-pong or
the quagmire.

All words, therefore, of ecclesiastical origin, in whlch the Cornish
remains are necessarily rich, it will be wise thus to put aside. For the
medieval cleric-was cosmopolite, and to him Latin was ever_vwhere the
technical speech of his order. And it must also be remembered that when
the Cornish manusecripts were written, the language, as living speech, was
already well nigh moribund. At the least, it is evident that English had
then made the same inroads into Cornwall that it is making to-day into
the Perthshire Highlands, where the spoken Gaelic of the people has a
large admixture of English. It is not, indeed, to be forgotten that
English is itself of Aryan origin, as well as Gaelic, and that, therefore,
- independently of this later process of mutual Anglo-Gaelic admixture or
assimilation, the two languages have always, of linguistic right and by
inheritance, had much in common. But neither, in this inquiry, can we
sufely forget that the two languages have long been in such relations to
each other as are most favourable to mutual accommodation by the inflated
currency of loan words. Our English in Scotland has long been borrow-
ing from Gaelic not only idioms but words; witness the songs of Burns,
who himself spoke no Gaelic. And if the stronger borrows from the
weaker, need we wonder that very largely and for a long time Gaelic has
been borrowing from English.

Keeping, then, as clear as can be of these two sources of error, let us
see what still survives in common to Gael and Kerne of the old family
inheritance. As they looked up to the blue sky, they both saw there, like
the old Aryan father, and in common with the whole Aryan brotherhood,
that great being whom they call respectively Dia and Du or Duy—the
Tu of our Saxon Tu-esday, the DEus of the Roman, and the THEos of the
Greek. But when, in after times, Gael and Kerne came, in their several
ways, to read in between the lines of that grand impression of the Unseen,
the small print of more concrete and anthropomorphic ideas, suggested by
the mastery and authority of one man over another, elaborating more or
less consciously our notion of the LORD-ship of God, the Gael called him
Tighearn and the Kerne, Arluit. The former name, we thus conclude,
they both carried with them from the old Aryan home, the latter names
they had learned, each for himself and in his own way, since parting with
that home and with each other. The heaven of both is nef, their earth
tir and doer ; but the Cornish stars are steren, the sun heuul, and the
moon luir. Both are practically at one in &iow life, enef soul tarun
thunder, tan fire, fes heat, reu frost, ey ice, golou light, “duw black, blz’phen
year, guaintoir, (green time) spring, haf summer, and goyf winter. The
common heritage of the family is also more or less obvious in den and gur
man, benenrid and grueg woman, moroin girl, floh lad, bugel herd, ruy
king, and gurhemin ruif edict ; nor will the Highland crofter have much
difficulty in recogmsmg a very special object of his affection in mair a
petty officer.

And what a picture opens up to us of the old Aryan fumily, living to-
gether in patriarchal simplicity, when we find that, after untold ages, two
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wanders from the old hearth, whose children’s children have been strangers
for countless generations, still to speak to us, through these old Cornish
legends and our Gaelic Bibles, of all that concerns the family life, in a
voice that is all unchanged. For if the Cornish father is a little disguised
as ¢at and the mother as mam, yet what help of Grimm’s laws does any
of us need to hear a brother's tongue in such words as teilu family, braud
brother, fhuir sister, mab son, car friend, and altruan foster-mother? Or
does the voice turn strange, or suggest a feeling anywise foreign to our
accustomed ideas, when it spesks of the head of the family as pen-teily,
and of the mother as mam-teilu ? Similarly old Dlly Pendraeth, with
whom died, a hundred years ago, the living Cornish tongue, would tell us
Gaels how near we both keep to the old forms of speech which her
ancestors and ours learned from the same father, when she called her head
pen, her nose trein or tron, her chest cluit, her skin croin, her shoulder-
blade scuid, her elbow elin, and her hand law. Indeed, I think, [ can
even now form to myself a good picturé of the worthy old crone, as
chattering strange words which none around her understood, and with the
nail (ewuin) at the end of her long weird forefinger she touched and
mournfully counted each staring rib (asen) in the side of her old nag
(mare), which had come to such sad plight through lack of fat or blonec |
‘What says the Cornish language as to the sotial condition of the
primitive patriarchal Celt # That he was a helh-fhur (sealgair) or hunter
goes without saying. But, it is to be expected, his game was in large
measure different from that of Ossian’s heroes. The goat and the horse
were known to him, for it is only from him that Gael and Kerne alike
could learn to call these animals gaur and marc. He must have known
something of agriculture, else how could these his descendants, more entirely
sundered than are to-day the Antipodeans, agree to arm their plough with
asoc? And there are other reasons for placing him in an age long posterior
to that of stone ; for though the Cornish gof seergs to have been a Jack-
_ of-all-trades, working indifferently in metal and wood, and sometimes even’
in clay, yet was there a Cornish eure, or gold-worker, and an heirnior, or
iron-worker. When this iron-worker handled his furnace or his red hot
metal, clumsily, the result was a losc or burn, whose pain he eased with an
ointment, called by him, as we still call it in the Highlands, uras. He
had haloin, or salt, to hls steak of goat's flesh ; when age, sickness, or
folly brought him to poverty he was bochodoc ; when good he was, not
ma, but da ; when a quarreller he was a atnfor ; when a sinner he was
droch-oberor or drocger; and when fairly mad he had sach diaul. If a
spark from. the .anvil deprived him of sight, like his brother Gael, this
Cornish craftsman was dall ; if deaf he was bothar; if dumb, af-laua» ;
squinting, hegwas cam ; and aweary, guan or ainaich. Rest and refresh-
ment brought nerth, or strength, to his arm ; when he spoke truth it was
guirion ; and when, as skilful mechanics sometimes will, he blew, not his
bellows, but the horn of his own praise, his pride was goth. And finally,
though even he could never dream of the crown, or curun-ruy, and scarce
dared aspire to be a pen-can(t)-gur, or head of a hundred men, yet may it
be suggested, as a curious question in philology, whether he did not sit
among his fellows crowned with the first rude model of that universal
symbol of modern Saxon respectablhty, whlch whenever he got it, he
wore and called & hot /

[y .
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That the flora, as well as the fauna, of tribes wandering from a home
so distant by ways so far apart, should be differently named, is only what
is naturally to be expected, yet with both the plant is les and the bark
rusc. And not less suggestive, in view of a similarly sharp contrast well
known in Gaelic, as the result of the simplest literal change, is a class of
words in which the change of one letter in Cornish makes a word mean
something not merely different, but entirely the reverse, in Gaelic. Thus
in Comnish cuske is sleep, in Gaelic duisg is awake.

Just two words in conclusion. Though the comparison in this paper
is nominally between Gaelic and Cornish, yet to most readers it is un-
necessary to explain that whatever is said of the former language may be
understood as said also of Manx and Irish ; while what is said of the latter
may also be taken as more or less true of Welsh and Breton. And, for
the sake of brevity and simplicity, as well as from a desire to avoid the
appearance of what might seem akin to the goth of our friend the heirnior,
I have not allowed myself to indulge in references, however appropriately
these might sometimes be made, to the classical tongues and the Sanskrit.
The learned reader, as he proceeds, will mark such references and apply
them for himself. To the general reader they would be only confusing.

DONALD MASSON, M.A,, M.D,

LOCHABER’S LONE STAR.
To Fassifern Cameron Stewart, N ether-Looha.bor.

0

In bonnie Lochaber ’mong brewn heather hills,

1n bonnie Lochaber by clear flowing rills,

‘When Leven’s dark waters glide on in their gles,

I know a wee cot that is dear, dear to me ;

There sweet Fassifern in her loveliness dwells,

And bright is the home ’neath the grace of her spells,
Than flowerets or rills she is bonnier far,

I joy when I sing of Lochaber’s lene star.

As tender and pure as the eye of the dawn,

As fair and as blythe as the light-leaging fawn ;

O | surely her heart is the home ef that love
‘Which springs in its beauty from fountains above,
Ye soft winds that blow o’er Lechaber’s green braes,
01 let your sweet music be ever her pnf:c H

Ye wild sweeping tempests when rolling in war,

Be ever your song of Lochaber’s lone star,

Her merry voice sounds as the whispers of streams,
Its echo still haunts me, I hear it in dreams ;

Her smile from my memory will never depart,

Its sunshine still clings with delight to my heart,
Ye angels of goodness ! O! hear ye my prayer,
Guard ever your sister from sadness or care ;

Let no blighting sorrows the happiness mar,

Of sweet ﬁmiiom, my Lochaber’s lone star,

SUNDERLAND, : ‘WM. ALLAN,
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HACO, THE DANE, OR THE PRINCE'S WOOING.
A TRUE ROMANCE OF LOOH-MAREE, IN THREE PARTS.

By J. E. Muppock, author of “ A Wingless Angel,” «“ As the Shadows
Fall,” ¢ Lovat, or Out in the '45,” &e., &e.

—_———
ParT 1.—THE DR%aM.

THE date is 1500, time the close of an August day, the scene Loch-Maree.
The sun is sinking in the west, and shafts of golden fire lic athwart the
bare and rugged mountains, lighting up their age worn sides, which seem
to glow and burn, and so contrast well with the deep fissures and gorges
which are steeped in purple shadow. The great mass of Ben Slioch rises
up boldly, a very king of mountains. His splintered outlines are sharply
defined in the pure, clear atmosphere, and his precipitous walls of rock
shimmer in the yellow light. The lake is very calm, for not even a zephyr
moves its bosom. The whole scene is one of peace and marvellous
beauty. Beautiful it always is, but often its peace is broken by the
barbarism of rival clans, who, sweeping down from the mountains like
the lordly eagles, rend and tear each other with remorseless ferocity.
Many a terrible deed of bloodshed and cruelty have those silent rocks
witnessed, and often have their rifts and hollows echoed back the dis-
pairing cry of some dying wretch, the victim of jealousy and feud.
There is not a pass but has been a witness to acts of heroism and
tieachery, not a mountain but has resounded with the battle cry of
warring clans. And if the loch could tell its tale many a ghastly secret
it might disclose. Of midnight surprises, of fights to the death, of hacked
and bleeding bodies that have slowly sunk into its dark depths, there to
lie until that great day when the heavens shall roll up as a scroll, and the
mountains dissolve away. But on this hot August afternoon the hand of
tranquility seems to have touched all things. The eagles poised them-
selves on motionless wings in the stagnant air, an idle bee or two hums
drowsily in the purple heather, and gaudy dragon flies, like winged jewels, -
hang on the nodding blue bells as if they too felt the dreamy influence
of the dying day, and could give themselves up to delicious indolence.
Stretched on a soft carpet of green moss, on the south side of the
loch, and near where the Loch-Maree hotel now stands, was a young man
who also seemed to have caught something of the oscitant nature of the
evening. In age he was about five-and-twenty. He was possessed of a
singularly handsome face. His nostrils were straight and delicately
chiselled, and his forehead high. His eyes were a clear blue, and a light
moustache shaded his lip, while long golden curls hung in clusters over
his shoulders. From his dress, and the refinement which seemed stamped
on every feature, it was evident he was not a native of the district. The
Highlanders of that wild region were rugged and stern like unto their
own rocky mountains, but this man, though compact and well-formed, had
none of these characteristics. His hands were white and soft, and the
skin of his face and neck fair almost as & woman's, On his fingers were
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two or three rings, and at his belt a long, thin dagger, in an elegantly
embossed sheath, hung. The handle was studded with jewels that
scintillated with every movement of his body.

This young man was Haco, a Danish prince, who had been sent from.
the Court of Denmark to Scotland on a special mission in connection with
the Shetland Islands. Noble of birth, wealthy, and much beloved in his
own country, his future seemed to promise unalloyed happiness. If
there was a blemish in Haco’s character it was a certain waywardness
which often led him to do things in opposition to the wishes of his
friends. He had come from his native country attended by only two or
three faithful followers, and his mission being completed, they had urged
him to return home. But he had turned a deaf ear to all their entreaties,
for reasons that will be presently disclosed. He was a keen sports-
man, and passionately fond of the chase. ~He had heard that Ross- -
shire, and especially the neighbourhood of Loch Maree, abounded with
wild deer, as well as wolves, and the temptation to hunt these animals
was too strong to be resisted. And many a noble stag, and many a savage
wolf had fallen before the unerring shot of his cross-bow.

One day while out hunting he lost his followers, and wandering down
to the margin of the Loch to quench his thirst with a draught of the
clear, pure water, he fell a.sleep amongst the heather. Suddenly he was
awakened by the sound of voices, and looking up, he beheld two monks
and a young lady. They were coming down to a boat which was lying
on the strand, and in which they had no doubt crossed the Loch.

As Prince Haco gazed upon the young woman he rubbed his eyes to
make sure that he was not dreaming, for it seemed as if the being who
stood before him was too radiant and beautiful to belong to the earth.

She was dressed in a pure white garment, that was girded with a
golden zone at the waist. Her face was marvellous in its perfect beauty.
Her skin, delicately tinged with pink on the checks, was clear and white
as snow. A great wealth of blue black, glossy hair hung loosely about
her shoulders and down her back, while her eyes were large, liquid, and
dark as night. In age she was little more than eighteen. Her figure
was perfect in its shape, and every curve and flowing outline displayed
by her graceful and classical costume.

Struck with astonisnment no less than admiration Prince Haco stared
at the beautiful girl who had so unexpectedly appeared before him, until
she blushed scarlet and turned her face from his burning glances. The
monks, in whose charge the young girl was, seemed annoyed at the,
manner in which the Prince gazed at her, and they were passing on to
the boat without deigning to bestow further notice on him than a reprov-
ing and scornful scowl, when he rose suddenly, and, placing himself in
their way, he removed his bonnet, and kneeling on one knee he addressed
the elder and superior of the two monks. ¢ Forgive me, holy father,” he
said, “forgive me if I have displeased you by my apparent rudeness, but
a mortal may surely be pardoned for gazing on an angel.”

“Thou speakst irreverently, my son,” answered the monk, “our
daughter here is but of mortal mould. She is only a woman who intends
to devote her life to the church, and it is to be regretted if she has
aroused thine admiration.” ¢ Should I not be less than man if I had
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not been struck by such marvellons heauty as that which I now behold,”
cried the Prince, and then turning to the young woman said—* Fair lady,
pardon and pity me, I am even a8 a wild deer in whose side the arrow
quivers, for thy glances have deprived me of power and made me thy
slave. Grant that thy slave then may have the honour of pressing his
lips to that fair hand, and then let him learn thy name and who thoun
art.”

The monk who had first spoken drew the girl towards him, and plac-
ing himself between her and the still kneeling Prince, he exclaimed
angrily—* Thou art guilty of presumption and impertinence, churl, in
daring to speak thus. Know that this lady dwelleth in the sanctity of the
Church and that she is the bride of heaven. Stand aside and let us pass.”
Prince Haco rose suddenly to his feet, and drawing bis tall handsome
. figure up to its full height, as a look of anger came into his face, he placed
his hand upon the jewelled handle of his dagger, and exclamed, “ An it
were not for the presence of that lady, saucy monk, that word churl should
cost thee thy life.”

‘With a little cry of alarm the lady threw herself between the monk
and the Prince, and putting up her little white hands in a pleading
manner to the latter, she said in a sweetly musical voice—

“ My fair sir, I pray that you will not quarrel. The good father
meant no harm. He is my protector, and if he has said aught that has
wounded your feelings, I pray you, for my sake, forgive him.” The
Prince caught one of the outstretched hands in his, and pressing his lips
to it he said—

“ For thy sake, fair lady, I would give my life. For a smile of those
sweet lips and a look of those bright eyes I would do such deeds as man
never did before. I am no churl, but in my veins runs pure and un-
sullied the royal blood of Denmark. I am Haco, the Danish Prince, and
now in the name of the Holy Mother, I pray you, sweet lady, tell me your
name.”

The young girl drew back as though abashed, and clung to the arm of
the monk, who answered and said—

Prince, I have heard of thee, and I am sorry that my hastiness led
mé to wound thy sensitiveness, but know that in this lady’s veins runs
blood as noble as thine own, for in her thou beholdst the Princess Thyra,
a Princess of the Royal House of Ulster in Ireland.”

¢ Haco, the Prince of Denmark greets Thyra, the Princess of Ulster,”
cried Haco as he once more bent his knee and pressed his lips to the fair
hand of the girl. Then rising and turning to the monk, he asked—¢ But
tell me father what brings the noble lady here #”

“ She was sent by her father so that in the sanctity and peace of our
island monastery she might, while being far removed from the turmoil and
the strife which are shaking her own poor country, be taught humility and
Christian meekness, and devote herself to the service of God.”

“ She is too young and too beautiful to withdraw from the world,”
Haco murmured as if to himself, although his words reached the ears of
the monk and Princess. The latter blushed deeply, and she gave a quick
burning glance at the manly face of the Prince, which did not escape his
notice. Buat the monk reproved him, and said—
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“Thy words are light and frivolous, my son. But we do but waste
time in argument, for the day wanes and we must return.”

“ Where have you been to and whither are you going?” asked the
Prince as if he had not noticed the reproof.

“We have been to one of our holy houses which is situated amongst
yonder hills,” and the monk pointed to the south. ¢ We have some sick
there, and the Princess makes a weekly visit so that she may comfort the
feeble. But we are returning now to the monastery on the Isle Maree and
must bid thee adieu.”

“ And. may we not meet again, fair lady,” pleaded the Prince as he
respectfully drew on one side, and sighed heavily.

¢ Alas ! it must not be,” she returned softly, and for a moment their
eyes met. Then, as she turned hers away, she blushed with confusion
and passed down to the boat. Haco stood on the shore until the boat
had disappeared amongst the islands, then, as he turned to go, he mur-
mured “she has taken my heart with her.”

He had for some time been residing at the house of a Chief of the
Clan Mackenzie, who dwelt at the head of the loch, and as he turned his
footsteps towards his dwelling he was unusually thoughtful. He was
received by his followers with every manifestation of delight, for they had
become uneasy at his absence. He mentioned nothing to them of his
adventure, but for days he remained silent and reserved, which was such an
unusval thing for him that it caused no little astonishment. Day after day
he ‘stole away alone, and went down to the spot where he had first beheld
the Princess, in the hope that he might again see her, but he was always
disappointed, until, unable to control himself longer, he one day procured
a boat and rowed to the Isle Maree. ‘

So sacred was the island considered that it was looked upon as almost
sacrilege for a layman and a stranger to visit it. Even the warring
clans respected the sanctity of the place, and while the din and shock
of battle shook the surrounding country, this tiny island remained
undisturbed. .

It was a veritable garden of beauty. It was clothed with a luxuriant
growth of trees and shrubs. The monastery was a small, plainly built
structure. And one portion was set aside for the use of about ten ladies
who devoted their lives to religion and charity. There were about thirty
monks in all, who were presided over by an aged Abbot—a man of singu-
lar simplicity and purity of life. A small garden, filled with fruit and
flower trees, surrounded the building, and outside of this again a plot of
ground was set aside for a burial place. In addition there was a sacred
well whose waters possessed the most miraculous curative properties for
all sorts of disease, but more particularly for insanity. In fact the remedy
was so simple that the wonder was that any one should have been mad in
those days, or being so that they should have remained in that condition
longer than was necessary to go to the well, drink copiously of the potent
spring, then be dragged three times round the island at the stern of a
boat, whith a hair rope fastened under their armpits, and after undergoing
this mild treatment they invariably recovered—or died, especially died.
Close to this very wonderful well was a money tree, into which a coin
was driven by the hand of every pilgrim to the island, and any one who



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE, 27

failed to make this monetary offering to the Tutelary Saint met with some
terrible reverse or died before the year was out.

Haco marched boldly up to the monastery gate, and requested the porter
to conduct him to the presence of the Father Superior. The Prince had
little difficulty in obtaining an interview, for there was something com-
manding in his tone and presence. Nor did the Abbot seem greatly sur-
prised when Haco told him that he had come to beg permission to woo
the Princess Thyra.

“Thou art bold and impetuous,” the Abbot answered, after listening
patiently to the Prince, “and thou shouldst remember that it is not usual
for a man, even though he be of royal blood, to scek a bride in the very
shadow of the Church. It is true our daughter has not entered the
Church nor broken all ties with the world, for she is only placed under
our care until the political storms which now shake her father's throne
have passed away. At the same time it must not be forgotten that the
sanctity of the Church is around her, and it is our duty to protect her
honour and her virtue.”

“T come here in the character of one who desires to woo her for my
wife,” the Prince answered proudly. ¢ I am of royal birth, and unstained
honour, and would die to shield hers.”

“ That is nobly spoken,” the Abbot returned, “ and if I were quite
sure that thou wert not mistaking passion for love I might be tempted to
encourage thy wooing.”

“ Nay, why should you doubt me,” Haco exclaimed, “ my name and
birth are a sufficient gurrantee that I am sincere, and to give you even
better assurance I vow by the name of the Blessed Virgin Mary that if
the Princess Thyra will wed me she shall be my wife.”

As he spoke he raised his hand and placed it reverently on a small
crucifix that stood upon the table.  The Abbot was silent for a few
minutes and then he said—¢ My son, I give thee my blessing.”

Haco knelt, and the Holy Father placed his hand upon the Prince's
head and murmured a short prayer.

“T thank you, father,” the Prince answered as he rose, “ and I beg, in
acknowledgment of my gratitude, to bestow a thousand merks towards the
support of this monastery.”

In a few minutes from this Prince Haco had the pleasure of once
more beholding the lady who had made so great an impression upon him.
Nor was she less impressed with him. That interview led to others un-
til they became plighted lovers.

At the moment that this story commences Prince Haco was waiting
for a boat to arrive from the island to convey him back, so that he might
spend an hour with his beloved Thyra, this being the time granted
him by the Abbot at each interview. He had fallen into a half dream
state in which his only thought was Princess Thyra. For some time the
drowsy hum of a drowsy bee as it buzzed round his head was the only
sound he heard, but presently he started up, for the plash of oars had
broken the stillness. A boat, rowed by a stalwart monk, was nearing the
shore, and when it touched the strand Prince Haco jumped in, and the
monk pulled back to Isle Maree.

The golden light had given place to a deep, scarlet blush—so to speak,
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that dyed the mountains and the bosom of the loch. Gradually the blush
deepened, purple shadows mingled with the glowing red, and the great
masses of mountains seemed to blend and grow one into the > other, as they
became indistinct and dark in the fading light of the dymg day. Not a
cloud was round the head of Ben Slioch which shimmered in the lingering
glow that yet reddened the west.

As the Prince and the monk stepped from: the boat on to the island
there suddenly rose on the still air the sound of the sweet angelus—the
evensong of the monks. It was strangely, and solemnly impressive amid
the wild surroundings, and the grand old mountains seemed to echo back
the psalm of praise as if they too were worshipping the great Creator.

Prince Haco removed his bonnet, and he and the monk knelt and
reverently crossed themselves, until the voices died away and there was
stillness again. The Prince continued to kneel for some time, but the monk
rose and hurried towards the monastery. In a little while Haco started,
for his quick ear had caught the sound of a light footstep, and in another
moment he was pressing the Princess Thyra to his breast. She had come
down to meet him, as she knew the hour he would arrive.

"¢ My own beloved,” he exclaimed, as he pressed his burning lips to
hers, ¢ what happiness it is for me to hold ycu this, and know that you
are mine !”

“No less for me than you,” she murmured sweetly low, “but Ah,
Haco, will you always love me thus "

« Always ? yes as surely as yonder star now shines over Ben Slioch’s
peak. Aye, and I will be as faithful and as true to you as yon star is to
its orbit. But why, my darling, should you doubt me #”

“T do not doubt, but the happiness seems so great that I have a sort
of undefined fear that it cannot last,” .

¢ Nonsense, heart of mine, what can come to destroy our happiness %
The future lies before us an unshaded vista. It is all light and beauty,
and you and I, my sweet one, will walk together in perfect peace and per-
fect trust and perfect love.” :

¢ Oh, what a delicious dream !” she murmured,

.« And why should our lives not be a dream, my Princess? Born to
high estate, with riches and good friends and unclouded prospects, we
can sup our full of happiness until it pleases God to take us.” A shudder
seemed to suddenly seize the Princess, and she clung closer to her lover.
A slight breeze had passed over the loch and shook the trees on the island
into a weird whisper as it were. ‘“What is it that frightens you, my
treasure ?”’ he asked. ‘

¢ Nothing,” she answered with a little laugh, “ it was but a nervous
feeling that seized me, and we thought that these ghostly trees, as they
were stirred by the night wind, said when you spoke—* It shall not be.’”

Haco pressed his strong arm closer round the slender waist of the
Princess, and answered—

“You are morbidly inclined, my darling. The night wind, and the
murmuring waters, and the rustlmg trees speak to me only of love and

eace. Yon star shines not not more brightly than shall our lives.”

“ Amen to that,” the Princess returned, then leaning her little head
upon his breast, she said, “I pray to the Blessed Virgin that nothing
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may ever destroy our pleasant dream. and vet there are times when I
have a half-nervous dread that Red Hector of the Hills will bring us
trouble.”

¢ Cease these fears, my darling,” Haco cried with a forced merry laugh
that belied the true state of his feelings, for at the mention of Red Hector’s
name the Prince’s brow darkened, and he clenched his hands as if in
passion.

“But you know how Red Hector has pressed me to become his bride,”
she answered, “and he is so wild and stern that I fear me he would resort
to anything to gain his purpose.”

T fear him not,” Haco returned with great firmness, “and if he
should persecute you more I will slay him.”

¢ Nay, Haco my own, I would not have you take his life,” the Princeas
murmured as she threw her arms round her lover's' neck and pressed her
warm cheek to his. ¢ Should he annoy me further I will tell the Abbot
and seek his protection.” .

‘Whatever Haco’s thoughfs were he kept them to himself, and made
no further remark on the sibject, and when a happy and too short hour
had passed the lovers separated, and the Prince blew a small silver whistle
which hung round his neck. This was a signal for the monk to appear
and row him across the loch.

“When Haco reached the mainland, and close to the spot from whence
he had started, he sprung lightly out, and wishing the boatman good night,
he bent his steps in the direction of his lodgings.

The moon was shining brilliantly, and the night was very still, save
for a soft breeze that had risen within the last hour, and was just moving
the heather and the trees into a weird rustle, that only served to heighten
the effects of the stillness.

As the Prince trudged on he was suddenly startled by a sound that was
not that of the wind, but which he knew to be an arrow that had whizzed
past his ear, and was within a hair'sbreadth of striking him in the face.
He was a bold and courageous youth, but he stopped and drew his long
rapier that flashed ominously in the moonlight, and while he stood irreso-
lutely, and undecided how to act, amether arrow sped on its course and
went through his bonnet. No longer hesitating, he grasped his rapier
with a grip of iron and rushed towards a huge boulder that stood in his
path, and from which direction the arrows had been shot. As he reached
the rock, there suddenly rose up before him, like a spectre in the moon-
light, a tall, powerful man, with coarse red hair that hung about his
shoulders like a mat, and a beard that descended below his waist. His
arms were bare, and were brawny and powerful, and covered with coarse
fibrous hair that spoke of immense strength. In one haad he carried a

- bow that was still strung, and raising this above his head, he stood like a

Hercules in the Prince’s path, and in a stentorian voice exclaimed—
“Hold, Prince. You and I have an account to settle, and one of us
must die to-night.
( To be Continued. )
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WILLIAM, LORD CRECHTOUN, AT TAIN AND INVERNESS,
A.D., 1483-1489.

By GENERAL A. STEWART-ALLaN, F.8.A. Scor., Ero.

—_———

THE residence of William, Lord Crechtoun, in the north of Scotland,
during the latter years of the reign of King James the Third, is an his-
torical episode, which has been hardly noticed by any of our historians,
and very cursorily glanced at by the few writers who have alluded to the
facts. It is, however, connected with an obscure, and indeed somewhat
mysterious piece of family history, in which a Princess of the blood-royal
of Scotland—a sister of the reigning sovereign—is closely mixed up in a
discreditable manner; and the whole story may be considered one of in-
cidents belonging to the chroniques scandaleuses of the time. It has also
been hitherto treated with unaccountable brevity, as .well as almost signi-
ficant paucity of the circumstantial evidence relating to it. It is not pre-
tended here to give a complete explanation of all the events which then
occurred, and which now may be considered to have escaped from the
range of full inquiry—at least to any satisfactory extent—for this essay
can only be offered as a slight contribution to history, and a compilation
from the best available authorities; with mention of the sources from
which it is derived, and extracts, generally in the words of the writers
referred to,asthe grounds on which the statements and inferences are based.

Sir Wiliam Crechtoun of Frendraught, and of that Ilk, was eldest son
and successor of James, second Lord Crechtoun, by his wife, Lady Janet
de Dunbar, the Lady of Frendraught, and eldest daughter an co-heir of
James, ¢ Dominus de Frendrath,” who appears as “ Janeta de Dunbar,
comitissa Moravie, et domina de Frendraught, &c.,” on November 8, 1454,
|Erroll Charter Chest]; and which lady—the heir-of-line of the Dunbars,
Earls of Moray—survived her son—the subject of this paper—for several
years, as she was living November 22, 1493, when she resigned the barony
of Frendraught to her eldest grandson, James, and his heirs. [* Reg.
Mag. Sigil.,” lib. xiii., No. 71.] On the death of his father, James, be-
fore November 20, 1469, William succeeded him, as third Lord Crechtoun,
and must have been married shortly afterwards to Marion of Livingston,
a daughter (unnoticed by the Peerage writers) of Sir James Livingstone
of Calendar, first Lord Livingstone—so created before August 30, 1458 —
[“Reg. Mag. Sigil.,” lih. v., No. 52] by Marion, his wife, who was still
alive on June 4, 1478, but had deceased before October 19 following,
when a decree was granted, by the Lords of Council, to * Marion, Lady
of Crechtoun,” as one of the executors of “ vmquhile Marion, Lady Levin-
stoun.” [“ Acta Anditorum,” p. 59; “ Acta Dominorum Concilii,” p. 15,
fol. Edinburgh, 1839 ; edit. T. Thomson.] “ Marioun, Lady Crechtoun,
as executrix to hir modir,” again appears on March 6, 1479, when declared
entitled to paymeuts from lands pertaining to her late mother. [* Acta,
Auditorum,” p. 68, ut supru], and she may have lived several years subse-
quently, perhaps until about 1481, or even later. There is an action and
cause, however, before the same Lords Auditors, on March 18, 1479,
against “ James of tuedy and Marjon of Crechton, his spouse,” which is
puzzling to explain. [ Acta Audit.,,” p. 79.] These references appear to
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have escaped the critical notice of Riddell, in his remarks upon the
marriage under notice, and to which I have to acknowledge my obligations;
though it is strange that he has given the dates of *“ 20th October 1478,”
for October 22, and “ 8th of March, and 4th of July in the same year,”
for June 4, 1478, and March 18, 1479, which was the following year—
citing Acta Dominorum Concilii, and Acta Auditorum.®* The date of
Marion, Lady Crechtoun's, death is not recorded, but she was certainly
the first, if not only, wife of William, Lord Crechtoun, and mother of his
son and heir, James, above-mentioned ; who must have been of full age
in the year 1492 and 1493, when he is found receiving grants of lands,
as proved by the Records of the Great Seal, already referred to. It also
appears from a process of October 23, 1493, that “ James Crechtoun, the
son and are of vimmquhile William, sumtyme lord Crechtoun,” without the
concurrence of any tutor or curator, had previously assigned twenty-seven
ounces of gold to a certain Sir Thomas Tod, Knight for the ¢ wranguis
detentioun,” of which he now sought a remedy from the Lords of Council
in Civil Causes, who postponed consideration of his complaint until
February 12 following. [*“Acta Dom. Cone.,” ut supra, p. 311], which
conclusively proves that James could not have been a son of the Princess
Margaret, as hitherto asserted. An interesting fact also transpires from
this marriage (as Riddell observes), which is, that Marion Livingstone
had obviously been a peace-offering to reconcile the feuds and animosities
of the great families of Crechtoun and Livingstone, previously, as is well-
known, keen rivals for political power, during the troublous times in the
reigns of Kings James II. and III. The notices of William, in the first
years after his succession to the family title, are scanty, but the name of
“ dominus Crechtoun” appears as attending the following Parliaments of
Scotland under James I1I., November 20, 1469—May 6, 1471 —Novem-
ber 20, 1475—July 1, and October 4, 1476—April 6, 1478—March
1, and October 4, 1479, at Edinburgh, which is the last occasion on
which his name is found in the Parliamentary rolls. [“Acta Parl.
Scot.,” vol. ii. pp. 93, 98, 108, 111, 115, 121, 122, 124.] There are
also five references to ‘“ye lord Crechtoune,” from October 15, 1478,
to June 13, 1480, amongst the Acts of the Lords of Council in Civil
Causes, consisting chiefly of claims made against him for the repayment
of sums of money, &c., which had been lent to him, by various persons,
at different times. [“Acta Dom. Concil” ut supra, pp. 12, 14, 19, 44,
50.] Before the Lords Auditors of Causes and Complaints “ye lord
Crechtoune” is found at various periods, between August 5, 1473, and
October 1483, to answer charges of “skathis and danpnage ” preferred
against him, and other matters, in some of which, however, he was com-
plainant. [“ Acta Auditorum,” ut supra, pp. 29 et seq., to 122.]

There is no positive reason for alleging that, up to October 1479,
Lord Crechtoun had engaged in treasonable proceedings against his
sovereign, nor does he appear to have been directly implicated in the first
rebellion of Alexander, Duke of Albany ; which took place in the above
year, and was quickly suppressed by the decision and energy of the King,
when Albany escaped to France. There is no doubt, however, that he
was au active adherent of the Duke in his second rebellion and treasonable

T “‘Rumrh on Scottish Peerage Law,” &c;, “By John Riddell, Esq., advocate,
Edinburgh : T, Clark,” §ve., 1833, p. 194 note,
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invasion of the kingdom, assisted by an English army, in July 1482;
though the King was constrained, by a Parliament, assembled at Edin-
burgh, December 2 following, to pardon his brother, and even to create him
Lieut.-General of the kingdom, this arrangement soon terminated. Albany
was forced to resign his usurped office before March 1483, when James
was restored to his free and full power, and the turbulent nobles resumed
their loyalty for a time, though the most powerful of his late supporters
were deprived of the offices and dignities which they abused to the pur-
poses of conspiracy and rebellion. * The Earl of Buchan, with Lord Crech-
toun and Sir James Liddale of Halkerstoune, who appear to have been
considered the most dangerous of the conspirators with England, were
ordered to be banished fromthe realm for the space of three years. The
disloyal Duke then retired into England, leaving an English garrison
in his castle of Dunbar ; and in the Parliament of June 27, he was finally
forfeited, along with Sir James Liddale, for repeated acts of treason, and
designs to dethrone King James III. By a solemn decree of the three
estates of the realm, after he had failed to appear before them, though duly
summoned by Rothesay herald, “ Alexander, Duke of Albany, Earl of
March, of Mar, and of Gariach, Lord of Annandale and of Man,” was
found guilty of the crimes laid to his charge, and his life, lands, offices,
and all other possessions, declared to be forfeited to the crown.* His
dishonoured career was prolonged, in exile, till 1485, when he died, at
Paris, from the effects of a wound received in a tournament there. After
his last escape to England, in April 1483, Albany had still remained busy
concerting measures with his adherents, for a more formidable expedition
against his native land ; and his friend, Lord Crechtoun, “one of the
most powerful and warlike of the Scottish barons "—according to Tytler—
“ engaged with the utmost ardour in concentrating his party in Scotland,
and fortifying their castles for a determined resistance against their
Sovereign.” [“Hist. of Scotland,” ii., 245, et passim.]

Lord Crechtoun, with a long list of his adherents, experienced a
similar fate within a few months afterwards, while the treason of Angus
Gray and other rebel lords remained unknown. The whole process of
« forisfacture” of “ Will. dom. Crechtoun,” is recorded in the Acts of
Parliament of Scotland, where it occupies several pages (ii., 154-161
incl., 164), and lasted from February 19 to 24 ; on which latter date he
was sentenced by the Court of Parliament of Edinburgh, in the presence
of the Sovereign, personally presiding there, to forfeit his life, lands, and
all other possessions whatsoever he had of the Crown, in punishment of
“dome,” for the treasons and crimes committed by him “against the peace
of the realm, and our lord, the King.” It appeared in evidence that the
Royal messenger-at-arms, Alexander Hepburn of Qhitsum, Sheriff of Edin-
burgh, because he could not apprehend William, Lord.Crechtoun person-
ally, passed with the letters of summons to the Castle of Crechtoun, on
November 20, 1483, citing him to “ comper” in person in the Parliament
to be held at Edinburgh, on February 19 following, there to answer for
his treasonable art, part, counsel, and assistance to Alexander, some time
Duke of Albany, in his treasonable sending of Sir James of Liddale,
formerly of Halkerstoun, into England, with treasonable writings and in-
structions ; for receiving a pursuivant of the King of England, ¢ call it blew-

* « Aot Parl, Soot.,” vol. ii., pp. 1i6-152, ¢¢ Pinkerton,” &o,, passim,
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mantle;”* and finally—after enumerating other treasonable acts—for “ye
tressonable stuffing with men and wittale of ye Caatell of Crechtoun, and
for the tressonable consale and assistence gevin to the personis being in
the said castell of Crechtoun in the tressonable halding of the said castell
aganis our said lords writings and Acts of Parliament, efter our soveran
lords grace to the said lord Crechtoun gevin and gruntit efter the mony
and divers crimes Rebellionis and trespasses contrar our soueran lord
and his Realme be him comytit and done.” [“Act Parl. Scot.” ii., 260.]
This was a most formidable indictment, and deserving all the penalties
of the crime of high-treason, aggravated also by his previously having been
pardoned for former numerous crimes of rebellion. It is therefore not
surprising that he should have dreaded appearing for trial before his peers,
and sought refuge in the remote parts of the north of Scotland, where he
found sanctuary within the inviolable “girth of S. Duthach, at Tayn in
Ross.,” Lord Crechtoun must have fled to Tain about the middle of the
year 1483, probably immediately after hearing of the forfeiture of the
Duke of Albany, in whose treasons he was so deeply implicated ; and
more especially after stuffing, that is garrisoning, his ancestral Castle of
Crechtoun, near Edinburgh, and putting it in a state of defence against
the royal troops, in behalf of his friend the Duke of Albany. From tke
Acts of Parliament, above referred to, it appears that the Sheriff of Edin-
burgh, being unable to apprehend Lord Crechtoun personally at his own
castle, published the summons for treason at the Market Cross of Edin-
burgh, on December 7, 1483 ; and next endeavoured to serve it with the
necessary legal formalities, according to the following account of the pro-

ings. “The 11 day of December 1483, I, William Cumyn, macer
and Sheriff in that part, by our Sovereign lord specially constituted, by his
letters directed to me, passed with the same, and the witness Symon
Sperdor, messsenger, Thomas Scot, Johne Cowy, with others diverse,
to the Market Cross of Aberdene; and in likewise the 18 day of the
same month and year forsaid, I passed with the said letters and these
witnesses, Thomas Scot, Johne Fresar, and Johne Cowy, Patric Prat, one
of the Bailies of Banf, Patric Blith, and Patric Duncansoun, burgess of
the same, to the market cross of Banff; and the 20 day of the same
month and year I passed with the eaid letters and these witnesses, Symon
Sperdor, Thomas Scot, Johne Fresar, John of Cowy, with others diverse,
to the market cross of Elgin; the 22 day of the said month and year, I
passed with tbe said letters and these witnesses, Thomas Scot, Johne
Fresar, John Cowy, Archbald Broun, and John Terres, with others
diverse, to the market cross of Forres; the 23 day of the moneth and
year foresaid, I passed with the said letters and these witnesses, Thomas
Scot, Johne Fresar, Johne Cowy, William Caldor, and Alane Thomsoun,
burgess of Narne, with others diverse, to the market cross of Narne; and
the same 23 day I passed with the said letters and these witnesses,
Thomas Scot, Johne Fresar, Johne Cowy, Alexander Fleming, Alexander
Rede, and Johnne Patersoun, burgess of Inverness, to the market cross
of the same ; and because I cowth not get certain verification nor know-

* The earliest Pursuivant-at-arms—Bluemantle—recorded, is John Brice, gent, who
was in office, under Richard VII., and *‘ probably dispossessed,” according to Noble, in
 History_of College of Arms,” [4to, London, 1804 ; p, 93] probably the same,

o]
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ledge where to find nor apprehend personally William, Lord Crechtoun,
I passed to all the boroughs forenamed, and at the market cross of the
same, at days and before witnesses above expremit, I summoned peremtourly
by open proclamatioun the same William, Lord Crechtoun, and moreover,
the penult day of the month and year foresaid, I passed with the said
letters and these witnesses, Thomas Scot, Johne Fresar, Johne Cowy,
‘William Johnsoun, one of the Bailies of Thane, Thomas Rede, a Bailie of
Cromarty, Mawnis Vans, burges of Invernes, and Alexander Sutherland,
bruther and famuliar servitor to the said Lord Crechtoun, to the town of
Thane in Ross, within the sheriffdom of Inverness foresaid, where the
same Lord Crechtoun had his dwelling, as I was informed, in the Vicar's
house of Thane; and at all the market crosses of the borowis before
“named, and vicar's house in Thane also foresaid, I summoned lawfully
and peremptorily, in the name and authority of our Sovereign lord, the
King, the said William, Lord Crechtoun, to compear personally before our
forenamed Sovereign lord in his next Parliament, to be haldin at Edin-
burgh, on Thursday, the xix. day of the month of February next to
come,” &c. The foregoing notarial statement, though rather prolix, is in-
teresting, both as showing the difficulties the ¢ masar,” or mace-bearer,
acting as Sheriff-Substitute, and employed by the Sheriff of Edinburgh,
had in serving the summons on Lord Crechtoun, in his distant place of
concealment ; and also the time he occupied in travelling northwards,
through the different burghs of Aberdeen, Banff, Elgin, Forres, Nairn,
and Inverness, until he finally succeeded in discovering the fugitive lord
“in the town of Thane in Ross.” All which arose from his inability to
“get ccrtane verificacioun nor knaulage quhar to fynd nor apprehend
personaly William, lord Crechtoun ;” although when he had at last traced
him to his residence at Tain, he was only able to serve the summons at
the vicar's house there, without doing so personally, or apprehending him.
He concludes the report of his proceedings at Tain, by stating that “in
all the above within executioun I made Intimacioun that whether the said
lord Crechtoun compearit or nocht at day and place to him lymyt with
continuacioun of dais, Our Soveran lord nevertheless Justice passand before
wald procede ; and also of our soverane lord’s lettres to me direct in this
matter as said Is. I gaif the copy to the foresaid Alexander Sutherland,
quhilk Requirit me proof on the behalf of the said lord Crechtoun, at
Thane, the penult day of december above written.” [* Act. Parl. Scot.”
ii., 169-160.] The expressions used are slightly modernised, but other-
wise these extracts are literally copied, without alteration—the contrac-
tions being merely completed to render the meaning plainer. From the
different names of the witnesses given, we learn those of several burgesses
of our northern towrs, nearly four centuries ago—‘Jonne Patersoun”
and “ Mawnis Vans” (Magnus Vaus?), of Inverness, “ Thomas Rede, a
bailze of Cromaty,” and ¢ William Johnsoun, one of the baillies 6f Thane.”
“ William Caldor, at Narne,” seems to have been the venerable Thane of
Cawdor, or Calder, who flourished between the years 1467 and 1503, and
was the last of the old race of Thanes, as well as of those who bore that
ancient title in Scotland.*
( To be Continued.)

* Cosmo Inmes, *‘The Book of the Thanes of Cawder, 1236-1742” Spalding Olub
Edition, Ediokurgh, 4to, 1859 ; passim.




THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 35

DIRECTORY OF HIGHLAND AND CELTIC SOCIETIES.

I, Vo
THE GAELIC SOCIETY OF INVERNESS.

OFFICE-BEARERS FOR 1878-9.
Chief—John Mackay, C.E., Swansea
Honorary Chieftains—Sir Kenneth 8. Mackenzie of Gairloch, Baronet ; Professor John
Stuart B e ; Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P. ; Duncan Davidson of Tulloch.

Chieftains—Alexander Simpson, Provost of Inverness; Colin Chisholm, Broadstone Park, and
PO Duncan A, , Englishton ' '

Honorary Secretary—William Mackay, solicitor, Church Street
Ssmtary—wnllz; Mackengie, Frz'}'nu Olﬂoe, Inverness
rge J. Campbell, solicitor, Church Street, Inverness
Coun

eil—

Charles Mackay, Culduthel Road Charles Ferguson ore

John Macdo The Exchange John Whyte, Highlander Office

John Murdoch, Highlander Office

Librarian—Charles Ferguson, Raigmore
Bard—Mrs Mary Mackellar Piper—Pipe-Major Alexander Maclennan
Bankers—The Caledonian Banking Company
This Society publishes a vol of “Tra tions ” annually, & copy of which every Member

of the Association receives gratis.

THE GAELIC SOCIETY OF LONDON—FouxpED 1777,

Chief—The Marquis of Huntly Idbrarian—James Fraser
President—John Cameron hee Treasurer—Alex. Mackenzie Mackay
Vice-President—Walter H. Burton Secretary—John Forbes, 66 Charing Croes

@aelic Secretary—Donald Campbell
The moeﬁ.ngs are held at the Society’s Rooms, No. 1 Adam Street, Adel Terrace, at 8 P.M.,
on til:.e St:&ogo Wedl(:tosday of every month, excepting July, August, and September. Hfghlmdon
are invi atten

THE EDINBURGH SUTHERLAND ASSOCIATION.

Patrons.
His Grace the Duke of Sutherland, K.G. | The Right Honourable Lord Reay
OFFICE-BEARERS.
President—John Macdonald, 7 Albany Street, Edinburgh
Vice-President—A. Mackay Robson, 121 Constitution Street, Leith
Treasurer—Alexander Mackay, 20 St Andrew Square
Secretary—James Macdonald, W.S., 21 Thistle Street, burgh
Assistant Secretary—Hugh M. Matheson, 4 Roseneath Terrace

Piper—James Kerr

Committee.
John Macdonald, 80 Haddington Place ‘William Macpherson, 4 East Adam Street
Donald Mackay, 78 Cockburn Street James Mackay, 20 8t Andrew Square
HughjMackay, 22 Prince Regent 8t., Leith George Matheson, 16 Clerk Street
PROGRAMME FOR 1878-9.—Annual M , 6th Decemher 1878, at 8 P.M., in No. 6 St Andrew
Square. After business, Essay by Mr chael. Annual S8ocial Meeting, 10th January 1879,
in Masonic Hall—the M’uqujs of Stafford in the chair. Quarterly Meeting, 7th March 1879, ab
8 P.M., in No. 5 St Andrew Square., After business, Essay.
The A iation has opened Gaelic Music and Classes in the Free Tron Church,
Chambers Street, ogen to all Highlanders, every Tuesday, from 8 to 10 p.M. Mr D.
Robertson conducts the singing, and Mr Alex. Mackay the lic reading class.

THE HEBBURN CELTIC ASSOCIATION.
MM—CLI ﬁmm Chieftains—J. Matheson mm IN)I.athemn

Committes.
J. Macleod Campbell. 8. Little D. Corbett.
D. Colquhoun H. Sutherland L. Grant
J. eod F. Junor J. Munro
J. Dunn
First Friday of each month set apart for re MS. made up of o contribu-
tions m&glied by the members during the m This%ml is zfterwardaﬂmcimnhbed
8 d Friday—General business. Third Friday—Debates on Celtic
mbj‘:m. Fourth Friday—Amusements ; Gaelic and English songs, recitations, &c., varied by
Highland dances, pipe music, and cognate subjects.
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COMUNN GAIDHEALACH GHLASCHU.
GLASGOW HIGHLAND ASSOCIATION.

OFFICE-BEARERS, 1878-9,

Chief—Cluny Macpherson of Cluny Honorary Chieftain—Duncan Sharp, Keppoch Hill
Chieftains—Messrs Duncan Whrgltm and James Fraser » Fep
Secretary—J. G. Mackay, 158 Plantation Street Treasurer—John Munro

CUSPAIR.—September 3, 1878—‘‘ Eachdraidh nan Seanna Ghaidheal,” by Mr Duncan White.
October 1—* Innis Ghall,” by Mr Norman Morrison. November 56— éla.inbe,” by Mr M. Mac-
donald. December 3—‘ An Gaidheal ’s a’ bhaile-mhor,” by Mr Henry Whyte. January 7, 1878
—*“Saobh-chrabhadh am measg nan Gaidheal,” by Mr J. G. Mackay. February 4— Land Ten-
ure in the Hi&hla.nds,” by Mr W. L. Bogle. March 4—‘‘ Tuathanachas am measg nan Gaidheal.”
by Mr C. A. Walker.

The ordinary meetings are held on the first Tuesday of each month. Gaelic Concerts in the
gssembly Rooms, 138 Bath Street, every Saturday evening from October to March inclusive, at

P.M.

GLASGOW SUTHERLAND ASSOCIATION.
OFFICE-BEARERS.

Patron—His Grace the Duke of Sutherland, K.G.
President—John Mackay, C.E., Swansea
Vice-President—William Sutherland, F’.E.I.S., Crosshill
Seoretary—Angus Sutherland, 230 Argyle St.  T'reasurer—Angus Mackay, Garscube Road
Directors—Messrs James Matheson, Gilbert Mackintosh, Charles Fraser, John G.
ackay, and George Macleod
The ordi meetlngs are held on the first Thursday of the months of January, February,
March, April, October, November, and December.

GLASGOW COWAL SOCIETY.
OFFICE-BEARERS, 1878-9.
Honorary President—The Most Noble the Ma:&l:ius of Lorne

President—Colin Brown Vice-Pres —John Macfie
Directors—
D. or J. Mackellar Duncan Currie
Duncan Black Peter Maclean D. C. Maclean
John Maclean M. Hunter, jun. Captain Alex. Maclean

. Treasurer—Duncan Whyte, 326 Duke Street
Secretary—James Mackellar, 433 New City Road

SYLLABUS, 1878-9.—September 27, 1878—Address, by the President. October 25—Mackinlay’s
Explorations in Australia, by Mr D. Whyte. November 29—Ossianic Poetry, and its allusions
to Cowal Scenery, by Mr Archibald Brown. December 20—Ra.ilwa¥Clearing House, by Mr D.
Campbell. January 81, 1879—Druidism, by Mr Archibale Whyte. February 28—Poetry, by Mr
D, D. Maclean. March 28—Depopulation of the Natives of Cowal during the present century,
with a sketch of its Topography and Family Names, by Mr D. C. Maclean. April 25—Gene!
Yy mdeemm;ryg' tings of the Societ; held on the above dates, at 7

e Or! meetings of the Society are held on the above , ab 7.456 P.M., within the

Religious Institution Rooms, 112 Buchanan Street, Glasgow. ’

THE GLASGOW SHINTY ASSOCIATION.
OFFICE-BEARERS, 1878-9.

President—Capt. James Menzies, 105th L.R.V.
Vice-President—J. G. Mackay, 168 Plantation Street (Osgian).
Secretary—Malcolm Leitch, 74 Parson Street (Inveraray)
Treasurer—Alexander Mackellar, 31 Raeberry Street (Cowal)

THE GREENOCK HIGHLAND SOCIETY.
Chief—The Most Noble the Marquis of Lorne.

Patrons.
The Most Noble the Marquis of Bute | Sir Michael R. Shaw Stewart, Baro
Pregident—James Johnson Grieve. Vice-President—John Fleming.' met.
v?:lrb;cnéBpmm. -
John Erskine r Grieve h Macka;
John Cameron Dr Macraild | ug y
S. Nicols Direotory. v M. Campbell

. G. Ross . . Nicolson 0 . R. Dun
i. glnc]air Graham Bremner D. Campbell P James D?:ckenzie
D. Mackintosh Archibald Cook Kenneth Mackaskill William Cook
John Campbell R. Brown J. Kerr Neil Brown
John Thomson Harry Buchanan

Treasurer—James Brown.
Joint Secrstaries— { g l&lﬁaﬁ_ke:?xie, 656 Nicolson Street, and
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THE LONDON HIGHLAND CAMANACHD CLUB.

Patron—The Right Hon. Lord Lovat
President—Right Hon. Lord Colin Campbell, M.P.
Chief—J. W. Malcolm of Poltalloch
Honorary Captain—Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P.
Chieftain—Donald Grant, Great St Helen's, E.C.
Captain—J. Macdonald-Cameron, F.C.S., South Kensington, W.
Vice- J:tain—Archib&ld Mactavish, Albany Street, Regent's Park, W.
lub-Bearer—A. Ma.cru.e-Chisflolm, Old Broad Street, E.C.
Treasurer—Archibald Mackintosh, Orris Villa, Hammersmith, W,
Secretary—Alister Maclennan, Woburn Place, Russell Square, W.C.
Members meet for practice and play every alternate Saturday during the season at Wimbledon,
The annual Club dinner takes place in December.

BIRMINGHAM CELTIC SOCIETY.

OFFICE-BEARERS.

Chief—Jonathan Nicolson
Chieftains—A. R. Munro and A. Maclure

Treasurer—Angus Macgregor Secretary—D,. Skinner, 127 Cattell Road
Members of Council—
D. Campbell D. Macinnes I A. Macintyre
D. Macarthur A. Macdonald M. Macinnes
ARGYLLSHIRE GATHERING, OBAN.
COMMITTEE.

The Marquis of Lorne, K.T., President.

tewards.
Lieutenant-Colonel C. A. Macdo of Macdougall, Convener
Lieutenant-Colonel C. Greenhill yne of Glenforsa
J. Campbell of Kilberry.
N. M. Macdonald of Dunach.
Colin C. Finlay, yr. of Castle Toward.
Secretary and Treasurer—J. Fraser Sim, Oban
Bankers—National Bank of Scotland, Oban
Buildings—Breadalbans Street, Oban

The Society hold one Social Meeting annually.
GLASGOW ISLAY ASSOCIATION.

OFFICE-BEARERS—SESSION, 1878-9,

Patrons.
John F. Campbell of Isla; Colin Hay, Ard| I
PO kmen Finlay. Dunlossit, Talay " 10 Po6 Ielay
Honorary Presidents.
Crawford Graham, Lagavulin, Islay I Duncan MacCallum, G w
Rev. Robt. Blair, M.A., St Columba, Glasgow L. Maclean, Islay House, Islay
Honorary Secretary—Duncan Macgregor, Glasgow
Directors.
Mal. %mith, C{:&zimgan Joseph %iﬁl,hi’icte-Chaiman
h. Sinclair uncan Macniven . Gilchris Arch,
ﬁ:"‘ﬂ Macarthur Duncan Macleod I Jn. Cameron Jas. Mmmmilola.nugm
Angus Macallister John Ogilvie John Lo Don. Macdougall Donald Brown
o ve

Treasurer—Samuel Macfadyen, Glasgow
Secretary—Donald Martin, 239 New City Road, Glasgow
- Assistant Secretary—Arch. Maccallum, Glasgow

GLASGOW CELTIC SOCIETY-—InstiTuTED 1857.

OFFICE-BEARERS FOR 1878.

Chief—The Earl of Dunmore
President—John Orr E of Ballikinrain, M.P.
Vice-President—Duncan Smith, 115 St Vincent Street, Glasgow
Hon. Treasurer—John Elder, 151 Hope Street, Glasgow
Hon. Srcretary—George Rennie, 38 West George Street, Glasgow
Directors—

John Macmillan, 70 Mitchell Street, Glasgow | Dr Buchanan, 24 Westminster Terrace, Glasgow

John Elder, 151 Hope Street, Glasgow Neil Sinclair, 42 Miller Street, Glasgow

James Dewar, Rem}\z:w Cour’t, Glasgow George Rennie, 38 West George Sg:gt Glasgow
‘Alex, Macneill, 20 Union Street, Glasgow Colin Campbell, 8 Bothwell Street, Glasgow
Captain Menzies, 66 Bath Street, Glasgow Duncan Macdougall, 802 Buchanan Street,

James Fleming, 83 Jamaica Street, Glasgow Glasgow
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GLASGOW PERTHSHIRE ASSOCIATION.

OFFICE-BEARERS FOR 1878.
Patron—Charles Stirling Home Drummond Moray of Blairdrummond and Abercairney

President—Peter Gardner, W.S. Late President—Charles Maclean
Directors—
John Hutchison James Menzies James Cleland Burns
R. M. Buchanan Professor Ra.msay James Blair
William Macculloch George O%E1 John Muir
A. M. Robertson Laurence Robertson William MacOnie

Secretury and Treasurer—George Gray, 72 Hutcheson Street, Glasgow

GLASGOW NORTHERN HIGHLAND BENEVOLENT SOCIETY.

. [Patron Vice-Patron—George Sutherland of Forse
President—George Munro, Elmbank Crescent  Ez-President—John Matheson, yr. of Cordale.
Ordinary Directors—

George Mmcleod 69 Inm Street Alexander Mackay, 20 Union Street

George Munro, 26 Crescent GeorﬁMmbeth 29 Clyde Place

Cluny Macpherson, 135 St Vincent Street John Bannerman, British Linen Bank,Queen St.
James Fraser, 41 North Albion Street William Sinclair, 199 St Vincent Street

Robert Murray, 41 North Albion Street Kenneth Macleod Infmm Street

George Sinclair, 199 8t Vincent Street John Macmillan, 70 Mitchell Street

Treasurer—George Sinclair, 199 St Vincent Street
Secretary—Martin Mackay, 80 West Regent Street

The Directors meet quarterly on the second Wednesday of January, Aj rtl Jul and October
in each year. The obj;loh of the Society are entirely of a%lenevolent s v

FINGAL LODGE OF GOOD TEMPLARS—(FARDACH FHINN).

OFFICE-BEARERS.
D. herson, D.G.W.C.T. | D. Nicolson, W.8,
D. 8, W.C.T. J. Macphail, W.T
Mee; every Friday in the 8t Clair Hall, 25 Robertson Street, at 8 .M. All business con-
ducted 0.

COMUNN TIR NAM BEANN, GLASGOW.
D. herson, President J. Nicholson, Secretary
D. es, Vice-President | J. Macphail, Treasurer
Directors—A. Campbell, J. Macfadyen, J. Macphail, J. Campbell, and A. Macfadyen.

Gaelic Concerts held every Saturday in the Hall, 56 Carrick Street, from September to March
inclusive, at 8 P.M.—D. Macpherson, Cin.innm ’

GLASGOW ARGYLLSHIRE SOCIETY—IxsmituTeDp IN 1851,

OFFICE-BEARERS.
President—James Alexander Campbell of Strcathro
Treasurer—Colin Campbell, 8 Bothwell Street, Glasgow

Ordinary Directors—
fachlan Cowan Alexander C. Hunter | J ohn Macm.illan
et Blaix | o B. Weight | And Gatbraith
Rev. Ro The above are also Trustees.
Sseretary—Duncan Macdougall, Solicitor, 302 Buchanan Street, Glasgow
of the Society are to offer Hef to its Or Members and their
F.ghﬁgegtﬁ:gi‘ other personsyconnected with the Count 3‘ 11 by birth, marriage, or other-
wise, who itous st Vo assistance—in such way as may
be oonsidel::f prolﬁer—-in the romotmn and extension of ucation among poor children con-
nected wi whether resident there or in Glasgow. Annual Contribution by Ordi-
nary Memborl— Guineas.

[We propose publishing the Directory of Celtic Societies annually in future, and we shall
esteem it & favour if the above Societies, and others who have not this year supplied us with the
necessary information, will kindly aid us in making the next one more perfect and complete.]
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WILLIAM JOLLY, H.M.LS8,, oxn TEACHING GAELIC v SCHOOLS.

IN his official report to the Education Department, Mr Jolly writes as
follows :—

Gaelic has gained large attention of late, and is a subject of great importance, in.
volving as it does the question of the right use in schoels of the daily langusge of 300,000
of our people. Having given it some study, I would briefly state the comolusions at
which I have arrived regarding it :—

1. In Highland schools, we ought to read English first, as the language of trad
oemmeres, current literature, and general intercourse, necessary for suocess iu life, an
desired universally by Highlanders themselves. There are some theoretic grounds for
learning to read the native tongue before a foreign one, but the question in this case is
one of what is most expedient, and in the end most successful, in regard to both lan-
guages, in the short school-life of Highland ohildren ; and the {du of Gaelie
firat is only entertained by a few enthusiasts. English being foreign and more diffcul
it vould not be acquired to any purpose if one or twe years of the five or six of soh
life were first devoted to aunother language. If school time is short enough for English-
speaking children, with all their advantages, to gain even a meagre power over it, why
allow less time to a Gaelic ¢child to learn it, to whom it is a forei, tonﬁut But b
beginning with English, Gaelic may be read with ease in a short time, when a child
sble to read English, for he has merely to apply the power of reading which he has
acquired to the language he knows and uses. 8o that the end of the enthusiasts would
itself be gained by the more rational method, while increased power over English would
also be obtained.

2. Gaslic should be used orally in the teaching of English from the first, in order to
get at and train the intelligence of Gaelic children, and to make the teaching of English
more thorough. Of the wisdem of this course in all possible cases, there canmot be one
moment’s doubt, for it is an application of the universal educational axiom of teaching
the unknown through and by the known, and it is ::;eoitlly necessary in the present
case. This should be done, not only in regard to words, but in to the matter of
the lessons. In the case of- infant-school lessons to purely “Gaelio mlking ohildren,
Gaelic would require to be used exclusively at first, if the work is to be in any way
intolligent. But in all cases care should be taken to use English more and more, 50 as to
Sive the children increasing power over it, the amount of English used being, of course,

etermined by the extent of _their knowledge of it. Thereis a tendency with man
Highland teachers to use Gaslic too much, on acceunt, no doubt, of the greater ease an

leasure of wsing it. This retards progress, however, and she be ed against,
%ven those who wish Gaelic “stamped out” (and there are not a fow ghlanders who
have strong views on this point), could best effect their object by & judicious cultivation
of Gaglio in teaching English, se as to train the intelligence through it ; because the
more English is intelligently understood and used by Gaelio children, the sooner will it
become the general speech of the people, and the sooner, therefore, will Gaelic die. So
that both the friends and ememies of Gaelic have an interest in using it for training
intelligence.

3. The importance of Gaelio literature as an instrument of education and culture te
the Gaelic people should be recognised in the teaching of Gaelio children. It is in and
by the mother tongue of a people alone, with its thousand memories ef home and yeuth,
¥ and friendship, nature and religion, and with its countless avenues to the iooper

eelings, that the education of the heart and the higher nature can be truly oarried on ;
it is by it alone that sentiment, feeling, devotion, and even the higher intellect can be
really trained. And the mother tongue becomes a stronger instrument of culture when
it contains a good and generous literature. Our school edweation should look beyond
the little time spent within school walls to the after education of the man, and give him
the power of pursuing this, by the use of the literature that appeals to and is best able
to penetrate and mould his nature and touch its deeper springs. No forelgu literature,
however splendid, can do this, It must be dene through the language of ome, youth,
love, and daily lite, if there is a literature in that tongue. And such a literature exists
in Gaelio, able to J)erform this higher funetion to the Highlander, abundant, varied, aad
powerful, full of fine sentiment, pleasant humour, lyn'.ej beauty, deep feeling, practical
wisdom, and mnatural life,

In a closing paragraph, Mr Jolly says that this question in no way touches



40 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

the other question of the desirability or otherwise of Gaelic dying out asa
spoken tougue, which in many ways would be an advantage to the people :—

The teaching of it intelligently would not retard that certain issue of national life
one single hour—it would undoubtedly hasten it. But while Gaelic is spoken, while it
is the hourly language of nearly half-a-million of our people, and while it is used by many
more, it weuld seem to be but simple justice, if not higher wisdom, to recognise this
fact, and to act upon it in our schools.

HO-RO MO NIGH'N DONN BHOIDHEACH.

In moderate time.
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A nighean donn nam blath - shuil, Gur og & thug mi gradh dhut—
Chorus—Heo - ro mo nigh’n donn bhoidheach, Hi ri monigh’n donn bhoidheach,

D.C. for Chorus.
: .
i s e e
— —— I d‘ Lir L — 1.; [ & 2}
Tha d’iamhaidh ghaoil a’s  d’ailleachd, A ghuath tigh’nn fo m’ uidh.
Mo chaileag laghach  bhoidheach, Co phosaion ach thu ?
KEY A.
8, | d-t[L:s | di—ls s | d-rifim | ri—|m
D.C. ft;r Chorus.
(£ | s s Im:s | s:i—ld:ir | m:—[fir | di—[—|
Cha cheil mi air an t-saoghal, Ach riamh o ’n dh’ fhag mi ¢’ fhianuis,
Gu bheil mo mhiann ’s mo ghaol ort ; Gu bheil mi dubbach, cianail ;
’S ged chaidh mi uait air faondradh, Mo chridhe trom ga phianadh
Cha chaochail mo run. Le iarguin do ruin.
Ho-ro, &o. Ho-ro, &e.
°N uair bha mi ann ad lathair, Ge lurach air a’ chabhsair
Bu shona bha mo laithean ;— Na mnathan oga Gallda,
A’ sealbhachadh do mhanrain, A righ | gur beag mo gheall-s’
A’s aille do ghnuis. Air bhi’ sealltainn ’n an gnuis.
Ho-ro, &c. Ho-ro, &c.
Gnuis aoidheil, bhanail, mhalda '8 ann tha mo run ’s na beanntaibh,
Na h-oigh a’s cacimhe nadur ; Far bheil mo ribhinn ghreannar,
I suairce, ceanail, baigheil, Mar ros am fasach Shambraidh,
Lan grais agns muirn. An gleann fad’ o shuil.
Ho-ro, &o. Ho-ro, &e.

Aoch ’n uair a thig an Samhradh,
Bheir mise sgriob do 'n ghleann ud,
’S gu 'n tog mi leam do ’n Ghalldachd,
Gu h-anmsail, am flur.

Ho-ro, &c.

Note.—* Ho-ro mo nighean donn bhoidheach ”is so well known throughout the High-
lands that it is unnecessary to say anything in its praise in now presenting it to the -
readers of the Celtic Magazine, W. M'K,
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By tEE EbDITOR.
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[ConTiNvED.]

XVII. WILLIAM, Fifth EarL or SearorTH and Sixth Lorp Maoc-
KENZIE OF XKiNTaIL, known among the Highlanders as ¢ William
Dubh.” He does not appear at any time to have assumed the title of
Marquis. He succeeded at a most important era in the history of Scot-
land, just when the country was divided on the great question of
union with England, which, in spite of the fears of most of the
Highland chiefs and nobles of Scotland, turned out in the end so
beneficial to hoth. He would, no doubt, during his residence with his
exiled parents in France, have imbibed strong Jacobite feelings. 'We have
been able to obtain but little information of William’s proceedings during
the first few years of his rule. He appears to have continued abroad, for
on the 23d of May 1709 an order appears addressed to the forester at
Letterewe signed by the Earl's mother, the Dowager  Frances Seaforth.”
On the 22d of June 1713 she addresses a letter to Colin Mackenzie of Kin-
craig, in which she says—“I find my son William is fully inclined to do
justice to all. Within fifteen days he will be at Brahan.”* It also is
signed “ Frances Seaforth.”

At this time a great majority of the southern nobles were ready to
break out into open rebellion, while the Highland chiefs were almost to
aman prepared for arising. This soon became apparent to the Government.
Bodies of armed Highlanders were seen moving about in several districts in
the North. A party appeared in the neighbourhood of Inverness which
was, however, soon dispersed by the garrison. The Government became
alarmed, and the lords justices sent a large number of half-pay officers,
chiefly from the Scottish regiments, to officer the militia, under command
of Major-General Whitham, commander-in-chief at the time in Scotland.
These proceedings alarmed the Jacobites, most of whom returned to their
homes, The Duke of Gordon was confined in Edinburgh Castle, and the
Marquis of Huntly and Lord Drummond in their respective residences.
The latter fled to the Highlands and offered bail for his good behaviour.

* Original produced at Allangrange Service in 1829,
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Captain Campbell of Glendaruel, who had obtained a commission frem
the late Administration to raise an independent company of Highlanders,
was apprehended at Inverlochy and sent prisoner to Edinburgh. Sir
Donald Macdonald of Sleat was also seized and committed to the same
place, and a proclamation was issued offering a reward of £100,000
sterling for the apprehension of the Chevalier should he land or attempt
to land in great Britain. King George, on his arrival, threw himself
entirely into the arms of the Whigs, who alone shared his favours. A
spirit of the most violent discontent was excited throughout the whole
kingdom, and the populace, led on by the Jacobite leaders, raised tumults
in different parts of the King's dominions. The Chevalier, taking ad-
vantage of this excitement, issued his manifesto to the chief nobility, espe-
cially to the Dukes of Shrewsbury, Marlborough, and Argyll, who handed
them to the Secretaries of State.

The King dissolved Parliament in the month of January 1715, and
issued an extraordinary proclamation calling together a new Parliament.
The Whigs were successful both in England and Scotland, but particularly
80 in the latter, where a majority of the peers, and forty out of the forty-five
members then returned to the Commons, were in favour of the King’s
Government. The principal struggle was in the county of Inverness,
between Mackenzie of Prestonhall strongly supported by Glen-
garry and the other Jacobite chiefs, and Forbes of Culloden, brother of
the celebrated President, who carried the election through the influence
of Brigadier-General Grant and the friends of Lord Lovat.

The Earl of Mar, who had rendered himself extremely unpopular among
the Jacobite chiefs, afterwards rewarded some of his former favourites by
advocating the repeal of the Union. He was again made Secretary of
State for Scotland in 1713, but was unceremoniously dismissed from
office by George I., and vowed revenge. He afterwards found his way
north to Fife, and subsequently to the Braes of Mar. On the 19th of
August 1715, he despatched letters to the principal Jacobites, among
whom was Lord Seaforth, inviting them to attend a grand hunting
match at Braemar on the 27th of the same month. This was a ruse
meant to cover his intention to raise the standard of rebellion, and that
the Jacobites were let into the secret is evident from the fact that as
early as the 6th of August those in Edinburgh and the neighbourhood
were aware of his intentions to come to Scotland. Under pretence of
attending this grand match a considerable number of noblemen and
gentlemen arrived at Aboyne about the appointed time, among whom
were the Marquis of Huntly, eldest son of the Duke of Gordon ; the
Marquis of Tullibardine, eldest son of the Duke of Athole; the Earls of
Nithsdale, Marischal, Traquair, Errol, Southesk, Carnwarth, Seaforth,
Linlithgow, and others ; the Viscounts Kilsyth, Kenmure, Kingston, and
Stormont ; Lords Rollo, Duffus, Drummond, Strathallan, Ogilvie, and
Nairne ; and about twenty six gentlemen of influence in the Highlands,
among whom were Generals Hamilton and Gordon, Glengarry, Campbell
of Glendaruel, and the lairds of Auchterhouse and Auldbar.* Mar made
a stirring address, expressing regret for his past conduct in favouring the

* History of the Highland Clans ; Rae, p, 189 ; Annals of King George, pp, 16-16, .
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Union, and, now that his eyes were opened, promising to do all in his
power to retrieve the past and make his countrymen again a free people.
He produced a commission from James appointing him Lieutenant-
General and Commander of all the Jacobite forces in Scotland, informed
the meeting that he was supplied with money, and that an arrangement
had been made by which he would be enabled to pay rcgularly any forces
that might be raised, so that no gentleman who should join his standard
with his followers would be put to any expense, and the country would
be entirely relieved of the expenses of conducting the war; after which
the meeting unanimously resolved to take up arms to establish the
Chevalier on the Scottish throne. They then took the oath of fidelity to
the Earl as representative of James VIIL and to each other, and
separated, each going home promising to raise his vassals and be in readi-
ness to join Mar whenever they were summoned to do so. They had
scarcely arrived at their respective destinations when they were called
upon to meet the Earl at Aboyne on the 3d of September following,
where, with only sixty followers, Mar proclaimed the Chevalier at Castle-
town in Braemar, after which he proceeded to Kirkmichael, where, on the
6th of September, he raised his standard in presence of a force of 2000
men, mostly consisting of horse. When in course of erection the ball on
the top of the pole fell off. This, which was regarded by the Highlanders
as a bad omen, cast a gloom over the proceedings of the day.

Meanwhile Colonel Sir Hector Munro, who had served as Captain of
the Earl of Orkney’s Regiment with reputation in the wars of Queen
Anne, raised his followers, who, with a body of Rosses, amounted to
about 600 men. With these, in November 1715, he encamped at Alness,
and on the 6th of October following he was joined by the Earl of Suther-
land, accompanied by his son, Lord Strathnaver, and by Lord Reay, with
an additional force of 600, in the interest of the Whig Government, and
to cover their own districts and check the movements of the Western
clans in effecting a junction with the Earl of Mar, whom Earl William
and Sir Donald Macdonald had publicly espoused, as already stated, at
the pretended hunting match in Braemar. This meeting at Alness had
the effect of keeping Seaforth in the North. If the Earl and his mother's
clans had advanced a month earlier the Duke of Argyll could not have
dared to make head against Mar’s united forces, who might have pushed
an army across the Forth sufficient to have paralyzed any exertion that
might have been made to have preserved a shadow of the existing Govern-
ment in Scotland. It may be said that if Dundee had lived to have held
the commission of Mar, such a junction would not have been necessary to
effect, which amounts to no more than that the life of Dundee would
have been tantamount to a restoration of the Stewarts. Mar was not
trained in the camp, nor did he possess the military genius of a Dundee.
Had Montrose a moiety of his force things would have been otherwise.
Mar, trusting to Seaforth’s reinforcement, was inactive, and Seaforth was
for a time kept in by the collocation of Sutherland’s levies, till he was
also joined by 700 Macdonalds and detachments from other names,
amounting, with his own followers, to 3000 men, with which he instantly
attacked the Earl of Sutherland, who fled with his mixed army precipit-
ately to Bonar-Bridge, where they dispersed. A party of Grants on their
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way to join them, on being informed of Sutherland’s retreat, thought it
prudent to retrace their steps. Seaforth, thus relieved, levied considerable
fines on Munro’s territories, which were fully retaliated in his absence
with the Jacobite army, to join which he now set out; and Sir John
Mackenzie of Coul, whom he had ordered to occupy Inverness, was, after
a gallant resistance, forced by Lord Lovat, at the head of a mixed body
of Frasers and Grants, to retreat with his garrison to Ross-shire. “Whether
he followed his chief to Perth does not appear; but on Seaforth’s
arrival that Mar seems for the first time to have resolved on. the passage
of the Firth—a movement which led to the Battle of Sheriffmuir—is
evident and conclusive as to the different features given to the whole
campaign by the Whig camp at Alness, however creditable to the noble
Earl and his mother’s confederates. But it is not our present province to
enter on a military review of the conduct of either army preceding this
consequential conflict, or to decide to which party the victory, claimed
by both parties, properly belonged; suffice it to say that above 3000 of
Seaforth’s men formed a considerable part of the second line, and seem
from the general account on that subject to have done their duty.”* A
great many of Seaforth’s followers were slain, among whom were four
gentlemen who appear to have signally distinguished themselves. These
were John Mackenzie of Hilton, who commanded a company of the Mac-
kenzies, John Mackenzie of Applecross, John of Conchra, and John of
Achtertyre. Their prowess on the field has been commemorated by one
of their followers, John MacRae, who escaped and returned home, in an
excellent Gaelic poem, known as ¢ Latha Blar an t-Siorra,” or the “ Day
of Sheriffmuir,” and which we shall preserve elsewhere. ~The fate of
these renowned warriors was keenly regretted by their Highland country-
men, and they are still remembered and distinguished among them as
¢ Ceithear Ianan na h-Alba,” or the ¢ Four Johns of Scotland.”

During the previous troubles Islandonain Castle got into the hands of
the King’s troops, but some time before Sheriffmuir it was again secured
by the following stratagem :—A neighbouring tenant applied to the
Governor for some of the garrison to cut his corn, as he feared from the
appearance of the sky and the croaking of ravens that a heavy storm was
impending, and that nothing but a sudden separation of his crop from
the ground could save his family from starvation. The Governor readily
yielded to his solicitations and sent the garrison of Government soldiers
then in the castle to his aid, who, on their return, discovered the ruse
too late ; for the Kintail men were by this time reaping the spoils, and
had possession of the castle. “The oldest inhabitant of the parish re-
members to have seen the Kintail men under arms, dancing on the leaden
roof, just as they were setting out for the Battle of Sheriffmuir, where
this resolute band was cut to pieces.”t

Inverness continued meanwhile in possession of the Mackenzies, under
command of the Governor, Sir John Mackenzie of Coul, and George Mac-
kenzie of Gruinard. Macdonald of Keppoch was on his march to support
Sir John at Inverness, and Lord Lovat, learning this, gathered his men
together, and on the 7th of November decided to throw himself

+ Bennetsfield MS, 1 Old Statistical Account of Kintail, 1792,
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across the river Ness and place his forces directly between Keppoch and
the Governor. Sir John, on discovering the movement of Lovat, resolved
to make a sally out of the garrison and place the enemy between him and
the advancing Keppoch, where he could attack him with advantage, but
Keppoch became alarmed and returned home through Glen-Urquhart,
whereupon Lord Lovat marched straight upon Inverness, and took up a
position about a mile to the west of the town. The authorities were
summoned to send out the garrison and the Governor, or the town would
be burned and the inhabitants put to the sword. Preparations were
made for the attack, but Sir John Mackenzie, considering any further
defence hopeless, on the 10th of November collected together all the
boats he could find, and at high water safely effected his escape from the
town, when Lovat marched in without opposition. His Lordship
advised the Earl of Sutherland of his possession of Inverness, and on the
15th November the latter, leaving Colonel Robert Munro of Fowlis as
Governor of Inverness, went with his followers, accompanied by Lord
Lovat with some of his men, to Brahan Castle, and compelled the respon-
sible men of the Clan Mackenzie who were not in the South with the
Earl of Seaforth, to come under an obligation for their peaccable be-
haviour, and to return the arms previously taken from the Munroes by
Lord Seaforth at Alness ; to release the prisoners in their possession, and
promise not to assist Lord Seaforth directly or indirectly in his efforts
against the Government ; that they would grant to the Karl of Suther-
land any sum of money he might require from them upon due notice for
the use of the Government ; and, finally, that Brahan Castle, the principal
residence of the Earl of Seaforth, should be turned into a garrison for his
Majesty King George.

Seaforth returned home from Sheriffmuir, and again collected his
men near Brahan, but the Earl of Sutherland, with a large number of his
own men, Lord Reay’s, the Munroes, Rosses, Culloden’s men, and the
Frasers, marched to meet him and encamped at Beauly, within a few
miles of Seaforth’s camp, and prepared to give him battle, * which, when
my Lord Seaforth saw, he thought it convenient to capitulate, own the
King’s authority, disperse his men, and propose the mediation of these
Government friends for his pardon. Upon his submission the King was
graciously pleased to send down orders that upon giving up his arms and
coming into Inverness, he might expect his pardon; yet upon the
Pretender’s Anvil at Perth and my Lord Huntly’s suggestions to him
that now was the time for them to appear for their King and country,
and that what honour they lost at Dunblane might yet be regained ; but
while he thus insinuated to my Lord Seaforth, he privately found that-
my Lord Seaforth had by being an early suitor for the King's pardon, by
promising to lay down his arms, and owning the King’s authority, claimed
in a great measure to an assurance of his life and fortune, which he
thought proper for himself to purchase at the rate of disappointing Sea-
forth, with hopes of standing by the good old cause, till Seaforth, with
that vain hopes, lost the King’s favour that was promised him ; which
Huntly embraced by taking the very first opportunity of deserting the
Pretender’s cause, and surrendering himself upon terms made with him
of safety to his life and fortune, This sounded so sweet to him that he
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sleeped so secure as never to dream of any preservation for a great many
good gentlemen that made choice to stand by him and serve under him,
than many other worthy nobles who would die or banish rather than not
show their personal bravery, and all other friendly offices to their ad-
herents.”*

In February 1716, hopeless of attaining his object, the unfortunate
son of James II. left Scotland, the land of his forefathers, never to visit
it again, and Earl William followed him to the common resort of the
exiled Jacobites of the time. On the 7th of the following May an act of
attainder was passed against the Earl and other chiefs of the Jacobite
party. Their estates were forfeited, though practically in many cases, and
especially in that of the Earl of Seaforth, it was found extremely difficult
to carry the forfeiture into effect, as we shall presently see. The Master
of Sinclair is responsible for the base and unfounded allegation that the
Earl of Seaforth, the Marquis of Huntly, and other Jacobites, were in
treaty with the Government to deliver up the Chevalier to the Duke of
Argyll, that they might procure better terms for themselves than they
could otherwise expect. “This odious charge, which is not corroborated
by any other writer, must be looked upon as highly improbable.”+ If
any proof of the untruthfulness of this charge is necessary it will be

found in the fact that Earl William returned afterwards to the Island of

Lews, and re-embodied his vassals there under an experienced officer,
Campbell of Ormundel, who had served with distinction in the Russian
army, and it was not until a large Government force was sent over against
him, which he found it impossible successfully to oppose, that he recrossed
to the mainland and escaped to France.

Among the ““ gentlemen prisoners” taken to the Castle of Stirling on
the day after the Battle of Sheriffmuir we find the fellowing in a list
published in “ Patten’s Rebellion ”—Xenneth Mackenzie, nephew to Sir
Alexander Mackenzie of Coul ; John Maclean, adjutant to Colonel Mac-
kenzie’'s Regiment ; Colin Mackenzie of Kildin, captain of Fairburn’s
Regiment ; Hugh MacRaw, Donald MacRaw, and Christopher MacRae.

- The war declared against Spain in December 1718 again revived the
hopes of the Jacobites, who, in accordance with a stipulation between

the British Government and the Duke of Orleans, then Regent of France,

had previously, with the Chevalier and the Duke of Ormond at their
head, been ordered out of France. They repaired to Madrid where they
held conferences with Cardinal Alberoni, and concerted an invasion of
Great Britain. On the 10th of March 1719 a fleet, consisting of ten
men-of-war and twenty-one transports, having on board five thousand
men, a large quantity of ammunition, and thirty thousand muskets, sailed
from Cadiz under the command of the Duke of Ormond, with instructions
to join the rest of the expedition at Corunna, and to make a descent at
once upon England, Scotland, and Ireland. The sorry fate of this expe-
dition is well-known. Only two frigates reached its destination, the rest
having been dispersed and disabled off Cape Finisterre by a violent storm
which lasted about twelve days. The two ships which survived the
storm and reached Scotland had on board the Earl of Seaforth and Earl

* Lord Lovat’s Account of the Taking of Inverness, Yatteu’s Rebellion,
+ Fullarton’s Highland Clans, p. 471,
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Marischal, the Marquis of Tullibardine, some field officers, three hundred
Spaniards, and arms and ammunition for two thousand men. They
entered Lochalsh about the middle of May. They effected a landing in
Kintail and were joined by a body of Seaforth’s vassals, and a party of
Macgregors under command of the famous Rob Roy; but the other
Jacobite chiefs, remembering their previous disappointments and misfor-
tunes, stood aloof until the whole of Ormond’s forces should arrive.
General Wightman, who was stationed at Inverness, hearing of their
arrival, marched to meet them with 2000 Dutch troops and a detachment
of the garrison at Inverness. Seaforth’s forces and their allies took pos-
session of the pass of Glenshiel, but on the approach of the Government
forces they retired to the pass of Strachell, which they decided to defend
at all hazards. They were here engaged by General Wightman, who,
after a smart skirmish of about three hours’ duration, and after inflicting
some loss upon the Highlanders, drove them from one eminence to another
till night came on, when the Highlanders, their chief having been seriously
wounded, and giving up all hopes of a successful resistance, retired
during the night to the mountains, carrying Seaforth along with them ;
and the Spaniards, next morning, surrendered themselves prisoners of
war.* Seaforth, Marischal, and Tullibardine, with the other principal
officers, managed to effect their escape to the Western Isles, from which
they afterwards found their way to the continent. Rob Roy was placed
in ambush with the view of attacking the Royal troops in the rear, and
it is recorded that having more zeal than prudence, he attacked the rear
of the enemy’s column before they had become engaged in front ; his
small party was routed, and the intention of placing the King’s troops
between two fires was thus defeated.t General Wightman sent a detach-
ment to Islandonain Castle, which he ordered to be blown up and de-
molished.

‘Wightman advanced from the Highland Capital by Loch-Ness, and
a modern writer pertinently asks ¢“ Why he was allowed to pass by such
a route without opposition ¢ It is alleged that Marischal and Tullibardine
had interrupted the movements of the invaders by ill-timed altercations
about command, but we are provoked to observe that some extraordinary
interposition seems evident to frustrate every scheme towards forwarding
the cause of the ill-fated house of Stuart. Had the Chevalier St George
arrived earlier, as he might have done ; had William Earl of Seaforth
joined the Earl of Mar some time before, as he ought to have done; and
strengthened as Mar would then have been, had he boldly advanced on
Stirling, as it appears he would have done, Argyll's force would have
been annihilated and James VIIL proclaimed at the Cross of Edinburgh.
‘Well did the brave Highlanders indignantly demand, ¢What did you

* The Spaniards kept their powder magazine and balls behind the manse, but after
the Battle of Glenshiel they set fire to it lest it should fall into the hands of the King’s

troops. These balls are still gathered up by sportsmen, and are found in great abund-
ance ugm the glebe,—Old Statistical Account of Kintail.
+ New

Statistical Account of Glenshiel, by the Rev. John Macrae, who gives a
minute description of the scenes of the battle, and informs us that in constructing the
parliamentary road which runs through the Glen a few years ago, several bullets and
pieces of musket barrels were found ; and the green mounds which cover the graves of
the slain, and the ruins of a rude breast-work, which the Highlanders constructed on
the crest of the hill to cover their position, still mark the scene of the confliet.
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call us to arms for? Was it to run away? What did our own King
come for? Was it to see us butchered by hangmen?’ There was a
fatuity that accompanied all their undertakings which neutralised intre-
pidity, devotedness, and bravery ; which the annals of no other people
can exhibit, and paltry jealousies which stultified exertions, which, inde-
pendently of political regults, astonished Europe at large.”*

An Act of Parliament for disarming the Highlanders was passed in
1716, but in some cases to very little purpose, for some of the most dis-
affected clans were better armed than ever, though by the Act the collectors
of taxes were allowed to pay for the arms given in, none were delivered
except those which were broken, old, and unfit for use, and these were
valued at prices far above what they were really worth. Not only so,
but a lively trade in old arms was carried on with Holland and other
continental countries, and these arms were sold to the commissioners as
Highland weapons, at exorbitant prices. Geneial Wade also found in the
possession of the Highlanders a large quantity of arms which they ob-
tained from the Spaniards who took part in the Battle of Glenshiel, and
he computed that those Highlanders opposed to the Government possessed
at this time no less than five or six thousand arms of various kinds.

‘Wade arrived in Inverness on the 10th of August 1725, and in virtue
of another Act passed in the same year, he was empowered to
proceed to the Highlands and to summon the clans to deliver up their
arms, and carry several other recommendations of his own into effect.
On his arrival he immediately proceeded to business, went to Brahan
Castle, and called on the Mackenzies to deliver up their weapons. He
took those presented to him on the word of Murchison, factor on the
estate, and by the representation of Tarbat, Sir Kenneth Mackenzie of
Cromarty, and Sir Colin Mackenzie of Coul, at the head of a large depu-
tation of the clan, he compromised his more rigid instructions and
accepted a selection of worn-out and worthless arms, and at the same time
promised that if the clan exhibited a willing disposition to comply with
the orders of the Government he would use his influence in the following
Parliament to procure a remission for their chief and his followers ;
and we find, to quote our last-named authority; that ¢ through his
means, and the action of other minions of Court (Tarbat was then in
power), Seaforth received a simple pardon by letters patent in 1726, for
himself and clan, whose submission was recognised in the sham form of
delivering their arms, a matter of the less consequence as few of that
generation were to have an opportunity of wielding them again in the
same cause.”

( To be Continued.)

TaE fourth part of Sinclair'’s ¢ Oranaiche,” recently issued, is in every
way quite up to its predecessors. The next part will complete the work
in accordance with the original intention of the Publishers.

* Bennetsfield MS,
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HACO, THE DANE, OR THE PRINCE'S WOOING.
A TRUE ROMANCE OF LOOH-MAREE, IN THREE PARTS,.

By J. E. MubDpocK, author of “ A Wingless Angel,” *“ As the Shadows
Fall,” ¢ Lovat, or Out in the '45,” §e., &e.

——0—-—.
Part II.—THE DUEL To THE DEATH.

In the strange and wild looking man who had so suddenly appeared before
him, as if he had risen out of the very bowels of the earth, Haco recog-
nised *“ Red Hector of the Hills.”

This man was giant-like in his proportions, and his powerful physique,
masgive chest, and broad shoulders presented a marked contrast to the
slim, graceful figure of the Prince.

Hector was as wild in nature as he was in appearance. He was chief
of a small yet savage clan, which, disdaining allegiance to the more
powerful clans, was constantly at war. Hector's whole life had been
passed amidst scenes of rapine and bloodshed. He was as bloodthirsty as
the wolf, as cunning as the fox, as subtle as the serpent. He carried his
life in his hands, for all men, save those of his own clan, were against
him. He warred for what he was pleased to term his *rights.” From
his earliest age he had been taught that power, wealth, and influence were
his birthright, but that this birthright had been stolen from him. By
whom it was not very clear, but at all events it was his special mission to
acquire these things either by fair means or foul. His name had come to
be a name of terror throughout Ross-shire, and even at the present day,
many an auld wife stills the crying of a fractious bairn by telling it that
if it does not cease she will call in Red Hector. Ferocious, merciless, and
bloodthirsty, no wonder that he had come to be feared, for there was
something wolfish in his nature, and the wolves that prowled about the
mountains, and sneaked through the glens and valleys in search of prey
were not more hated than he. There was one singular trait, however, in
his character, and which in a large measure compensated for his otherwise
fierce and cruel instincts. This was nothing less than an unswerving
gentleness and kindness to women and children.

“I wage war with men,” he was fond of saying, “and not with bairns
and women,”

The result of this was that not a few women of the district had given
him shelter and food when he had been sorely pressed by his enemies,
and oftentimes those enemies were the husbands of the very women who
were protecting him.,

Soon after the Princess Thyra had come to dwell on Isle Maree,
Hector had met her one day in company with some of the monks as they
were returning from one of the religious houses which stood in Glen
Docherty. Hector gazed upon the fair face of the Princess until he be-
came, as it were, entranced. She and the monks saw him, as he stood
beneath the shadow of an overhanging rock, and his coarse and wild
appearance alarmed her so that they quickened their pace and hurried
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away. Hector did not offer to follow them, but he continued to gaze
after the beautiful girl until she disappeared. Then he wandered away
. slowly to the hills. He was thoughtful and silent, and from that moment
a change came over him. The face of the Princess haunted him. He
could never shut it out, and he began to dream that it was within the
region of possibility she might yet be his, and at no distant date. Day
after day he waited in the same spot in the hope that he might again
meet her, but he waited in vain. Then a strange restlessness stole over
him, and unable longer to control his feelings he determined, in spite of
the superstitious awe with which he, in common with all the Highlanders,
regarded Isle Maree, to visit the island and endeavour to obtain .an inter-
view with the woman who—so to speak—had enchanted him.

He went down to the edge of the loch opposite the island, and with
that unflinching boldness which was part of his nature, he plunged into
the dark waters and swam to the island. Dripping and exhausted after
his hazardous feat—for it was a long distance, and the season being winter
the water was terribly cold—he landed, much to the astonishment.and
alarm of some of the monks who were busy in the garden of the monastery.
But to assure them of his peaceful intentions, Red Hector devoutly bowed
his knee and crossed himself. Then he drank of the water of the holy
well, and as a still more convincing proof of the peacefulness of his
mission, he drew a coin from his pouch and drove it into the money-tree.
This done, he approached one of the monks, who, from certain indications
in his dress, was superior to the rest, and removing his bonnet from his
massive head, which was covered with coarse, red bair, he bowed low,
and said—

“ Holy father, the unusual manner which I have taken to visit you
need cause you no alarm. I was unable'to obtain a boat, and moved by
burning impatience I trusted myself to the waters. I come alone, there-
fore is my mission peace.”

“ Thou art welcome, my son,” the monk replied, as he folded h.ls arms
upon his breast, “ as are all those who come to our sanctuary with good
intent. But what brings thee here in so unusual & manner$”

“ What should bring me, father, save bright eyes and ruddy lips !
‘What should induce me to risk my life in the treacherous waters of the
loch save love !”

“Love!” the monk echoed in surprise, while his brow darlfened with
a frown.

“ Aye, even love. Dost think that my heart is stone? Rugged
and wild I am in appearance ; that I know, but I am not without feeling,
not yet dead to the influence of beauty and gentleness.”

The monk seemed annoyed and confused, but after a pause he an-
swered, ¢ But why comest thou here to tell me this $”

 Art thou so dull thet thou canst not guess that I come to woo one
whose home is here—even the Princess Thyra.” .

The monk started and looked at his colleagues, then turning to the
bold Hector, who stood shivering in the cold wind, he said, ¢ Surely thou
art mad, my son, to dream of one who is so far above thee.”

« Far above me !” Hector cried in a wrathful tone. “ Love recognises
no degrees of rank or station, it levels all.”
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¢ Grant you that that is true,” answered the monk. ¢ Thou shouldst
not forget that the Princess is wedded to the Church, or at least until
such times as her father chuoses to appoint her a husband.”

“ What care I for her father,” Hector exclaimed, as the passion glow
mounted into his swarthy face, for he could not hear to he thwarted,
and his self-possession was leaving him. “ I have looked into her face,
and henceforth she and she only can be my light. Give me an oppor-
tunity to woo her, but even though you should oppose me I tell you this,
. and the vow of Red Hector was never yet broken—I will possess her.”

“ Thou art saucy and insolent,” the monk answered, * and let me tell
thee that the Princess Thyra is not for the likes of thee.”

At this moment the Princess crossed the garden as she was on her
way to the little chapel. As he caught sight of her form, Hector was
moving towards her without noticing the monk’s words, but the monk
caught him by the arm and held him back. Almost foaming with rage,
the Highlander raised his ponderous fist to strike the holy man, but quick
as.thought the monk drew a small crucifix from his bosom, and holding
it above Hector’s head, he exclaimed—

- “ Away, thou man of crime and sin, or, by this symbol of holiness °

and truth, thou shalt be cursed.”

" Hector récoiled in horror. Like all the Highlanders, he was very
superstitious, and the thought of being placed under a ban filled him with
.a dreadful fear. In a few moments, however, he partly recovered himself.
The wolf had come back into his nature again, and all the gentleness had
died out. He drew his gaunt, powerful figure up, and while his keen
eyes flashed fire, he exclaimed—

“ The sanctity of this holy isle protects thee from my wrath, but thy
insolence and churlishness shall not go unpunished ; and I swear at every
hazard to possess the Princess Thyra.”

‘Without another word he turned on his heel, and stalking down to
the water, he plunged in without a moment's hesitation, and swam away.

From the moment that Red Hector left the island he was a changed
man, and: his whole thought was of the Princess Thyra. Twice after that
he met her on the mainland in company with the monks as they re-
turned from their weekly visits to the religious houses which had been
established in the neighbouring glens. On each occasion he took the
opportunity to declare his love in the most impassioned language. But
the Princess turned a deaf ear to him, and told him that it would be
perfectly useless for him to hope that he could ever gain her hand. In
time he learned that she was betrothed to Prince Haco, and then the

- man’s nature seemed to become more savage, and he swore the most
terrible oath that he would be revenged on his rival

The Prince was warned against Red Hector, but he paid little heed to
the warnings, for he did not think it likely that this man would dare to
lift his hand against a scion of the Royal House of Denmark. As time
passed and nothing was heard or seen of Hector, Haco had almost for-
gotten him, until at last they stood face to face on that night when the
Prince returned from his interview with the Princess.

As the Prince looked upon the powerful savage before him, a momentary
fear caused a saudder to pass over his frame, for he saw that a combat
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with such a foe would be all to his disadvantage. But Haco was
naturally a brave man, and the fear gave place to contempt and scorn.

“ Say, fellow,” he cried, “what do you mean by this outrage, and why
do you try to make a target of my body for your arrows %"

A withering smile wreathed itself around Hector’s cruel mouth as he
made answer—

¢ Canst thou ask such a question as that, seeing that thou hast just
left the woman who is dearer to me than my own life,” he retorted
fiercely.

“ And thinkest thou that she would deign to notice such a savage
wolf as thou art ?” Haco asked scornfully. ¢ Move from my path and let
me pass. Her very nawme is polluted by being uttered by thy foul lips.”

“ By the moon that shines in yonder heavens, these words shall cost
thee thy life,” Hector cried, as like a tiger springing on its prey he sprang
at Haco’s throat.

In point of physique no two men could have been more in opposition
than Haco and Hector, but what the Prince lacked in stature and build,
he made up by litheness and agility. His rapier was knocked from his
hand by the ugly rush of his antagonist who had drawn his dirk and was
trying to lunge it into Haco’s heart. The Prince saw the weapon gleam
in the moonlight. He knew that this half savage man was pitiless, and
that only the dumb stones and rocks and the whispering trees were there
to witness the death struggle. Help there was none. It was man to
man, and tho fight would only end when éne or both were lying stark and
dead. Suddenly there came before the mental vision of the Prince the
fair and pitiful face of her who was far dearer to him than life. And as
he thought of her and the desolation into which she would be plunged if
he were slain, he seemed to be filled with almost superhuman strength—a
strength that was begotten by the energy of desperation, if not of despair.
He had seized the wrist of his foe, and held him with a tenacious grip
that the other could not shake off. "With all his mighty strength Hector
was unwieldy and clumsy, whereas the Prince had been taught the art of
fence, and he felt that could he but possess himself of his fallen weapon
he could without difficulty place his foe hors de combat.

Locked in a deadly embrace the two men struggled like savage animals,
and in trying to get a better hold of his agile foe, Hector dropped his
dirk.

They were on equal terms now—each man was unarmed—and there is
little doubt that in the end Hector would have succeeded, by mere brute
force, in crushing the life out of his antagonist. But suddenly as they
reeled to and fro they both fell, Hector being uppermost. His strong
hands were round the Prince’s throat, when the Prince cried—

“ Coward ! dastardly coward! Would you destroy a defenceless and
unarmed man 1"

For a moment Red Hector paused as if weighing the words in his
brain. Then he rose, much to the other's surprise, and while his eyes
flashed and his lip quivered with passion, he answered—

“Coward to your teeth. I am no coward, and I scorn to take advan-
tage of you. Hector of the Hills never yet struck an unarmed man.
Rise and take up your sword.” As he spoke he picked up his dirk, and
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grasping it savagely, he stood on his guard and waited for the Prince to
regain his feet.

Struck by this manly and almost noble trait in Hector’s character,
Haco as he rose said—

“1 gladly withdraw the epithet. You are no coward, but indeed
a brave man ; and instead of being enemies, we should be friends. I fear
thee not, and yet I say that we should not fight but part in peace.”

Hector's face was scarlet with passion, and his eyes gleamed like a
wild cat’s.

“ Fool !” he exclaimed, “ why do you waste words? I hate you,” he
hissed between his clenched teeth—* hate you,” he repeated, with strong
vehemence, “for you are my rival. Take up your sword, or by the God
who made us, I will strike you down where you stand.”

“ Can we not settle this matter any other way but by fighting ¥ Haco
asked, still anxious to avoid bloodshed.

“ No,” growled Hector, “ only one of us shall ever leave this spot
again alive.”

‘Without another word the Prince stooped and picked up his rapier.
Not the shadow of a fear agitated him now. He felt on terms of equality
with his powerful foe, for he was a master in the use of the sword. He
cast one look up to the heavens. Perhaps a hasty prayer was passing
through his brain. The stars and moon were shining brilliantly. The
water of the loch was lapping the shore with a musical plash, and the
night wind stirred the irecs into a strange and weird melody. Turning
his eyes from above, the Prince gave one hurried look across the dark
waters to where the holy isle lay steeped in purple shadow, and in whose
peaceful sanctuary his beloved perhaps slept and dreamed of him. In-
audibly he breathed her name, and the thought of her gave him a lion’s
heart.

“On thy guard,” he cried, as he grasped the handle of his rapier
with a grip of steel.

¢ Vietory to him who draws first blood,” growled Hector, as warily he
crept towards his antagonist, and watching his opportunity to spring.
For some moments the two men moved round and round each other like
watchful tigers. Then, with the quickness of thought, the Prince made
a sudden lunge, but the other sprang aside, and in an instant he got under
the Prince’s guard, and aimed a terrific blow at his heart. He missed
his aim, however, but the dirk went through the fleshy part of the Prince’s
arm, and first blood was drawn.

“Victory to him who draws first blood,” Hector had said, and now as
the Prince remembered the ominous words they seemed to have a fatal
significance. But he lost none of his courage. He knew too well now
that it was a fight to the death. He staggered for a moment, but quickly
recovering himself, and though the warm blood was spurting from the
wound, he darted forward and gashed the Highlander in the neck.

¢ Blood for blood,” he cried exultingly.

Both men were now thoroughly aroused, and for some minutes it was
thrust and parry, parry and thrust. Twice did the Prince succeed in
wounding his foe, and once again the Highlander's dirk drank the royal
blood of Haco. But neither man was mortally wounded, and the sight
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of the blood which covered them both only served to arouse them to
more desperate efforts. The fight hecame furious. The ground beneath
their feet was soaked with gore, and trampled into a pool. Each of the
combatants was desperately wounded and bleeding profusely ; and at last,
seizing an opportunity, when for a moment the Prince was off his guard,
Hector flew at him and both went down together. For a brief second
the Highlander’s dirk flashed and gleamed in the moon’s rays, and then
it descended and was sheathed in Haco’s body.

The unfortunate Prince gave vent to a gurgling gasp, his body
quivered ; then all was still. Hector drew his weapon from the wound,
and wiped it on his plaid. Then he rose to his feet and listened. Not a
sound was to be heard save the wash of the waters, and the sighing of the
wind in the trees. The Prince was motionless, as motionless as the rocky
boulders that were strewn around. The Highlander spurned the body
with his foot, and then with a grunt of satisfaction he walked hastily
away, and was lost in the darkness of the night.

(To be Continued.)

A HIGHLAND EXILE'S DEATH.
[ S—

*T'was in the far Oanadian wilds, where Frazer’s waters flow,

And foot of man the solitude can scarce be said to know

(Suve when, like shadow through the glades, the wary Indian strays
‘With stealthy step, which snapping twig nor rustling leaf botm.yu{:
That, as the glow of day began in gloom of eve to melt,

Two hunter forms beside a third in heartfelt sorrow knelt.

All three were elad in backwood guise, in trophies of the chase ;
Each was of rugged, well-knit frame, and weather-beaten face ;
Each showed the spare but sinewy strength begot of woodland toil,
‘While features hard and piercing eye spoke sons of Scotland’s soil
‘Who long had left the glens o’erhung by proud Ben Aven’s crest
To seek a freeman’s dwelling *mid the forests of the West.

Lithsome-limbed and supple-sinewed, shoulder-broad and brisket deep,
Such they were as tyrants banish, but true statesmen love to keep ;

Such as glen and strath and corrie in the glorious meuntain land

Rear (or reared, the while I knew it—’neath the gallant Gordon’s hand) ;
Such as changed in hue their tartans, as they stemmed the battle’s flood,
‘With the life-stream of the foeman, and their own blue Highland blood {
Such they were as women wership, not for features’ sake alone,

Not for stalwart form and stately, muscle hard, and bendless bone
(Though for these they stoed unequalled), but for fearless heart and true,
Kindly glance, and dauntless bearing, worn beneath the bonnet blue :
Such as ever made the staunchest serried ranks of France to reel,
Nodding plume and waving tartan charging with the Highland steel,

Oh ! ye gallant sons of Albyn ! Oh! ye clansmen of the North !

Cursed the memory of the traitors who sent you from Scotland forth;

Thrice accursed short-sighted statesmen who could give to alien men

Power to drive you from your dwellings in each hero-nursing glen !

Had you stayed the foe might threaten, diplomats succeed or fail—

Britain still could count on Scotland’s * Clann nan Gaidheal 'n guaillibk cheil’.”

Now, alas | where look we for them ? Almest vainly in the land
‘Where they mustered at the beckon of Jane Maxwell’s lily hand I*

* The Ducheas of Gordon, who raised the 92d Regiment,
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If we ask for Highland soldiers, neught but memories give re Izvl
‘Why should this be? Ah ! let every mountain echo answer * Why ? "

Memories only ! God we thank thee that such memories yet remain
Treasured in our Nation's anuals, should they never live again !
Better heritage I deem it than a Howard's titled blood,

To be kindred to those heroes slumb’ring 'neath the fereign sod !
Better te be named Macgregor thun Plantagenct or Guelph !
Nobler patriarchal Cluny, than the tawdry Prince of Pelf |

Leveson-Gower | shout thy slegan ! scatter golden bribes abroad
Through the straths where gallant clansmen once in many & band abode !
‘Whence at slightest note of danger to our Highland land and thee
COlaymores would have flashed in thousands ’gainst the common enemy |
Leveson-Gower, read the lesson largely writ in many a glen—
Desert straths with deer for tenants, and a lack of ﬁigh nd men |
Slouohiné keepers found in plenty—somewhat skilled indeed in killing,—
But the Cockney’s tip is relished better than Victoria's shilling !

Live a father to thy people ! love them better than thyself !
Surely thou of all men living may’st make sacrifice of pelf.
‘What to thee a banker’s balance if it cost thee love of men |
Fill thy straths with Highland manhood, I?:ople thiokly every glen !
So thy name shall live immortal, writ in Love’s nnfldin’ lines

On the page of Scotland’s story— ever green as Soetland’s pines.

Fading as the sunlight faded, Donald’s life-light waned apace :
Death’s grey shadow fell (yet softly) on his raddy manhood’s face |
Thus he spoke (the words—O read them, as he spoke, with bated breath—
For a hardly-broken silence best befits thynﬂrelenoe. Death !

Only ear of love can gather murmured words from panting breast
Soon to hush in that long silence which God calls his promised rest !)
¢ Hector | thou wert ever strongest of us three that left our home,
Far from bonnie Scotland’s heather, in a foreign land to roam ;
Therefore, carry home my message—nay, now weep not, be a man |
Loving hearts await its hearing in our home in fair Stratha’an |

Tell my mother that she tarries for my coming home again,

In yon dear ben-sheltered clachan where we parted, all in vain :
Heoctor’s smile will her welcome, Evan’s eoming make her glad,
But, though Donald be not with them, she must not be therefore sad.
Tell her that no open foeman made her boy disgrace his name ;

Tell her lurking treason’s weapon may bring death but never shame!
Tell her that I died in honour, and in peace with God and man

(Here he lisped his childhood’s prayer : —sunset oft resembles dawn 1)

Tell her to be kind to Maggie—Maggie Gordon of the Dee,—

‘Whese fair face (God so has willed it) I shall never live to see |

Bear my blessing to the maiden, had I lived, I would have wed,

But a plighted troth must never bind the living to the dead !

Tell dear Maggie that her tokens lie with me where I repose,

Death’s strong hand that reft my life, could not dissever me from those !
Tell the minister I parted, strong in faith en Him I love,

Christ, whose mercy he encouraged my young heart to seek and prove,
He'll be pleased, I know : his ceunsels often guided me in youth.

Now I look te meet him yonder, where abides the God of Truth : -

Now the Master will receive me dying, for He died for me,

Kiss me, brothers |—Now ’tis daybreak, daybreak of Eternity.

Lay me ’neath the oak-trees’ shadow, though they grow here in the West,
They recal the birk-trees’ murmur in 8trathaven:"—then came rest.

A. MACGREGOR ROSE,

Norr.—Every one who loves the Highlands and Highlanders will rejoice to know
that His Grace the Duke of Sutherland is adopting the course indicated as the true and
worthy one in the above lines (which were written some time ago), and that he is show-
ing a noble example to all Highland chiefs, In a few years there will be no lack of
ready soldiers in Butherland.—A, M. B,
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MARY MORRISON.

—0

MANY years since, there lived on a small farm at the foot of the famous
Coolin Hills, a middle-aged man, Donald Morrison. His land not
being well adapted for growing corn, he devoted his attention to the rear-
ing and breeding of cattle. Being exceedingly prudent, careful, and
of inexpensive habits, he was looked upon by his poorer neighbours as
a rich man. He married somewhat late in life, a middle-aged woman,
who, like himself, had saved some little money. They had only one
child, a daughter, Mary, who grew up a beautiful, sweet-tempered
girl. the very reverse to her parents in disposition. She was as frank and
open-handed as they were reserved and penurious. Donald, though
totally uneducated himself, was shrewd enough to see the benefits of
having his daughter well taught—in fact the old man’s one ambition was
to see his child well married, and ¢ living like a lady,” as he expressed
it. Accordingly, he spared no expense in giving her the best education
the district afforded. At the time of our story tea was only lately intro-
duced into the Highlands, and was only taken as a luxury even by
the higher classes. The art of making and serving out tea to company
was therefore looked upon as an essential part of a young lady’s education,
and a sure sign of culture and good breeding. Donald, anxious that his
daughter should possess this new accomplishment, went to Broadford and
waited upon the factor’s wife, who was an English lady, and, of course, well
versed in this as well as other ladylike qualities, and begged her, as a great
favour, to take Mary under her charge for a few weeks, and initiate her
into the mystery of tea-making, he to supply tea and sugar for the pur-
pose. The lady kindly consented, and after a short stay in the factor’s
house Mary returned home, much improved by her intercourse with the
English lady. Donald was so pleased that he laid in a stock of the then
expensive article, and invited his friends at stated intervals to partake of
the new beverage, and the old man felt well repaid while watching the
grace and ladylike ease with which his daughter did the honours of the
tea table. To give the finishing polish Donald determined upon sending
Mary to a boarding school at Oban, kept by a maiden lady of the name
of Curry. Here Mary soon became a favourite with teachers and pupils,
and grew into a most beautiful and accomplished young woman. She
had been in Oban about eighteen months when the following occurrence
which influenced her whole after life took place : —

One fine afternoon she and a few of the other eldest pupils were
allowed to go for a walk to the sea side, near the ruins of Dunolly
Castle. 'While amusing themselves about the old walls they came upon
a quiet secluded little creek, with a clean pebbly beach, quite the place to
invite a plunge in the clear sea below. No sooner did one suggest
this than all agreed. The bottom a few feet out was full of treacherous
deep holes. Two of the girls were soon in. One of them more daring
than her companion went too far, at once lost her footing, and sank. The
other screamed, and drew Mary’s attention to them. Half-dressed as she
was she jumped in to save the drowning girl, who grasped her so tightly
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that she was unable to help her or save her own life. They both sank
apparently to rise no more. At that moment a shout was heard from
the top of the bank above them. The next moment a young man rushed
and dived into the spot where he saw the girls sink, and in a few mo-
ments had them on shore, where he used every means to restore animation.
He soon had the satisfaction of seeing his efforts crowned with success,
and immediately sent some of the girls to Oban for aid, while he, with
the help of the others, continued to attend to the sufferers. Rubbing and
drying Mary’s head and face, she slowly opened her eyes, surveyed him
from head to foot, and, observing that he was wet all over, she compre-
hended the situation. She gazed into his face with such a look of heart-
felt thanks—a look into which her whole soul seemed to be concentrated.
It reached and penetrated into the young man’s heart, and left an im-
pression there that years could not efface. Miss Curry was soon on the
scene with a conveyance. She acknowledged the bravery of the young
man, and invited him to call at her house next day, that she might in a
more formal manner thank him for saving the lives of her pupils. He
did so, and found Mary recovered sufficiently to meet him, while the other
girl was not so well, although out of danger. In course of conversation he
informed them that his name was Robert Grahame, and that he was mate of
a schooner belonging to Greenock, which had put into the bay the day
before to repair some slight damage she received on a sunken rock
coming through the sound of Mull, and he fortunately happened to be
strolling near the ruins at the time the accident took place. While taking
leave of them he asked permission to call again to enquire for the young
ladies he had been the means of saving, should he happen to be that way.
Miss Curry, as he thought rather dryly, gave her consent. Looking into
Mary’s face at parting, her piercing glance sent another thrill to his heart.
If he had known and understood the lines written by a young Skyeman
in a Gaelic song to his Lowland sweetheart, who had no Gaelic, while he
had but a scanty knowledge of English, the words might well express his
feelings:— :
Gu ro mise an toiseach narach,
8 g:n a Ghailig aic ach gann

Ach bha canain aig a suilean
A thubhairt rium gu’n duil a chall,

Young Grahame had served his time on board one of the ships belong-
ing to Pollock & Gilmour, a firm which had a number of ships employed
in the timber trade between Greenock and North America. From the
first day he went to sea ho was noted for his attention to duty and
obedience to authority. He always carried with him a few useful and
practical books, in the study of which he generally spent his leisure hours
when most of his shipmates wasted their health and money in folly on
shore. By his steady habits and intelligence he was early promoted to
the post of first mate of the vessel he still sailed in. Grahame was now
about twenty-three years of age—the only child and sole support of &
widowed mother. After his visit to Oban Mary was never out of his mind.
He was fully convinced that she was the daughter of some powerful High-
land chief far above his position inlife. He knew and felt that he sincerely
loved her, and, like a plucky tar as he was, he thus reasoned with him-

B
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gelf—* She is too pure and noble ever to be brought down to my level, I
must then raise myself up to hers. She is too young to marry for a few
years yet, and for her sake I will forthwith set about the elevating process,
even should I never see her again. I shall be proud of any effort I may
attempt worthy of her exalted mind and position.” The impression left
on his heart by her last look was doubtless a powerful incentive to his
noble resolution. He at once so arranged, with his mother’s consent,
that instead of going to sea that winter he should place himself under a
master who kept classes to teach navigation fo young seamen, and prepare
them to take charge of foreign-going ships. Such was Grahame’s diligence
that at the end of the session he was considered superior to many who
already had command. In the spring of the year his late owner, Coun-
cillor Maccallum, of Greenock, gave him command of a bandy barque,
which was then loading for New York. On his return, in due course,
his owner was so well pleased with his conduct, both as a seaman and his
aptness for transacting business, that he presented him with a valuable
gold watch and appendages, and promoted him to the command of a larger
vessel, a new full-rigged ship, called the Glencairn, as fine a ship as the
port could boast of, and one which many older and more experienced
captains would be proud to command. Grehame had now made up his
mind to visit Oban and see Mary privately, for he longed to inform her
of his new and improved prospects. For this purpose he asked and
obtained leave for a few days, while the ship was being got ready for sea.
Arriving at Oban, to his great disappointment, he found that Mary had
gone home a few weeks before. Miss Curry was cold and distant, and
refused him Mary’s address. ~He returned and began his prepara-
tions to sail, and getting the Glencairn out to the Tail-of-the-Bank. In
a couple of days he weighed anchor, a fresh breeze blew, but in a few
hours a dead calm succeeded. The tide set in strongly from the south.
At night-fall a hazy darkness settled upon the sea. Captain Grahame
became apprehensive. They were not far enough south to clear the
Island of Iona and the back of Mull. His fears proved only too well
founded, the noble ship grazed on a sunken rock, but, fortunately, the
sea being calm, she sustained but little damage. The men living on the
coast, seeing the ship in danger, came out in their boats to aid him, and
they succeeded in getting her off. Grahame, wishing to ascertain the
extent of damage done before proceeding further on his voyage, with the
aid of the natives, got her round to Tobermory harbour. Here he found,
on examination, that the damage consisted of the tearing and stripping
off some sheathing which his own carpenters could repair in a day or
two. In the evening Grahame walked to the mnorth of the village to
obtain a view of the surrounding scene. Returning to the village, when
about half way back, he observed a tigure walking on slowly and pensively
before him. He instantly stood still and looked intently at the object.
‘What was it that should have set his heart abeating so fast?  There,
undoubtedly, was the never-to-be-forgotten form of Mary so deeply en-
graved upon his heart. He walked quicker, half doubting the instincts
of his anxious heart. The figure before him, hearing the sounds of foot-
steps behind, half turned round as if for the purpose of stepping aside.
Seeing him she involuntary stood still where she was, grasping at the side
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of the bank to keep her from falling. Poor girl, she had been thinking
of him and wondering where he might be at that very moment. Grahame
rushed forward, clasped his fainting Mary in his strong arms, and carried
her to a green grassy spot, a little off the path they had been walking on,
laid her gently down against a heathercovered bank, his arm supporti
her shoulders. She soon recovered, and Grahame had now the joyf
assurance that every throb of that dear heart of hers beat only for him-
self. He gently lifted her head to enquire as to what fortunate circum-
stance he owed the happiness of so unexpectedly meeting her there. Her
only answer was to cling to him closer, as if afraid some evil destiny
would again separate them. He pressed her the closer to him, and
whispered his great love in her ear, to which she responded by nestling
the more confidingly in his bosom. He again asked what had brought
her to Tobermory. Pure, young, and inexperienced—now that the first
breach was made in the natural barrier of her maidenly reserve—she told
him the simple truth, substantially as follows:—‘ A young gentleman
farmer belonging to Lorn, a distant relative of Miss Curry’s, paid them a
visit at Oban. He was seemingly smitten by ber charms, took Miss Curry
into his confidence, and besought her influence in his favour with her
young pupil. 'When her teacher spoke to Mary about this young gentle-
man, she was astonished to find that she felt no interest whatever in his
professions of love for her. Miss Curry enlarged on his position and
means, urging the wisdom and prudence of accepting him as her husband
should he make the offer. Mary would not give her hand without her
heart, and her heart was already given to her sailorlad. Her teacher had
suspected as much, but never dreamed that a sentimental and romantic
notion of that kind could weigh a feather’s weight in the scale, when a
well-known wealthy young man was put in the other. Mary’s persistence
in refusing the young farmer as her lover turned her teacher’s usual kind-
ness into something akin to contempt for her stupidity. The girl's posi-
tion became anything but comfortable. She at last told Miss Curry that
she meant to go home. Miss Curry wrote to Mary’s father, giving the
history of her refusal of a match, which many young women of the best
families would be proud to accept. She also hinted the apparent reason
of the refusal. On Mary’s arrival at home both father and mother made
her more miserable than before. Still, she stood firm in her resolve. It
was, however, very hard on such a mind as her’s, who, from infancy, had
been noted for her deference to the wishes of her parents. To stand
proof against their judgment now grieved her much. She dreaded the
idea.of the possibility of giving way to them on a matter so important to
her future happiness. She regretted coming home, and wished for a
situation of some kind suited to her acquirements, and be set free from
the reproaches continually dinned into her ears. As if in response to her
wishes word came from the factor’s wife at Broadford that a lady in
Tobermory wanted a young person as governess for her two daughters.
Mary applied for the situation, and in due course received an answer offer-
ing the place, and wishing her to enter on her duties as soon as possible.”
Grahame, on learning this, became alarmed lest in his absence she
might be prevailed upon to obey her parents and friends. If he could
only get her to consent to their being married now and keep her situation
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till his return, he would then see that no one would have it in his power
to annoy her as his wife. So he urged her to become his wife before he
left, and thus put it out of the power of any one to compel her to marry
another.

Mary did not know what to say. She felt she had an eloquent advo-
cate within her own bosom to plead her lover's cause, yet she was not
totally blind to the questionable prudence of the step urged upon her.
She would willingly entrust herself to his keeping, and bear any hardship
for his sake, but she knew her parents would not consent, even if there
was time to consult them. Besides, if they got married where they were
it could not be long kept a secret, and would only result in more trouble.
This suggested the idea of Gretna Green to Grahame. He told her that
he expected to be home in four or five months at the longest, and if they
went to a distance no one would know anything about it. So well did
he plead his cause that before they reached the town she had given her
consent. She knew nothing of Gretna Green or of its famous marriages.
All she knew about marriage was, that it was usually done in the parents’
house in Skye or at the manse, by the parish minister. It was arranged
that she was to meet him next forenoon, at a point a few miles south of the
town, where he would have a boat ready to take her to the mainland.
True to her promise, she was at the place appointed in good time, where
she was received by her lover. They immediately set off, and so favour-
able was the wind, that early next morning they landed at Troon in
Agyrshire, from which town they started in a hired chaise for Gretna
Green. The boatmen were to await their return. Arriving at Spring-
field, near Gretna, they were soon married, and re-entering their convey-
ance made all haste back. To their great annoyance a violent gale, ac-
companied by heavy rain, sprung up during the night. It was well on
in the morning before they arrived at Troon, and the boafmen
refused to venture out to sea with an open boat in such weather. There
was nothing for the young couple but to make themselves as comfortable
a8 possible during their forced stay in the place. They decided upon
going to the best inn, and the boatmen made themselves happy
with the aid of refreshments provided by Grahame. Towards evening of
the next day the wind lowered sufficiently to induce the men to try it.
Though still rather high it was favourable, and they sailed,
running at great speed. Arriving at Mull, Captain Grahame found the
Glencairn ready for sea, his chief mate having pushed on the repairs in
his absence. The young husband at the next interview with his wife,
noticing that she took particular interest in an antique seal attached to
his watch, undid and gave it to her, as a keepsake until his return,
along with a sum of money, which she was very unwilling to take, but
he insisted, saying, that if she did not need it he would take it back
when he returned. He promised to write to her at her present address
when he arrived out, she, at the same time, promising to keep their
marriage strictly secret until he returned and took her home as his
wedded wife. The ship sailed next morning with a favourablo fresh
breeze, which soon carried her out to the open sea.

The young wife had to smother her feelings in the presence
of others as best she could; thoughts of the step she had taken
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preyed on her mind, not that she regretted connecting her destiny
with the man of her choice, but the dread of it cozing out before
the return of her husband. Thus a couple of months wore away ;
every blast of wind she heard made her so nervous that the people of the
house noticed it. Her health had given way so much that the
lady advised her to go home for a few weeks, and to return when she got
stronger. Much against her inclination she went. When her parents
saw her emaciated and altered condition, so much did disappointed am-
bition rankle in their breasts that it killed much of the natural smypathy
and tenderness usually existing in the bosoms of most mothers for their
ailing and suffering offspring. If her mother had shown that sympathy
and motherly tenderness which the poor child so earnestly desired and so
much needed, it is more than probable she would have taken her into her
confidence at once, but when she found that every effort she made to enlist
the maternal feelings in her favour, she was repelled by the too common
and senseless expression of “You'r well served for your folly,” her grief
and trouble fell back with double force upon her already over burdened
heart. Letthe worldly and strong-minded mother beware she does not drive
a gensitive and virtuous child to ruin by such unnatural conduct, and
although the rigidly prudent may not approve of Mary’s actions, she
was blessed with a strong and abiding principle that carried her, pure and
unspotted, through all her difficulties to the end. She occasionally went
out in the gloaming for fresh air ; her only companion in these walks being
the seal her husband had given her, and often, when too dark to see it,
she would kiss it for him. At length her mother began to suspect some-
thing particular was the matter, and Mary, when taxed about it, did not
deny that she was soon to become a mother. 'When questioned as to the
paternity of the child she invariably replied that he was her husband, but
who or what he was she would not upon any account disclose. In strict
faithfulness to her promise she, perhaps foolishly, withheld all further
information. Her old and now distracted father upbraided her for
the disgrace brought upon him by bringing a nameless child into the
world. He had the mortification of seeing all his fine castles in the
air tumbling down about his ears. If Mary’s position was uncomfortable
before it now became unbearable. That she was insensible to the awk-
wardness of her situation herself no one who knew her could suppose. She
could not help it now. She had to bear it as best she could. I have no
intention, nor indeed can I describe the tortures her sensitive heart suffered.
The only gleam of sunshine which now and again illumed the darkness of
her despair was the estimation in which she held the worth and merits of
her husband ; her soul would rise at times above her sufferings with the con-
soling assurance that he was worth all that trouble and more, and that he
would dispel all the darkness when he came home. Time came and went
that a letter should reach her. Neighbouring gossips began to whisper
suspicious hints about old Donald’s grand lady of a daughter, which,
when they reached his ears, made him forget any remnant of paternal
feeling he yet felt for her. She now avoided meeting him whenever she
could, and only wished she was away among strangers rather than bear
the looks and cruel taunts of her parents.

At this time a boat came from Fort-William with timber for a
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house that was being built in the place. Mary watched the men from
her window as they unloaded the cargo. Ome evening after the craft
was taken out to anchor right opposite the house, she observed two of
the men coming ashore in their small boat for water, and while filling
their casks at the well sheslipped down to where they were. She found
out that they were to start for home about two in the morning. She
offered them a pound note for her passage. They agreed to send: the small
boat for her before they sailed. Mary quietly employed the intervening
hours in packing up her clothing, with which, and all her money, she
went down to meet the men at the appointed hour. They soon had her
on board and away, hours before any one was astir in her father’s house.
On the morning of the second day they passed through the Sound of
Mull, and rounding the Island of Lismore Mary overheard some of the
crew mentioning old Dunolly Castle. She asked if they were near it,
and one of them pointing in its direction, the sight of it, ever so dim,
awakened thoughts and memories in her mind deeply interesting to
her. She soon, however, lost sight of its outlines as the little vessel
stretched along in the direction of Ballachulish and the historic Glencoe.
Towards evening they landed at Fort-William. Mary went to one of the
inns for the night, intending in the morning to seek out some quiet
retreated village where she might rest for a week or two, and think over
what she was to do. Before retiring to rest she understood there was a
man at the inn who had driven with a party that day from Fort-Augustus
and was going back the next day empty. Mary sought him out, and
arranged for a sum of money to be carried in the conveyance to that
place. In early morning they started. Arriving near the little village
the chaise stopped. Mary had to alight and carry her luggage,
the driver knowing that if he drove her to the inn he would
have to give up to his employer the fare she paid him. Stiff and
fatigued with the long drive, Mary walked along to the scattered
houses. Passing some she observed standing at the door of a neat
cottage, a kindly-faced, elderly, lady-like woman ; she went up to her
and asked if she could direct her to a respectable quiet family where she
could have a room for a few weeks, the rent for which she was prepared
to pay in advance if the place suited. The good lady looked earnestly
and feelingly in Mary’s face, observing she was weak and wearied,
scarcely able with her burden to stand where she was. She kindly asked
the stranger to step in and rest herself. The lady was a Mrs Cameron,
the widow of an officer of the 93d Highlanders who had been killed in
battle, and, though a native of the North of England, she made choice of
the country of her late husband to live in with her family, all of whom
were now, except two daughters, grown up to womanhood, who kept
their mother in comparative comfort by their industry as dressmakers,
aided by a small allowance from Government on account of her husband’s
services. Mary's heart warmed to the kind and motherly woman ; her
looks of sympathy and pity had such an effect upon her that she told her
some of her history, and the cause of her being a wanderer from her own
home as she saw her, while her artless candour and pleading looks
at once won the heart of the noble-minded woman. She felt it would be
a crime to send the young creature away unprotected and inexperienced, as
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she evidently was, to more miseryamong strangers who might not understand
her case, nor care what became of her. The lady then went in where
her daughters were at work, told them of the stranger and her position,
and that, if they agreed, she meant to give her a room for a few
weeks. They at once consented, and when Mrs Cameron told Mary she
might stay with them her heart filled, she rose from her seat, and flinging
her arms round the neck of the compassionate lady, as if she were her
mother, she sobbed out her almost silent thanks. She was introduced to
the daughters, and, after getting some refreshment, was chatting away
with them as if they were old friends. She was not long there when the
kindness and attention she received from this loving family in & great
measure renewed her strength of mind and body, and, being a good and
ready hand at the needle, she very soon made herself useful and aided
them with their work.. In about three months after her coming there
she was delivered of a fine healthy boy, who was called Robert, after his
father. Naturally her anxiety about her husband was increased by the
birth of her child. She got one of the sisters to write to Greenock
enquiring if any word had been received of the Glencairn, to which a
reply came that all hope of the vessel's safety had been given up.
This was hard: on the young mother, but she made every effort to bear
the distress calmly for the sake of her infant. Her kind friend,
Mirs Cameron, proved a judicious adviser in this crisis, having had ex-
perienced the same heavy bereavement herself.

All this time Mary had not heaxd from Skye, or how her parents had
acted on her flight becoming known. If ever the consequences of un-
natural harshness and unfeeling conduct recoiled back upon its authors it
was in the case of old Donald Morrison and his wife. After every search
and enquiry were made in vain for their daughter, it was concluded she
had made away with herself. No one imagined that the Fort-William
boat had anything to do with her departure. All the neighbours had
called the old couple murderers to their faces. @ The now lonely pair
felt so disgusted with themselves and all around them, that in their old
age they resolved to turn all their effects into cash and emigrate to
America. In three months time they were on their way to the new
world. They had plenty of means to keep them in comfort there or at
home—more indeed than hundreds who left Skye before and since, would
consider a fortune to start the world afresh with. But in their case, sincere
worshipers of Mammon as they were, their gold gave them no happiness,
There was a worm gnawing at their hearts that would not die while life
and memory lasted. Their daughter knew nothing of these movements,
she needed no addition to her grief. 'When Mary got strong she devoted
all the time she could spare from the cares of her infant to helping her
young friends in their labours when pressed for time. Both mother and
daughters became so fond of her and her child that they would not
willingly part with her. The eldest sister had occasion to visit Inverness.
She there met a lady from Skye who told her the melancholy fate of a
young woman she knew, who was supposed to have committed suicide,
and that her parents had gone to Canada. Miss Cameron, although she
suspected who the young person was, did not say she knew anything of
her whereabouts. On her return home she told Mary what she heard,
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which made her cling the more earnestly to hor boy as the only one now
left of her kin, and so far as the health of her child and the kind-
ness of her friends could make her happy, she was so. But the void in
her affectionate heart, caused by the loss of her husband, nothing
on earth could fill. At times, when tracing the lineaments of the
father's face in that of his child, she would burst out into tears about the
cruelty of the fate that sundered them ; then she would check herself for
murmuring against tho over-ruling of a wise though hidden Providence.

She remained at Fort-Augustus for three years, when Mrs Cameron told
her that her eldest daughter was going to get married, and that her hus-
band was going to stay with them in the house, and would require the
room she occupied. This was a fresh blow to poor Mary, who looked up
to and loved her friend more than a mother. It was grievous to them
all to part ; the daughters learned to love her as a sister. Mrs Cameron,
with her usual motherly forethought, had previously written to a lady of
her acquaintance residing in Badenoch, an officer's widow like herself,
knowing she -wanted ar educated person as attendant and companion,
recommending a young friend of her's. The lady agreed to engage Mary
on Mrs Cameron’s testimonials of fitness and character. At the same
time her friend found a person to take charge of the boy, where his mother
could see him at stated times. Mary parted with her child and her
friends with a heavy heart, and entered upon her new duties, which she
found on a few weeks experience to be all she could wish for. She soon
became a favourite with the lady, having found her not only attentive
and faithful, but much superior in culture and acquirements to most
persons aspiring to such a position as Mary now held in the family. She
was there about seven months, when the lady’s son, an officer in the
Guards, came home on leave of absence. Mary could not avoid coming
in contact with him at times. She was grieved to notice that he paid her
rather too free and particular attention. She took no notice of it at first,
but seeing her coldness had no deterring effect upon him, she complained
to his mother about it, which occasioned a stormy quarrel between mother
and son. The result was that Mary at once gave up her place, went for her
boy, and with him made her way to Inverness, from there took pas-
sage in a sloop to Leith, and from there made her way to Glasgow, where
she took lodgings, meantime looking out for a situation. For three
months she could not hear of a place to suit her. This enforced
idleness drained away most of the money she brought with her.
She had heard of a place as upper nurse in a family in Ayrshire. She
went there and was engaged. The wages were but small, but she took
it in the hopes that something better would soon turn up. She had to
put her boy out to board again with a woman in Saltcoats, a little
town on the sea side. She was but a month or so in the place when her
boy took the measles, which turned out to be a severe case. She saw
him as often as she could, and spent nearly all the little means she had
left on medical attendance and medicine. ~The lady had been informed of
the motive of her frequent visits to Saltcoats, and the nature of the child’s
disease, and discharged poor Mary from her situation for fear she might
carry the infection to her own children.

( To be Continued.)
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AN SEILLEAN AGUS A’ CHUILEAG.
—_——

Air maduinn chiltin ’s a’ chéitean thléth,

Gach doir’ us crann us gleann fo bhlath,

Bha 'n smeodrach agus eoin nan spéur,

Le ’n luinneig bhinn ac’ air gach géig, -
Na laoigh ’s na h-uain a’ leum le fonn,

A’ ruagail mu gach preas us tom,

Us braon de'n drilichd air bharr gach fedirn’,

A’ dealradh air an cinn mar or.

Bha cuileag sgiathach fhaoin gun chéill,
'Ga cluiche féin ri blaths na gréin’ )

I 'null ’sa nall, i sios us suas,

Gun dragh, gun chiiram, no gun ghruaim.
Bha’ seillean stiallach, ciallach, cbir,

A’ falbh a chomhachadh a lbm

Ghlaodh &’ chuileag “ ciod e 'n sgéula?”’
'S labhair iad mar so ri ’chéile,

A’ CHUILEAG,

¢ Nach ann ort ’tha 'n drip an cdmhnuidh?
Fuirich tiota leam ag comhradh,
Ciod an toirbh’ ’tha dhuit ’s an 'o—saogha.l
'Ga do mharbhedh féin le saothair?
Bho mhoch gu dubh, bho bheinn gu triigh,
Cha 'n fhag thu cluaran, dris, no ros,
Nach toir thu greiseag air an deoth’L”

¢ Seall thu mis’ an so cho éibhinn,
"Danns’ an gathan caoin na gréine ;
’S cha 'n ’eil mi uair no trith gun lon,
Ged nach ’eil mil agam an stor ;
-Ma thig am fuachd, 's an geamhradh gann,
Cha dean mi ullachadh roimh 'n am,
Thigeadh uair us 4m na h-éiginn,
Cha ghabh mi dragh dheth gus an fheudar.”

AN SEILLEAN.
¢ A chreutair amaidich gun gho,
Gur beag’ tha’ ghliocas 'n a do ghloir;
Ged’ tha thu 'n diugh ’s do chupan 1in,
Cha mhair an saibhreas sin ach gearr :
Thig doinionn shearbh us geamhradh garbh,
A bheir do sholasan air falbh,
Cha 'n fhaxgh thu blaths air feadh nan gleann,
Cha tog &' ghrian ach fann a ceann.”
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¢ Gach ¢’ tha’ sgeadachadh nam bruach,
Rheir reddhtachd fhuar air falbh an gruag ;
Cha chluinn thu smedrach air gach géig,
Cha 'n fhaic thu uain a’ ruith ’s a’ leum ;
Bidh mis’ an sin gu seasgair blath,
’S a’ bhothan bheag a dhealbh mo lamh ;
Cha bhi mi 'n taing aon neach fo'n ghréin
A’ gealbhachadh mo shaoithreach féin.”

¢ Bidh tuns an sin 'n a d’ dhediridh truagh,
A’ dol mu’n cuairt gun dreach gun tuar,
’S tu leis a ghort a’ faotainn bhais,
An tuill ’s an uinneagan an sas,
Thu air an déiric anns gach ait’,
Gun mhath dhuit féin, gun tlachd do chach,
Sin an doigh a chleachd do shinnsir,
'S doigh nach dean an sliochd a dhiobradh.”

A’ OHUILEAG.

¢ Bu tric do shaothair féin gun bhuaidh,
Ged’ tha thu 'n diugh a’ deanamh uaill,
A’m bothan beag a dhealbh do lamh,
’S e air a leagadh sios gu lar;
A’ mhil, a choisinn thu gu cruaidh
A’ falbh a’ dranndan mu gach bruaich,
Aig cach a’ stigh gu h-ait 'g a h-ol,
Is tusa’ muigh gun tigh, gun lon.”

¢ Ach ’s lionmhor iad ’tha dheth do sheors’,
"Tha 'deanamh uaill a meud an stoir,
Bho 'n saothair ghoirt cha ghabh iad tamh,
A’ carnadh suas gun fhios co dha;
Bu tric do shinnsir féin ri fuaim, .
An cuid ’s an ionmhas ’g a thoirt uath ;
Ri risgadh ghath ’s a tarruinn lann,
’S an tigh ’g a leagadh sios mu’'n ceann.”

¢ Ach mheas mi féin—'s e sin mo ghnaths—
Na 'm faighinn idir cosg an traith,
Gu ’'m b’ fhearr dhomh subhachas us ceol,
An tine bheag a bhios mi beo,
No ged a gheibhinn saibhlean lan,
Gun fhois gun slochaint air an sgath,
Oir ’s e mo dhochas us mo chreud,
Gu'm faigh gach latha lon da féin.”

AN SEILLEAN.

¢ Ah! ’s duillich leam nach tusa h-aon
"Tha ’beathachadh air plaosgan faoin,
"Tha 'gabhail fasgaidh fo gach sgleo,
Le beatha dhiomhanaich mar cheo,
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An lin’ &’ ruith gun mhath gun fheum,
Cha 'n fhag iad clitt no ainm 'n an déigh,
’S cha &’ thug iad géill do’n duine ghlic
A dhearbh nach deanair gniomh fo 'n lic.”

 Tha mise mar a bha thu ’g radh,
Bho mhoch gu dubh, bho bheinn gu traigh,
Ach ’s iomadh ros a ni mi 'dheoth’l
Bho ’'m bheil &’ mhil an déigh a h-ol ;
Gidheadh cha 'n fhas mo mhisneach fann,
A’ saothrachadh bho am gu am,
Oir chreid mi riamh—’s i sin an fhirinn—
Gu 'n tig toradh math 4 dichioll.”

¢ Cha robh mi riamh ’n am’ thrém air cach
Cha mho a bhraid no ghoid mo lamh,
’S cha bhi mo lon ri m’ bheo an éis,
Ma dh’ fhagar agam mo chuid féin,
Ach ma thig namhaid orm gu teann,
Ma splinneas e mi féin ’s mo chlann,
Cha d’ chuir e comhdach riamh mu cheann,
Am fear nach tarrnuinn ris mo lann.”

¢ Is beag no mdr g'am bi ar neart,
Ma ni sinn leis an ni ’tha ceart,
Ar buadhan biodh iad lag no treun,
Ma chuireas sinn iad sin gu feum,
Cha tuig thu mar a dh’ fhasas carn,
Le clach a thilgeadh ann a ghnath,
’S e braonaibh faoin’ a lion an cuan,
Is duslach min gach beinn mu ’n cvairt.”

¢ Dhisg suas ma ta us tog ort greann,
Bi saothreach fhad ’s a gheibh thu 'n t-am;
Tha samhradh caomh a’ falbh 'n a dheann,
Tha 'n geamhradh gnti a’ tarruinn teann,
Ma mheallar thu an so le bréig,
Bi cinnteach 'n uair a thig an t-eug,
Gu 'm bi do chli ’s do dhuais da réir
Bho ’n Ti 'thug beatha do gach cré.”

Thug iad greis mar sin air comhradh,
Ged nach robh iad tric a’ cordadh,

’S mar a thachair dhuinn gu leir,

Bha iad car dion 'n am barail féin ;

Ach le durachd geanail spéiseil,

Ghabh iad latha math de chéile,

Db’ fhalbh an seillean coir us srann aig’,
'S theann &’ chuileag fhaoin ri dannsa,

N. MACLEOID,
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THE GAELIC NAMES OF TREES, SHRUBS, PLANTS, &ec.*
By CHARLES FERGUSSON.

Bt/ ——

THE subject of the Gaelic names of the trees and plants that grow around
us is a very important and interesting one, but unfortunately, I must say,
a very much neglected one by the present race of Highlanders. Our
ancestors had a Gaelic name, not only for all the trees and plants that
grew in their own country, but also for many foreign plants. Yet there
are very few of the present generation who know anything at all about
those Gaelic names, except perhaps a few of the very common ones, such
a8 Darach, Beithe, Giuthas, Calltuinn.

The principal reason for this is, that the Highlanders of the present
day have not to pay so much attention to, or depend so much upon, the
plants of their own country as their ancestors did who depended almost
entirely on their own vegetable substances for their medicinal, manufactur-
ing, and other purposes. A great many of those Gaelic names are already
lost, and many more will be so in a few years if some steps are not taken
_to preserve them, for though, certainly, we have many of them already in
print, scattered through such works as Alex. Macdonald’s (Mac Mhaighstir
Alastair) Vocabulary, Lightfoot’s Flora Scotica, the Gaelic Bible, and the
Dictionaries, yet the great majority of the Gaelic names are not in print,
but only preserved amongst the old people, and will soon be forgotten
unless speedily collected. ~ So far as I am aware there is not yet a single
work on this important subject; therefore I have chosen it as the subject
of the following paper, in which I will give the Gaelic name, and a short
account of the various uses to which our ancestors put each, beginning
with a few of our common trees and going down to the smaller plants,
trusting it will awaken an interest in the subject, and he the beginning of
an effort to collect all the Gaelic names possible ere it be too late. In
studying the Gaelic names of plants, even the most careless observer can-
not fail being struck with the fine taste and intimate acquaintance with
the various peculiarities an@ difforent properties of plants, displayed by
our ancestors in giving the Gaelic names to plants. This I think is one
of the strongest proofs we have that our ancestors were keen observers of
nature—an advanced and cultivated race—and not the rude savages which
some people delight to represent them. In reading the works of our best
Gaelic bards, from Ossian downwards, we cannot help also being struck
with their acquaintance with the names and various peculiarities of plants.

‘Without further remarks in the way of introduction, I will proceed
to give an account of some of our Highland trees, shrubs, and plants.

ALDER.—Latin, Alnus Glutinosa ; Gaelic, Fearna. This well-known
tree is a native of the Highlands, where it grows to perfection all over the
country by the side of streams, and in wet marshy places. It seems in
former times to have grown even more abundantly, and that in places
where now not a tree of this or any other kind is to be found. This is
proved by the many names of places derived from this tree, such as Glen

* Read befere Gaelic Society of Inverneas,
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Fernate— Qleann Fearn-aite—in Athole; Fearnan in Breadalbane; Fearn
in Ross-shire ; Fernaig in Lochalsh, &c. In a suitable situation the alder
will grow 'to a great size. There is mention made in the account of the
parish of Kenmore, in the “ New Statistical Account of Scotland,” of an
alder tree growing in the park of Taymouth Castle, the circumference of
which, in 1844, was 12 feet 8 inches. The wood of this tree resembles
mahogany so much that it is generally known as * Scotch Mahogany.”
It is very red and rather brittle, but very durable, especially under water.
Lightfoot, the learned author of the “ Flora Scotica,” mentions that, when
he accompanied Pennant on his famous Tour in 1772, the Highlanders
then used alder very much for making chairs and other articles of furni-
ture, which were very handsome and of the colour of mahogany. He
mentions that it was much used by them for carving into bowls, spoons,
&c,, and also for the very curious use of making heels for women’s shoes,
It was once very much used, and in some parts of the Highlands it is
still commonly used, for dyeing a beautiful black colour. By boiling the bark
or young twigs with copperas it gives a very durable colour, and supplies
the black stripes in home-made tartan. A decoction of the leaves was
counted an excellent remedy for burnings and inflammations, and the fresh
leaves laid upon swellings are said to dissolve them and stay the inflamma-
tion. The old Highlanders used to put fresh alder leaves to the soles of
their feet when they were much fatigued with long journeys or in hot
weather, as they allayed the heat and refreshed them very much. Our
ancestors were sharp enough to discover the curious fact that the alder
wood splits best from the root, whereas all other trees split best from the
top, which gave rise to the old Gaelic saying, *“ Gach fiodh o na bharr, ’s
an fhearna o’ na bhun.”

Arpre AND CraB ApPLE.—Latin, Pyrus Mdlus; Gaelic, Ubhal,
Ubhal-fiadhaich. The crab apple is a native of the Highlands, where it
grows in woods and by river sides, to a height of about twenty feet. Of
course the cultivated apple of gardens and orchards is just an improved
variety of the same, which by ages of care and cultivation has been
brought to its present perfection. The fruit of the crab is small and
very bitter, but its juice is much used for rubbing to sprains, cramps, &e.,
and the bark is used by the Highlanders for dying wool of a light yel-
lowish colour. The apple was cultivated at a very early date in Britain,
a8 it is often mentioned by our earliest writers. Logan says that from a
passage in Ossian it is clear that the ancient Highlanders were well
acquainted with the apple. Pliny says that the apple trees of Britain
bore excellent fruit, and Solinus writes that Moray and the north-eastern
part of Scotland abounded with apples in the third century. Buchanan
says that Moray, which, of course, in his day included Inverness-shire,
surpassed all the other parts of Scotland for excellent fruittrees. The monks
paid great attention to the cultivation of the apple, and they always had
gardens and orchards attached to their monasteries, near the ruins of
which some very old apple trees are still found growing and bearing
good crops of fruit, for instance, the old apple tree a few yards north from
Beauly Priory. We read that the monks of Iona had very fine orchards
i the ninth century, but they were destroyed and the trees cut down by
tke Norwegian invaders. King David L, about 1140, spent much of his
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spare time in training and grafting fruit trees. It is a very great mistake
indeed that the apple is not cultivated more now in the Highlands, for
from the suitable soil in many places, and also from the great shelter
afforded by the hills and woods, in many of the glens and straths, it would
grow to perfection wherp at present there is not a single tree. Indeed it
is entirely neglected except in gentlemen’s gardens. The present High-
landers have not such a high opinion of the apple as Solomon had—* Mar
chrann-ubhall am measg chrann na coille, is amhuill mo rinsa am measg
nan bdgunach ; fo sgiile mhainnaich mi, agus shuidh mi sios agus bha a
thoradh milis do m’ bhlas” (Song of Solomon ii. 3). Almost all the
Gaelic bards, in singing the praises of their lady-loves, compare them to the
" sweet-smelling apple:—

“ Bu tu m’ ubhall, a’s m’ ybhlan,
'S bu tu m’yr rés an giradh.”
¢ Iseabail og
An or-fhuilt bhuidhe—
Do ghruaidh mar ros
'S do phdg mar ubhal.”

¢ Tha do phog mar abhlan giraidh,
'S tha do bhriighe mar an nednan.”

The well-known fact that the largest and finest apples always grow on
the young wood at the top of the tree gave rise to the old Gaelic proverb
—<¢ Bithidh 'n t-ubhal is fearr, air a mheangan is airde.” The crab apple
is the badge of the Clan Lamond.

Arricore.—Latin, Armeniaca Vulgaris ; Gaelic, Apricoc. The apri-
cote is a native of the Levant, but was introduced into Britain in 1548,
This excellent fruit, which was once much grown by the monks, is very
geldom to be found now in the Highlands, though common enough in
gardens in the Lowlands of Scotland. Alexander Macdonald (Mac
Mhaighstir Alastair) mentions it in his Gaelic list of fruit trees, and
Logan, in his ¢ Scottish Gael,” says that it thrives very well as far north
as Dunrobin. By giving it the shelter of a wall facing the south, it will
thrive and ripen its fruit in most of the low straths of the Highlands.

Asm.—Latin, Fraxinus Excelsior ; Gaelic, Uinnseann. The ash is a
native of the Highlands, where, in a suitable situation, it will grow to a
height of nearly 100 feet. This useful tree, so well-known to everybody,
is noted for its smooth silvery bark when young, and for its graceful fern-
like leaves, which come out late in spring, and are the first to fall in
autumn, and of which horses and sheep are very fond. The ash will
adapt itself to any situation, and will flourish according to the richness of
the soil, and the amount of shelter it receives, wherever it happens to
spring up, from a seed carried by the wind or by birds. We have it in
the Highlands in every stage—from the stunted bush of a few feet high,
which grows in the cleft of some high rock, or by the side of some burn
high up amongst the hills, to the noble tree of a hundred feet high, which
grows in our straths, and of which I may give the following example from
my native district of Athole. It is described _by the Rev. Thomas
Buchanan in his account of the parish of Logierait, in *the New Statis-
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tical Account of Scotland” (1844). He says—* There is a remarkable
ash tree in the innkeeper's garden, near the village of Logierait. It
measures at the ground 534 feet in circumference ; at three feet from the
ground, 40 feet ; and at eleven feet from the ground, 22 feet. The height
is 60 feet ; but the upper part of the stem appears to have been carried
away. The height is said to have been at one time nearly 90 feet. The
trunk is hollow from the base, and can contain a large party. This
venerable stem is surmounted by a profusion of foliage, which, even at
the advanced age of the tree, attracts the eye at a distance to its uncom-
mon proportions. An old man at the age of 100 is at present in the
habit of taking his seat daily within the hollow formed by its three
surviving sides—no unsuitable companion to the venerable relic.” In
the same work, in the accounts of the parishes of Kenmore and Weem,
mention is made of an ash in the park of Taymouth Castle, 18 feet in
circumference, and other two on the lawn at Castle Menzies, 16 feet.
The wood of the ash, which is hard and very tough, was much used by
the old Highlanders for making agricultural implements, handles for axes,
&c. Besides those peaceful uses to which they put the ash, they also
used it for warlike purposes, by making bows of it when yew could not
be had, and also for making handles for their spears and long Lochaber
axes. The Highlanders have many curious old superstitions about the ash,
one of which is also common in 3ome parts or the Lowlands, viz :—That
the oak and the ash fortell whether it is to be a wet or a dry season, by
whichever of them comes first into leaf—if the ash comes first into leaf;,
it is to be & very wet summer ; but very dry if the oak comes first. An-
other curious old superstition is still lingering in some parts of the High-
lands about the virtue of the sap for newly-born children, and as Light-
foot mentions it as common in the Highlands and Islands when he
travelled there with Pennant, in 1772, I may give it in his words. He
says:—“In many parts of the Highlands, at the birth of a child, the
nurse or midwife, from what motive I know not, puts the end of a green
stick of ash into the fire, and, while it is burning, receives into a spoon
the sap or juice which oozes out at the other end, and administers this as
the first spoonful of liquors to the new-born babe.” Another old High-
land belief is that a decoction of the tender tops or leaves of the ash taken
inwardly, and rubbed outwardly to the wound, is a certain cure for the
bite of an adder or serpent, and that an adder has such an antipathy to
the ash that if it is encompassed with ash leaves and twigs, it will rather
go through fire than through the ash.

¢ Theid an nathair troimh an teine dhearg,
Mu’n teid i troimh dhuilleach an dinnsinn.”

In fact, the adders were supposed to regard the ash amongst the forest
trees as they did the M‘Ivors among the Highland clans! Every High-
lander knows the old saying about the M‘Ivors and the adders—

Latha na Feill-Bride

Their an nathair anns an tom—
¢ Cha bhi mise ri Nic-Iomhair
’S cha bhi Nic-Iomhair rium!
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Mhionnaich mise do Chlann Iomhair .
’S mhionnaich Clann Iomhair dhomhsa ;
Nach bean mise do Chlann Iomhair,

'S nach bean Clann Iomhair dhomhsa !”

As a proof of the many uses to which the wood of the ash may be put, I
may quote Isaiah xliv. 14—¢ Suidhichidh e crann-uinsinn, agusaltruimidh
an t' uisge 6. An sinn bithidh e aig duine chum a losgadh ; agus gabhaidh
e dheth, agus garaidh se e féin : seadh cuiridh e teine ris, agus deasaichidh
e aran, Cuid dheth loisgidh e ’san teine, le cuid eile dheth deasaichidh
agus ithidh e feoil ; rostaidh e biadh agus sasuichear e: an sin garaidh
se & féin agus their e—Aha rinn mi mo gharadh, dh’ aithnich mi an teine.
Agus do 'n chuid eile dheth ni e dia, eadhon dealbh snaidhte dha fein ;
cromaidh e sios dha agus bheir e aoradh dha ; agus ni e urnuigh ris agus
their e—Teasairg mi oir is tu mo dhia.” The ash is the badge of the
Clan Menzies.

AspeN.—Latin, Populus Tremula 5 Gaelic, C’ntlwcmn The aspen,
which grows to a height of about fifty feet, is a native of the Highlands,
where it grows in great abundance all over the country, in most places on
the banks of streams. It is very rapid in the growth, consequently its
wood is not of much value, being very soft, but white and smooth. This
wood was much used by the Highlanders for making pack-saddles, wood
cans, milk pails, &c. The great peculiarity about the aspen, and which
has made it the object of many curious old superstitions, is the ever
trembling motion of its leaves, which gave rise to its Gaelic name,
“ Critheann,” or *trembling.” The cause of this is that leaves which are
round or slightly heart-shaped, have very long slender stalks, so that they
quiver and shake with every breath of wind, and the leaves being hard
and dry, give a peculiar rustling sound. There is a common belief
among the Highlanders that the Saviour’s cross was made of the wood of
the aspen, and that ever since then the leaves of this tree cannot rest, but
are for ever trembling ! In the Bible, wherever we find the poplar men-
tioned in the English, it is always translated Critheann or Crithich in
Gaelic, as in Genesis xxx. 27, and Hosea iv. 13. As the aspen is a
variety of the poplar, it may be correct enough to translate poplar
“critheann,” but Alex. Macdonald (Mac Mhaighstir Alastair), gives us
another name for the poplar, Crann Pobhuill.

BaY, orR LaureL Bay.—Latin, Laxrus noblis; Gaelic, Laibhreas.
This beautiful evergreen tree, the emblem of victory among the ancients,
is a native of Italy, but was introduced into Britain in 1561. It would
likely be some time after that, however, before it was much planted in the
Highlands, where it grows and thrives very well now in all the low straths
and glens. Laibhreas is the Gaelic name I have found for it in over a
dozen different books, but in the Bible, where it is only once mentioned
(Psalms xxxvii. 35), it is translated Ur-chraobh-uaine. There are a great
many old superstitions connected with the bay, only one of which I will
give in the words of an old writer—* that neither witch nor devil, thunder
nor lightning, will hurt a man where a bay tree is!” If such be the case
it is truly a valuable tree. The laurel bay is the badge of the Clan Mac-
laren, and from it they take the motto which they bear above their crest
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—*“Bi se Mac an t' elaurie,” meaning that they are the sons of victory,
of which the laurel is the emblem. -

Beron.—Latin, Fagus Sylvatica ; Gaelic, Faidh-bhile. This tall and
graceful tree needs no description, as it is well-known to everybody. It
18 a native of the Highlands, and grows to a height of about eighty feet.
It is a very hardy tree, and grows in the glens all over the Highlands,
where, in favourable situations, it attains an immenee size. Very large
beech trees are found at Dunkeld and in the pass of Killiecrankie, where,
to judge from their size, some of those beeches probably afforded shelter
to many a wounded soldier on the 17th July, 1689, when *Bonnie
Dundee” fought and fell on the field of Raonruarie. Mention is also
made in the New Statistical Account of two beech trees at Castle Menzies,
one 17 and the other 19 feet in circumference, also one at Taymouth
Castle, 22 feet. Of the beech an old writer says:—*The mast or seeds
of this tree will yield a good oil for lamps; they are a food for mice and
squirrels, and swine are very fond of them, but the fat of those which
feed on them is soft and boils away, unless hardened before they are
killed by other food. ~The wood is brittle, very fissile, durable under
water, but not in the open air. It is the best of all woods for fuel, and
it is sometimes used for making axes, bowls, sword scabbards,” &c. Asthe
leaves of the beech are very cooling, they were used by the Highlanders as
a poultice, to be applied to any swellings to lessen and allay the heat.
They were also used in some parts when dry for stuffing mattresses instead
of straw, to which they are much superior for that purpose, as they will
continue fresh for many years, and not get musty and hard as straw does.

Brack BeecH.—Latin, Fagus sylvatica atro-rubens; Gaelic, Faidh-
bhile dubh. This sombre and mournful-looking tree is just a variety of
the common beech, and has mostly the same nature, only that it does not
grow quite so tall. The black beech is to be found with foliage of every
shade, from a brownish-green to a blood-red, and almost even to jet black
—the two latter forming a very fine contrast to the light green of the
common beech, or the white flowers of the hawthorn or the mountain
ash, and is therefore a very striking object in a landscape. There are
some very large trees of this kind in the Highlands, such as at Guisachan,
in Strathglass, where they have a very rich dark colour.

Birce.—Latin, Betula alba ; Gaelic, Beithe. I need not say that
the birch is a native of the Highlands, where it is the most common of
all our forest trees, and its graceful habit adds to the beauty of almost
every glen and strath in the land of the Gael. It is still much used in
many ways, but was much more so by the old Highlanders, who turned
it into almost endless uses. The wood was once much used by them for
making arrows for the men and spinning wheels for the women—both
being articles once indispensable in the Highlands, although now things
of the past. The wood is still much used in the Highlands by turners,
as it is the best possible wood for their work, and it is also much used for
making bobbins. As Lightfoot mentions many of the uses to which the
Highlanders put birch, I may give them in his words:—‘ Various are
the economical uses,” he says, * of this tree. The Highlanders use the bark
to tan their leather and to make ropes, The outer rind, which they call
¢ Méilleag,’ they sometimes burn instead of candles. The inner bark,

. P
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before the invention of paper, was used to write upon. The wood was
formerly used by the Highlanders for making their arrows, but is now
converted to better purposes, being used by the wheelwrights for ploughs,
carts, and most of the rustic implements ; by the turners for trenchers,
ladles, &c., the knotty excrescences affording a beautiful veined wood ;
and by the cooper for hoops. The leaves are a fodder for sheep and goats,
and are used by the Highlanders for dyeing a yellow colour. The catkins
are a favourite food of small birds, especially the sisken, and the pliant
twigs are well-known to answer the purposes of cleanliness and cor ection/
There is yet another use to which this tree is applicable, and which I
will beg leave strongly to recommend to my Highland friends. The
vernal sap is well known to have a saccharine quality capable of making
sugar, and a wholesome diuretic wine. This tree is always at hand, and
the method of making the wine is simple and easy. I shall subjoin the
receipt—‘ In the beginning of March when the sap is rising, and before
the leaves shoot out, bore holes in the bodies of the larger trees and put
fossets therein, made of elder sticks with the pith taken out, and then
"put any vessels under to receive the liquor. If the tree be large you may
tap it in four or five places at a time without hurting it, and thus from
several trees you may gain several gallons of juice in a day. If you have
not enough in one day bottle up close what you have till you get a suffi-
cient quantity for your purpose, but the sooner it is used the better.
Boil the sap as long as any scum rises, skimming it all the time. To
every gallon of liquor put four pounds of sugar, and boil it afterwards
half-an-hour, skimming it well ; then put it into an open tub to cool, and
when cold run it into your cask; when it has done working bung it up
close, and keep it three months. Then either bottle it off or draw it out
of the cask after it is a year old. This is a generous and agreeable liquor,
and would be a happy substitute in the room of the poisonous whisky.’”
So says Lightfoot. Another writer says—¢ In those parts of the High-
lands of Scotland where pine is not to be had, the birch is a timber for
all uses. The stronger stems are the rafters of the cabin, wattles of the
boughs are the walls and the doors, even the chests and boxes are of this
rude basket work. To the Highlander it forms his spade, his plough, and if
ne have one, his cart, and his harness ; and when other materials are
used the cordage is still withies of twisted birch. These ropes are far
more durable than ropes of hemp, and the only preparation is to bark the
twig and twist it while green.”

‘WartY or Knorry Biron.—Latin, Betula Verrucosa ; Gaelic, Beithe
Carraigeach, Beithe Dubh-chasach. This tree, though very much resemb-
ling the common birch, is quite a distinct variety, and was always treated
as such by the old Highlanders, which is another strong proof of how keenly
our ancestors studied nature, and how quick they were to discover even the
slightest peculiarity or difference in the habit or nature of any tree or plant,
and the nicety and taste with which they gave the Gaelic name descriptive
of any such peculiarity. It is a native of the Highlands, where it generally
grows larger and stronger than the commonbirch. It was alwaysused by the
old Highlanders for any particular work where extra strength or durability
was required. Owing to its dark bark and its gnarled and knotty stem it is

~ mot such a graceful tree as the common birch, but the wood is of a better
quality. (T'o be Continued.)
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PRINCE CHARLES AT CULLODEN.
Tae following letter appeared in a recent issue of the Inwverness Courier,
It is curious and worthy of preservation :—

Thestatements which I madeon the occasion of the openingof ourCollege,
that Abbot Leith was a faithful adherent of Prince Charles, and was with
him at the battle of Culloden, were, I think, not altogether without fair his-
torical foundation. They were based in the first place upon two ancient
manuscripts, as yet inedited, formerly belonging to our old Scottish Abbey
of St James's at Ratisbon in Bavaria, and now safely lodged in the
Archives of this Monastery ; and, secondly, upon the testimony of the old
tradition of the Abbey of Ratisbon, over which Abbot Leith presided
after the battle of Culloden. This tradition has been handed down to us
by Dom. Anselom Robertson, the last Scottish Monk of St James’s, who
is now a Professor in this College. He received his information from
Prior Deasson, who in his turn had it from Dom. Ildefonsus Kennedy,
the annalist of the Abbey, a contemporary of Abbot Leith, and the writer
of one of the two manuscripts which lie before me.

That Prince Charles should have had his chaplain with him in the
momentous battle of Culloden, in which he was about to stake his fortunes
is natural enough, whilst the circumstance that this incident has not been
more fully recorded, may be accounted for by the fact that Dom. Gall
Leith disguised himself as a soldier, and might thus have easily escaped
special observation. A brief sketch of the life of this soldier monk may
interest some of your readers.

Robert Leith, in religion known as Dom. Gall Leith, the son of Alex-
ander Leith, was born in December 26, 1706, at Collithy, and when
twelve years old was sent with eight other youths from Scotland to the
ancient and famous Scotch Benedictine Abbey at Ratisbon. In 1726 he
became a monk of the Order of ‘St Benedict, in 1728 completed his
philosophical studies, entered upon divinity 1731, and was sent to Salz-
burg to prosecute the study of Canon Law. He then paid a visit to Rome,
returning to St James’s 1737, where he remained director of the College
till September of 1740, when he crossed the seas as a missionary, and once
more set foot on his native land : “in mense Septembris perrexit mission-
arius tn Scotiam.” The old monastic chronicle says—* He was a man of
gingular cast, and was endowed with exceeding good natural parts; he had
an unrelenting application. As master in speculative sciences he teached
philosophy and theology with honour, and was an able orator. He had a
penetrating head, an honest heart.” Such a man was not likely to stand
listlessly with his hands hanging at his sides in times of peril and excite-
ment. From 1740 till 1747 he shared in the religious and political suffer-
ings which afflicted Scotland. He became chaplain and private confessor
to Prince Charles. The annalist tells us—* In the troubles of 1745 he
gerved Prince Charles as priest and soldier, by which last (he dryly adds)
he received a wound in his foot for his pains.” The Edinburgh Review
(January 1864) in an article, entitled ¢ Scottish Religious Houses Abroad,”
remarks in speaking of the Abbots of Ratisbon—‘The next Abbot was
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F. Leith, who accompanied Charles Edward in the affair of '45 into
England, being associated with three other priests as chaplains to the ex-
ped.ltlon » (p- 183).  After the battle of Culloden it was no longer safe
for him to remain in the country. * Anno 1747 coactus est relinquere
Patriam ob tumultos bellicosos.” Moreover, worn out both in mind and
body by the incredible fatigues he had been through, he needed rest, and
betook himself to the Benedictine country house of Erfurt, in Germany.
No sooner had he recovered a little from his fatigues than he returned
again to the mission in Scotland. But such a man, guilty of the double
crime of being a priest and a Royalist, could not elude the vigilant eye of
the “Butcher Duke.” On arriving in port he was apprehended on board
ship by orders of the Duké of Cumberland, and transferred to a man-of-
war, and thus carried to London. There, with two other priests, he was
thrown into prison for four months, and then set at liberty by the Minister
of the day. The rest of his life was spent in comparative tranquillity.
Three years he lived in Wales at Battington Hall, acting as chaplain to
the Duke of Powis. 'Whilst there he received news of his election to the
Abbacy of St James’s, which he governed till his death in 1775.

By way of confirming what I said at our festal board, I may here add
that after Prince Charles escaped to France the Abbots of St James's were
continually in correspondence with the Royal House of Stuart up to the
death of Cardinal York. Unfortunately, nearly the whole of this inter-
esting correspondence was burnt in 1804 in the country house of Stralfeld,
in Bavaria. One precious letter, written by Cardinal York to the Abbot
of St James’s, alone escaped the flames, and may now be seen at Blair's
College, Aberdeenshire.

In conclusion, allow me to add that I shall be happy to allow those
who wish it free access to any documents we may possess of interest, and’
that it will always be our aim and pleasure to promote as w1dely as
possible the cause of literature and learning, even in however slender a
degree that may be.—I am, yours truly,

JEROME VAUGHAN, 0.8.B.
87 BENEDIOT'S MONASTBRY AND OOLLEGE, FORT-AUGUSTUS.

TO CONTRIBUTORS.—The first article by the Rev. Donald Masson,
M.D., M.A,, on “Our Gaelic Bible,” will appear in our next.

THE HIGHLANDER NEWSPAPER.—Next month we shall dis-
cuss the causes which led to the present unfortunate position of the
Highlander. "We are in a position to state that it certainly was not the
want of proper support by Highlanders. The circulation was large, and
with good management the paper might have been made one of the best
weekly newspaper properties in Scotland, '
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Titerature.

— ) —
TRANSACTIONS OF THE GAELIC SOCIETY OF INVERNESS: VOLUME
VII,, 1877-78. Printed for the Society.

‘We always peruse the Transactions of the Gaelic Society with pleasure
and profit. The volume now under notice is in every respect highly
creditable. All the papers are good—some of them really excellent, and
most of the speeches re-produced are well worth recording in this form.
The first paper is by the Rev. A. C. Sutherland, B.A., Strathbraan, and
is entitled “George Buchanan on the Customs and Languages of the
Celts.” It is very interesting and will well repay perusal. The session
of 1877-8 is commenced by an introductory address in Gaelic, by the
Rev. Alexander Macgregor, and is reproduced in full It is a
¢ Comhradh ” between Murchadh Ban and Coinneach Ciobair. Coinneach
found his way to Inverness and describes what he there saw. He, of
course, met the Ard-Albannach and the Ceilieach, and gives the follow-
ing description of them :—

C.—“Chunnaic mi an dithis, agus ochan! Is iad bha daimheil
suairce, coir. Bha ’n t-Ard-Albannach direach anns an riochd sin a
smuainich mi a bhiodh e, laidir, calma, treun, le bhreacan-an-fheile, agus
'bhonait leathainn. Ach bha mi gu tur air mo mhealladh, a’ thaobh &’
bheachd a ghabh mi, mu'm fac mi e, air a’ Cheilteach. Bha duil agam
gu'n robh e 'na spealpair caol, ard, dubh, le ite geoidh a'n clil a chluais—
cas, peasanach 'na labhairt, agus rud-eigin cosmhuil ris na sgonn-bhalaich
sin a chithear na'n cleirich ann an tamh-ionadaibh nan slighean-iaruinn |
Ach! Ochan! is mi a bha air mo mhealladh, seadh, gu tur air mo
mhealladh, a Mhurachaidh.”

M.—* Bha thu air do mhealladh 'n ad 'bharail d’a rireadh, a Choin-
nich." .
C.—*Cha robh mac mathar riamh ni’s mo air a mhealladh! Chaidh
mi ’ga fhaicinn, agus ma chaidh, chomhluich mi duine ro ghrinn agus
goidheil, duine garbh, tiugh, sultmhor, ruighteach, geanail, agus ceart co
eu-cosmhuil ris &’ chléireach, chaol, ghobach, dhubh sin, a bha ’san amhare
agam, ’sa tha Creag-Phadruig eu-cosmhuil ri Beinn Neabhais. Chuir sinn
uine mhor seachad cuideachd, agus bu lionmhor na nithe Gaidhealach air
an d’thug sinn lamh. Cha bheag an sochair d'an Chomunn so gu'm bheil
an t-Ard-Albannach agus an Ceilteach aig an uilinn aca, agus cha bheag
a bhuannachd do’n Ghaidhealtachd gu'm bheil iad a’ dol a mach air an
cuairtibh air feadh gach gleann, eilean, agus garbh-chrioch ’nar tir.”
“Leaves from my Celtic Portfolio "—two papers contributed by William
Mackenzie, secretary of ‘the Society—are really valuable contributions,
and such as the Transactions of the Society ought generally to be devoted
to. In these papers Mr Mackenzie presents us with what he calls ¢ Frag-
ments from his Celtic Repositories.” They are certainly fragments such
a= ought not to be lost, and Mr Mackenzie has done good service in plac-
i. . them at the disposal of the Society, and, so securing a permanent; place
fv: them in the Transactions. The fragments are curious, and would,
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by themselves, be worth the whole annual subscription to the Society.
The next paper, by Charles Fergusson, on “The Gaelic names of Trees,
Shrubs, and Plants,” is a most valuable one, and deserves to be more
widely known. It has been our intention to reproduce most, if not the
whole, of it in the Celtic Magazine, and the first part of it will be found
in this issue. The essay on ‘ The Highland Garb,” by J. G. Mackay,
contains interesting information about the Highland dress, and some
valuable notes on Clan Tartans, but we think Mr Mackay has devoted
more time and space to those who assert that the Highland dress is a
modern invention, than they really deserve ; for no one with any pretence
to the most artificial knowledge of Celtic matters, will for a moment
believé in the modern theory. Mr Mackay’s paper, however, will be useful
in placing facts, already well-known to Celtic students, at the disposal of
members of the Society not so well posted up, and so enable them to
answer the ignorant and dogmatic assertions of the sneering Southron, as
well as of the more contemptible creature—the degenerate Highlander.
The paper on the ¢ Celtic Poetry of Scotland,” by Angus Macphail, is fairly
well written, though the style is samewhat tall, and exhibits an amount
of ability—or rather what may, perhaps, with more exactness, be des-
cribed as a kind of precocious genius—which, with care and a little more
economical use of the first personal pronoun and less self-assertiveness, is
sure to do good service in the Celtic field. Some very good translations
are given, as also specimens of Gaelic vowel rhymes and alliterations, the
most peculiar perhaps being that appropriated from Logan’s introduction
to Mackenzie’s “Beauties of Gaelic Poetry.” Mr Macphail says that
“the ruling feet in Gaelic metres are the anapaest, trochee, and iambus,
and, as a general rule, hypercatelectic,” and after giving a specimen of a
certain peculiar style of versification, he informs us that the metre is ¢ the
anapaestic monometer hypercatalectic, alternating with the pure anapaestic
monometer.” Thisis, no doubt, learned and perhaps, to some, interesting,
but we really think it might be put in such a way as to enable persons
like ourselves, whose education has been to some extent neglected, to
spell and pronounce, to say nothing about understanding it. On the
whole the paper is worthy of careful perusal. It will be seen that the .
author is most anxious to introduce harmony among Celtic students, and
this is how he does it :— :

Gaelic poetry, whose richest treasure is its wealth of lyrics, many ef whose authors
are nameless, has seenits best days. It is not likely that a Celtio genius will ever more
use the ancient Celtic speech as the vehicle of his thoughts, Highlanders have not re-
spected themselves ; nud the world, literary as well as social, has net respected them.
No periodical written entirely in Gaelic can live, even in these days when Celticism is
in the air. Its literature is in the hands of literary parvenus, who make capital out of
the enthusinsm which the revival of Celtic feeling has created, so long as it lasts.
Celtic scholarship is at a discount ; and the best educated Celts live in bitter hostility
and jealousy to one another. If Qeltic genius has net contributed much to our national
literature, Celtic industry may yet advance materially the science of philology.

Dr Maclauchlan supplies a paper on “Celtic Literature” of a very
different character to the one last referred to. It was published in our
pages at the time, and the reader has already judged for himself of its
. great interest and value. The contribution on the * Election of Chiefs
and the Land Laws,” by John Mackay of Benreay, is capitally written,
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and is conclusive against the modern claim of the right to elect chiefs of
clans. Mr Mackay says, and says correctly :—

It is generally allowed by those who have studied the subject, that under Oeltic
sway, the law of succession in the Highlands, if not all over Scotland, was aocording to
what is known as the law of Tanistry. This system implied descent from a common
ancestor ; but when a vacancy occurred in the leadership, selected a man arrived at an
age fit for war and council, in preférence to the infant son (or beir-male if 8 miror) of
the preceding chief. The succession wus thus to a certain extent regulated by the law
of expediency, and not strictly confined to the nearest male blood, the objeot being to
have a chief of full age, able to advise in couneil and lead the clansmen in time of war,
The chief, therefore, never being a minor, the quarrels, intrigucs, and bloodshed for his
guardianship, as it was called, which became so marked under the feudal system, were
avoided ; but there was no election of chiefs in the modern sense of that word, fer the

ion was confined to members of the chief’s family, Thus, if a chief died, leaving
his eldest son under age, one of the deceased ohief's brothers would sueceed as leader
of the clan, and, failing a brother, the nearest male relative who had the confidence of
the majority. It was a question in the first place of consanguinity, and not an election
in the democratic or republioan sense, as some people would have us believe, nowadays.

Great stress has been laid by advocates of the elective system on the fact that two
of the Chiefs of the Macdonalds were deposed, and other chiefs appointed in their place,
These were the cases of Clanranald and Keppooh. Olanranald’s case was i 1544, He
was arbitrary and harsh ; and what I may call & revolt of his Clan took place, To pre-
serve his estate and authority, he got the assistance of his friend Lord Lovat and the
Clan Fraser to help him to subdue his refractory clansmen, and bring them back to
obedience. A battle took place. He was killed with a great many of the followers on
both sides. The hereditary chief being thus slain, the next in succession became head
of the Olan. In Keppoch’s case, the revolution was effected more easily. He was con-
sidered to have become unworthy of the allegiance of the Clan, was deposed, and the
next in succession, as a matter of course, became chief. These, however, were exoep-
tional cases ; and it would be just as correct to say that the succession to the throne of
-Great Britain is elective because a revolution took place in 1689, by which one king was
deposed and another chosen in his place, as it would be to say that such was the mode
of electing a Highland chief from the instances I have given, or any similar instance,

Mr Mackay puts very clearly his views on the Land Laws. He main-
tains that the people have no rights whatever in the soil. In this we
entirely differ from him, but such a case as he puts—and puts well—
demands a very different answer to mere assertion or abuse. A full
account of the great Celtic demonstration in favour of Mr Fraser-Mack-
intosh, M.P., at Inverness in April last is given. It was at the time
more fully reported in a supplement to the Celtic Magazine than any-
where else, and further reference to it here is therefore unnecessary. The
paper by William Mackenzie, secretary, on ¢ Bliadhna nan Caorach,”
is a remarkable and valuable contribution to the history of the
Highland Clearances. No mere quotation from this paper would give an
idea of its interest and value, and we can only recommend those who take
an interest in such questions to peruse the paper in the Transactions, a
copy of which each member of the Society receives gratis. This is the

est and most valuable volume hitherto published by the Society. It
is highly creditable to the Secretary, not only on account of his own
valuable contributions to its pages, but also for the unusual promptitude
with which he managed, as convener of the publishing committee, to get
it through the press; for the general excellence of the papers obtained by
him from the other contributors, and for the printing and general get-up
of the volume. The typography is everything that could be desired, and
the public owe the Gaelic Society a debt of gratitude for such a publica-
tion,
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FEAR AN LEADAIN THLAITH.
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Tha do ghruaigh mar shuthain, Fhir an leadainn laghaich,
An garaidh nan ubhall, '8 tu me ruin ’s mo raghain,
’S binne leam na chuthag, Na’n sguireadh tu
Uirighill do bheoil. ’S an taigh am bi 'a t-el,
.glr}u‘r an leadain, &c. Fhir an leadain, &c,
An toiseach a’ Gheamhraidh, Fhir an leadain chraobhaich,
'S ann a ghabh mi geall ort, ’S og a rinn thu m’ aom
Shaoil'leam gu’m bu leam thu, Thug thu mi bho m dhaoine
’S oha do theann thu’m choir, Fhuair mo shaethair og,
Fhir an leadain, &c. Fhir an leadain, &c.

An gair’ a rion wi ’n uiridh,
Chuir mo cheum an truimead,
’S mis a tha gu duilich,
’S muladach mo cheol,
Fhir an leadain, &¢.

Nore.—** Fear an leadain thlaith ” is a highly popular song in the West Highlands,
and is well worthy of publication here, I am not aware that the air has appeared else.
where in print,—W, M'K,
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES,
By THE EpITOR.

——
| ConTINUED. |

GENERAL Wade made a report to the Government, from which we extract
the part which refers to Seaforth’s followers :—¢The Laird of the Mac-
kenzies, and other chiefs of the clans and tribes, tenants to the late Earl
of Seaforth, came to me in a body, to the number of about fifty, and
assured me that both they and their followers were ready to pay a dutiful
obedience to your Majesty’scommands, by a peaceable surrender of their
arms’; and if your Majesty would be graciously pleased to procure them
an’ ind@iity for the rents that had been misplaced for the time past,
they wagld for the future become faithfnl subjects to your Majesty, and
pay them to your Majesty’s receiver for the use of the public. I assured
them of your Majesty’s gracious intentions towards them, and that they
might rely on your Majesty’s bounty and clemency, provided they would
merit it by their future good conduct and peaceable behaviour; that I
had your Majesty’s commands to send the first summons to the country
they inhabited ; which would soon give them an opportunity of showing
the sincerity of their promises, and of having the merit to set the example
to the rest of the Highlands, who in their turns were to be summoned to
deliver up their arms, pursuant to the Disarming Act; that they might
choose the place they themselves thought most convenient to sur-
render their arms ; and that I would answer, that neither their persons
nor their property should be molested by your Majesty’s troops. They
desired they might be permitted to deliver up their armg at the Castle of
Brahan, the principal seat of their late superior, who, they said, had pro-
moted and encouraged them to this their submission ; but begged that
none of the Highland companies might be present; for, as they had
always been reputed the bravest, as well as the most numerous of the
northern clans, they thought it more consistent with their honour to
resign their arms to your Majesty’s veteran troops; to which I readily
consented.

“ Summonses were accordingly sent to the several clans and tribes,

. the inhabitants of 18 parishes, who were vassals or tenants of the late

G




82 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE,

Earl of Seaforth, to bring or send in all their arms and warlike weapons to
the Castle of Brahan, on or before the 28th of August.

“On the 25th of August I went to the Castle of Brahan with a de-
tachment of 200 of the regular troops, and was met there by the chiefs of
the several clans and tribes, who assured me they had used their utmost
diligence in collecting all the arms they were possessed of, which should
be brought thither on the Saturday following, pursuant to the summons
they had received ; and telling me they were apprehensive of insults or
depredations from the neighbouring clans of the Camerons and others,
who still continued in possession of their arms. Parties of the Highland
companies were ordered to guard the passes leading to their country;
which parties continued there for their protection, till the clans in that
neighbourhood were summoned, and had surrendered their arms.

“On the day appointed the several clans and tribes assembled in the
adjacent villages, and marched in good order through the great avenue
that leads to the Castle ; and one after the other laid down their arms in
the court-yard in great quiet and decency, amounting to T84 of the several
species mentioned in the Act of Parliament.

¢ The solemnity with which this was performed had undoubtedly a
great influence over the rest of the Highland clans; and disposed them
to pay that obedience to your Majesty’s commands, by a peaceable sur-
render of their arms, which they had never done to any of your royal
predecessors, or in compliance with any law either before or since the
Union.”

‘We extract the following account of Donald Murchison’s proceedings
and that of Seaforth’s vassals during his exile in France, from a most
interesting and valuable work.* It will bring out in a prominent light
the state of the Highlands and the futility of the power of the Govern-
ment at that period in the North. 'With regard to several of the forfeited
estates which lay in inaccessible situations in the Highlands, the com-
missioners had been up to this time entirely baffled, having never been
able even to get surveys of them effected. In this predicament in a special
manner lay the immense territory of the Earl of Seaforth, extending from
Brahan Castle in Easter Ross across the island to Kintail, and including
the large though unfertile island of Lewis. The districts of Lochalsh and
Kintail, on the west coast, the scene of the Spanish invasion of 1719,
were peculiarly difficult of access, their being no approach from the
south, east, or north, except by narrow and difficult paths, while the
western access was only assailable to a naval force. To all appearance, this
tract of ground, the seat of many comparatively opulent * tacksmen ” and
cattle farmers, was as much beyond the control of the six commissioners
assembled at their office in Edinburgh, as if it had been amongst the
mountains of Tibet or upon the shores of Madagascar.

During several years after the insurrection, the rents of this district
were collected, without the slightest difficulty, for the benefit of the
exiled Earl, and regularly transmitted to him. At one time a consider-
able sum was sent to him in Spain, and the descendants of the man who
carried it continued for generations to bear ¢ the Spanyard ” as an addi-

* Chambers’s Domestic Annals of Scotland,

Aam
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tion to their name. The chief agent in the business was Donald Murchi-
son, descendant of a line of faithful adherents of the * high chief of Kin-
tail” Some of the later gencrations of the family had been intrusted
with the keeping of Islandonain Castle, a stronghold dear to the modern
artist as a picturesque ruin, but formerly of serious importance as com-
manding a central point from which radiate Loch Alsh and Loch Duich,
in the midst of the best part of the Mackenzie country. Donald was a
man worthy of a more prominent place in his country’s annals than he
has yet attained ; he acted under a sense of right which, though unfor-
tunately defiant of Acts of Parliament, was still a very pure sense of right ;
and in the remarkable actions which he performed, he looked solely to the
good of those towards whom he had a fecling of duty. A more disin-
terested hero—and he was one—never lived.

‘When Lord Seaforth brought his clan to fight for King James in
1715, Donald Murchison and a senior brother, Johin, went as field officers
of the regiment—Donald as lieutenant-colonel, and John as major. The
late Sir Roderick J. Murchison, the distinguished geologist, great-grand-
son of John, possessed a large ivory and silver “ mill,” which once con-
tained the commission sent from France to Donald, as colonel, bearing
the inscription :—“James Rex: forward and spare not.” John fell at
Sheriffmuir, in the prime of life ; Donald returning with the remains of
the clan, was entrusted by the banished Earl with the management of
estates no longer legally his, but still virtually so, though the effect of
Highland feelings in connection with very peculiar local circumstances.
And for this task Donald was in various respects well qualified, for,
strange to say, the son of the castellan of Islandonain—the Sheriffmuir
Colonel—had been ¢ bred a writer ” in Edinburgh, and was as expert at
the business of a factor or estate-agent as in wielding the claymore.®

In bold and avowed insubordination to the government of George the
First, the Mackenzie's tenants continued for ten years to pay their rents
to Donald Murchison, on account of their forfeited and exiled lord, set-
ting at nought all fear of ever being compelled to repeat the payment to
the commissioners.

In 1720 these gentlemen made a movement for asserting their claims
upon the property. In William Ross of Easterfearn and Robert Ross, a
bailie of Tain, they found two men bold enough to undertake the duty
of stewardship in their behalf over the Seaforth property, and also the
estates of Grant of Glenmoriston, and Chisholm of Strathglass.  Little,
however, was done that year beyond sending out notices to the tenants,
and preparing for strenuous measures to be entered upon next year. The
stir they made only produced exitement, not dismay. Some of the duine-
uasals from about Lochcarron, coming down with their cattle to the
south-country fairs, were heard to declare that the two factors would
never get anything but leaden coin from the Seaforth tenantry. Donald
was going over the whole country showing a letter he had got from the
Earl, encouraging his people to stand out; at the same time telling them
that the old Countess was about to come north with a factory for the
estate, when she would allow as paid any rents which they might now

* For a short time before the insurrection, he had acted as factor to Sir John Pres-
ton of Preston Hall, in Mid-Lothian, now also a forfeited estate, but of minor value,
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hand to him. The very first use to be made of this money was, indeed,
to bring both the old and the young Countesses home immediately to
Brahan Castle, where they would live as they used to do. Part of the
funds thus acquired, he used in keeping on foot a party of about sixty
armed Highlanders, whom, in virtue of his commission as colonel, he pro-
posed to employ in resisting any troops of George the First which might
be sent to Kintail. Nor did he wait to be attacked, but in June 1720,
hearing of a party of excisemen passing near Dingwall with a large
quantity of aqua-vite, Be fell upon them and rescued their prize. The
Collector of the district reported this transaction to the Board of Excise,
but no notice was taken of it.

In February 1721, the two factors sent officers of their own into the
western districts, to assure the tenants of good usags, if they would make
a peaceable submission ; but the men were seized, robbed of their papers,
money, and arms, and quietly remanded over the Firth of Attadale,
though only after giving solemn assurance that they would never attempt
to renew their mission. Resenting this procedure, the two factors caused
a constable to take a military party from Bernera Barracks into Lochalsh,
and, if possible, capture those who had been guilty. They made a
stealthy night-march, and took two men ; but the alarm was given, the
two men escaped, and began to fire down upon their captors from a hill-
side; then they set fire to the bothy as a signal, and such a coronach
- went over all Kintail and Lochalsh as made the soldiers glad to beat a

quick retreat.

After some further proceedings, all of them ineffectual, the two factors
were enabled, on the 13th day of September, to set forth from Inverness
with a party of thirty soldiers and some armed servants of their own,

- with the design of enforcing submission to their legal claims. Let it be
remembered there were then no roads in the Highlands, nothing but a
few horse-tracks along the principle lines in the country, where not the
slightest effort had ever been made to smooth away the natural difficulties
of the ground. In two days the factors had got to Invermoriston ; but
here they were stopped for three days, waiting for their heavy luggage,
which was storm-stayed in Castle Urquhart, and there nearly taken in a
night attack by a partisan warrior bearing the name of Evan Roy Mac-
gillivray. The tenantry of Glenmoriston at first fled with their bestial ;
but afterwards a number of them came in and made at least the appear-
ance of submission. The party then moved on towards Strathglass,
while Evan Roy respectfully followed, to pick up any man or piece of
baggage that might be left behind. At Erchless Castle, and at Inver-
cannich, seats of the Chisholm, they held courts, and received the sub-
mission of a number of the tenants, whom, however, they subsequently
found to be * very deceitful.”

There were now forty or fifty miles of the wildest Highland country
before them, where they had reason to believe they should meet groups
of murderous Camerons and Glengarry Macdonalds, and also encounter
the redoubtable Donald Murchison, with his guard of Mackenzies, unless
their military force should be of an amount to render all such opposition
hopeless. An appointment having been made that they should receive
an addition of fifty soldiers from Bernera, with whom to pass through
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the most difficult part of their journey, it seemed likely that they would

. appear too strong for resistance ; and, indeed, intelligence was already

coming to them, that ¢“the people of Kintail, being a judicious opulent
people, would not expose themselves to the punishments of law,” and
that the Camerons were absolutely determined to give no further provo-
cation to the Governmeat. This assured, they set out in chcerful mood
along the valley of Strathglass, and, soon after passing a place called
Knockfin, were reinforced by Lieutenant Brymer with the expected fifty
men from Bernera. There must now have been about a hundred well
armed men in the invasive body. They spent the next day (Sunday)
together in rest, to gather strength for the ensuing day’s march of about
thirty arduous miles, by which they hoped to reach Kintail.

At four in the morning of Monday, the 2d of October, the party set
forward, the Bernera men first, and the factors in the rear. They were
as yet far from the height of the country, and from its more difficult
passes ; but they soon found that all the flattering tales of non-resistance
were groundless, and that the Kintail men had come a good way out
from their country in order to defend it. The truth was, that Donald
Mourchison had assembled not only his stated band of Mackenzies, but a
levy of the Lewis men under Seaforth’s cousin, Mackenzie of Kildun;
also an auxiliary corps of Camerons, Glengarry and Glenmoriston men,
and some of those very Strathglass men who had been making appearances
of submission. Altogether, he had, if the factors were rightly informed,
three hundred and fifty men with long Spanish firelocks, under his com-
mand, and all posted in the way most likely to give them an advantage
over the invading force.

The rear-guard, with the factors, had scarcely gone a mile, when they
received a platoon of seven shots from a rising ground near them to the
right, with, however, only the effect of piercing a soldier’s hat. The
Bernera company, as we are informed, left the party at eight o’clock, as
they were passing Lochanachlee, and from this time is heard of no more ;
how it made its way out of the country does not appear. The remainder
still advancing, Easterfearn, as he rode a little before his men, had eight
shots levelled at him from a rude breast-work near by, and was wounded
in two places, but was able to appear as if he had not been touched.
Then calling out some Highlandess in his service, he desired them to go
before the soldiers and do their best, according to their own mode of war-
fare to clear the ground of such lurking parties, so that the troops might
advance in safety. They performed this service pretty effectually, skir-
mishing as they went on, and the main body advanced safely about six
miles. They were here arrived at a place called Ath-na-Mullach (Ford
of the Mull People), where the waters, descending from the Cralich and
the lofty mountains of Kintail, issue eastwards through a narrow gorge
into Loch Affric. It was a place remarkably well adapted for the pur-
poses of a resisting party. A rocky boss, called Tor-an-Beathaich, then
densly covered with birch, closes up the glen as with a gate. The black
mountain stream, ¢ spear-deep,” sweeps round it. A narrow path wound
up the rock, admitting only of passengers in single file. Here lay Donald
with the best of his people, while inferior adherents were ready to make
demonstrations at a little distance, As the invasive party approached,
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they received a platoon from a wood on the left, but nevertheless went
on. 'When, however, they were all engaged in toiling up the pass, forty
men concealed in the heather close by fired with deadly effect, inflicting
a mortal wound on Walter Ross, Easterfearn’s son, while Bailie Ross’s
son was also hurt by a bullet which swept across his breast. The Bailie
called to his son to retire, and the order was obeyed ; but the two wounded
youths and Bailie Ross’s servant were taken prisowers, and carried up the
hill, where they were quickly divested of clothes, arms, money and
papers. Young Easterfearn died next morning. The troops faced the
ambuscade manfully, and are said to have given their fire thrice, and to
have beat the Highlanders from the bushes near them ; but, observing at
this juncture several parties of the enemy on the newhboumnnr heights,
and being informed of a party of sixty in their rear, Ea.sterfea.m deemed
it best to temporise.

He sent forward a messenger to ask who they were that opposed the
King’s troops, and what they wanted. The answer was that, in the first
place, they required to have Ross of Easterfearn delivered up to them.
This was pointedly refused ; but it was at length arranged that Easter-
fearn should go forward and converse with the leader of the opposing party.
The meeting took place at Baile-ath-na-Mullach (The Town of the Mull
Men’s Ford), and Easterfearn found himself confronted with Donald
Murchison. It ended with Easterfearn giving up his papers, and coven-
anting, under a penalty of five hundred pounds, not to officiate in his
factory any more; after which he gladly departed homewards with his
associates, under favour of a guard of Donald’s men, to conduct them
safely past the sixty men lurking in the rear. It was alleged afterwards
that the commander was much blamed by his own people for letting the
factors off with their lives and baggage, particularly by the Camerons,
who had been five days at their post with hardly anything to eat ; and
Murchison only pacified them by sending them a good supply of meat
and drink. He had in reality given a very effective check to the two
gentlemen-factors, to one of whom he imparted in conversation that any
scheme of a Government stewardship in Kintail was hopeless, for he and
sixteen others had sworn that, if any person calling himself a factor came
there, they would take his life, whether at kirk or at market, and deem
it a meritorious action, though they should be cut to pieces for it the
next minute. .

A bloody grave for young Easterfearn in Beauly Cathedral concluded
this abortive attempt to take the Seaforth estates within the scopo of a
law sanctioned by statesmen, but against which the natural feelings of
nearly a whole people revolted.

A second attempt was now made to obtain possession of the forfeited
Seaforth estates for the Government. It was calculated that what the:
two factors, and their attendants, with a small military force, had failed
to accomplish in the preceding October, when they were beat back with
a fatal loss at Ath-na-Mullach, might now be effected by means of a good
military party alone, if they should make their approach through a less
critical passage. A hundred and sixty of Colonel Kirk’s regiment left
Inverness under Captain M‘Neill, who had at one time been Commander
of the Highland Wateh. They proceeded by Dingwall, Strathgarve, and
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Loch Carron, a route to the north of that adopted by the factors, and an
easier, though a longer way. Donald Murchison, nothing daunted, got
together his followers, and advanced to the top of Mam Attadale, by a high
pass from Loch Carron to the head of Loch Long, separating Lochalsh
from Kintail. Here a gallant relative, named Kenneth Murchison, and
a few others, volunteered to go forward and plant themselves in ambush
in the defiles of the Coille Bhan (White Wood), while the bulk of the
party should remain where they were. It would appear that this ambush
party consisted of thirteen men, all peculiarly well armed.

On approaching this dangerous place, the captain went forward with
a sergeant and eighteen men to clear the wood, while the main body came
on slowly in the rear. At a place called Attanbadubh, in the Coille
Bhan, he encountered Kenneth and his associates, whose fire wounded
himself severely, killed one of his grenadiers, and wounded several others
of the party. He persisted in advancing, and attacking the handful of
natives with sufficient resolution, they slowly withdrew, as unable to
resist ; but the captain now obtained intelligence that a large Lody of
Mackenzies was posted in the mountain-pass of Attadale. It seemed as
if there was a design to draw him into a fatal ambuscade. His own
wounded condition probably warned him that a better opportunity might
oceur afterwards. He turned his forces about, and made the best of his
way back to Inverness. Kenneth Murchison quickly rejoined Colunel
Donald on Mim Attadale, with the cheering intelligence that one salvo
of thirteen guns had repelled the hundred and sixty red-coats. After
this we hear of no renewed attempt to comprise the Seaforth property.

Strange as it may seem, Donald Murchison, two years after this a
second time resisting the Government troops, came down to Edinburgh
with eight hundred pounds of the Earl's rents, that he might get the
money sent abroad for his lordship’s use. He remained a fortnight in
the city unmolested. He would on this occasion appear in the garb of a
Lowland gentleman ; he would mingle with old acquaintances, “docrs”
and writers ; and appear at the Cross amongst the crowd of gentlemen
who assembled there every day at noon. Scores would know all about
his doings at Ath-na-Mullach and the Coille Bhan; but thousands might
have known, without the chance of one of them, betraying him to the
Government.

General Wade, in his report to the King in 1725, states that the
Seaforth tenants, formerly reputed the richest of any in the Highlands,
are now become poor, by neglecting their business, and applying them-
selves to the use of arms, ‘“The rents,” he says, *continue to be col-
lected by one Donald Murchison, a servant of the late Earl's, who
annually remits or carries the same to his master in France. The tenants,
when in a condition, are said to have sent him free gifts in proportion to
their several circumstances, but are now a year and a-half in arrear of
rent. The receipts he gives to the tenants are as deputy-factor to the
Commissioners of the Forfeited Estates, which pretended power he ex-
torted from the factor (appointed by the said Commissioners to collect
those rents for the use of the public), whom he attacked with above four
hundred armed men, as he was going to enter upon the said estate, having
with him a party of thirty of your Majesty's troops. The last year this
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Murchison marched in a public manner to Edinburgh, to remit eight
hundred pounds to France for his master’s use, and remained fourteen
days there unmolested. I cannot omit observing to your Majesty, that this
national tenderness the subjects of North Britain have one for the other,
is a great encouragement for rebels and attainted persons to return home
from their banishment.”

Donald was again in Fdinburgh about the end of August 1725. On
the 2d of September, George Lockhart of Carnwath, writing from Edin-
burgh to the Chevalier St (GGeorge, states, amongst other matters of in-
formation regarding his party in Scotland, that Daniel Murchison (as he
calls him) “is come to Edinburgh, on his way to France "—doubtless
charged with a sum of rents for Seaforth. ¢ He’s been in quest of me,
and I of him,” says Lockhart, “these two days, and missed each other;
but in a day or two he’s to be at my country house, where I'll get time
to talk fully with him. In the meantime, I know from one that saw him,
that he has taken up and secured all the arms of value in Seaforth’s
estate, which he thought better than to trust them to the care and pru-
dence of the several owners ; and the other chieftains, I hear, have done
the same. ’ :

The Commissioners on the Forfeited Estates concluded their final
report in 1725, by stating that they had not sold the estate of William,
Earl of Seaforth, ““ not having been able to obtain possession, and conse-
quently to give the same to a purchaser.”

In a Whig poem on the Highland Roads, written in 1737, Donald is
characteristically spoken of as a sort of cateran, while, in reality, as every
generous person can now well understand, he was a high-minded gentle-
man. The verses, nevertheless, as well as the appended note, are
curious :—

Kegpooh, Rob Roy, and Daniel Murchison,
Cadets or servants to some chief of clan,

From theft and robberies scarce did ever cease, -
Yet ’scaped the halter each, and died in peace.
This last his exiled master’s rents collected,
Nor unto king or law would be subjected.
Though veteran troops upon the confines lay,
Sufficient to make lord and tribe a prey,

Yet passes strong through which no roads were cut,
Safe-guarded Seaforth’s clan, each in his hut.
Thus in strongholds the rogue securely lay,
Neither could they by force be driven away,

Till his attainted lord and chief of late
By ways and means repurchased his estate,

¢ Donald Murchison, a kinsman and servant to the Earl of Seaforth, bred
a writer, a man of small stature, but full of spirit and resolution,
fought at Dunblane against the Government, anno 1715, but continued
thereafter to collect Seaforth’s rents for his lord’s use, and had some
pickerings with the King’s forces on that account, till, about five years
ago, the Government was so tender as to allow Seaforth to re-purchase his
estate; when the said Murchison had a principal hand in striking the
bargain for his master. How he fell under Seaforth’s displeasure, and
died thereafter, is not to the purpose here to mention.”

The end of Donald’s career can scarcely now be passed over in this
slighting manner. The story is most painful. The Seaforth of that day

»
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—very unlike some of his successors—was unworthy of the devotion
avhich this heroic man had shown to him. When his lordship took pos-
session of the estates which Donald bad in a manner preserved for him,
he discountenanced and neglected him. Murchison’s noble spirit pined
away under this treatment, and he died in the very prime of his days of
a broken heart. He lies in a remote little church-yard on Cononside, in
the parish of Urray, where, we are happy to say, his worthy relative, the
late Sir Roderick J. Murchison, raised a suitable monument over his grave.

The traditional account of Donald Murchison, communicated to Cham-
bers by F. Macdonald, Druidaig, states that the heroic commissioner had
been promised a handsome reward for his services ; but Seaforth proved un-
grateful. “ He was offered only a small farm called Bun-Da-Loch, which
pays at thisday to Mr Matheson, the proprietor, no more than £60 a year ;
or another place opposite to Inverinate House, of about the same value. It
is no wonder he refused these paltry offers. He shortly afterwards left this
country, and died in the prime of life near Conon. On his death-bed,
Seaforth went to see him, and asked how he was. He said, ‘Just as
you w,x,ll be in a short time,” and then turned his back. They never met

The death of George I., in 1726, suggested to the Chevalier a favour-
able opportunity again to attempt a rising and of stirring up his adherents
in Scotland, whither he was actually on his way until strongly remonstrated
with on the folly and hopelessness of such an undertaking at that time.
It was also pointed out to him that it could only end in the final ruin of
his family’s pretensions, and of many of his friends who might be tempted
to enter on such a rash scheme more through personal attachment to his
own person than from any reasonable prospect they could see of success.
He, in consequence, retraced his steps to Boulogne, and the Earl of Sea-
forth, having been pardoned in the same year,* felt himself at liberty once
more to return to his native land, where, according to Mr Matheson, he
spent the remainder of his life in retirement, and with few objects to
occupy him or to interest us beyond the due regard of his personal friends
and the uninterrrupted loyalty of his old vassals. He must, however, have
been very hard up, for on the 27th of June 1728, he writes a letter to
the Lord Advocate, in which he refers to a request he made to Sir Robert
‘Walpole, who advised him to put his claim in writing that it might be sub-
mitted to the King. This was done, but “the King would neither
allow anything of the kind or give orders to be granted what his royal
father had granted before. On hearing this I could not forbear making
appear how ill I was used. The Government in possession of the estate,
and I in the interim allowed to starve, though they were conscious of my
complying with whatever I promised to see put in execution.” He makes
a strong appeal to his friend to contribute to an arrangement that would

* By letters dated 12th July 1726, King George I. was pleased to discharge him
from imprisonment or the execution of his person on his attainder, and King George II.
made him a grant of the arrears of feu-duties due to the Crown out of his forfeited
estate. An Act of Parliament was passed in 1733, to emable William Mackenzie, late
Earl of Seaforth, to sue or maintain any action or suit notwithstanding his attainder,
and to remove any disability in him, by reason of his said attainder, to take or inherit
any real or personal estate that may or shall hereafter descend to him,— Wood's Douglas’

Peerage.
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tend to the mutual satisfaction of all concerned, “ for the way I am now

in is most disagreeable, consequently, if not rectified, will choose rather

:;) sesk my bread elsewhere than continue longer in so unworthy a situa-
on.

Notwithstanding the personal remission granted in his favour for the
part he had taken in the rising of 1715, the title of Earl of Seaforth,
under which alone he was proscribed, passed under attainder, while the
older and original dignity of Kintail, which only became subordinate by
a future elevation, remained unnoticed, and, consequently, unvitiated in
the male descent of Kenneth, first Lord Mackenzie of Kintail, granted by
patent on the 19th November 1609, and has accordingly been claimed, as
we shall afterwards see.t

Earl William married in early life Mary, the only daughter and heiress -
of Nicholas Kennet of Coxhow, Northumberland, and by her had issue
three sons, Kenneth, Lord Fortrose, who succeeded him ; Ronald, died
unmarried ; and Nicholas, killed at Douay without issue. He had also
a daughter, Frances, who married the Honourable John Gordon of Ken-
mure, whose father was beheaded in 1715, He died in 1740 in the
Island of Lews, was buried there in the Chapel of Ui, and was suc-
ceeded by his eldest son.

( To be Continued.)

“ET EGO IN ARCADIA FUL”
———) cmta—

From mern to eve the sunshine fills
A circle ‘mid the summer hills,
‘Where rose-red hills of heather round
Fence in a curve of quiet ground,
And broken walls of gorse knee-high
Seem molten gold against the sky.

A swirl of tawny eddies sweeps
Between grey boulders, breaks and leaps
More swiftly to the lower ﬁnnnd,

As if it dreaded to be found,

As if it spurned some dreamy spell,
Yet over this green cloister-cell

It loiters, pauses, coils, till glear

Its rippling grows within the ear,

Like slumber in a wearied brain,

Is there place here for grief or pain
More than in some Illyrian bay ?

Is light there fairer or the play

Of shadows in the forest lawns?

Are the nifhtu deeper or the dawns
More pearly? This alone I know,
‘Warm in the crimson after-glow,
Hearing the cuckoo’s last good-night
Float from the foam, seeing the light
Die on the rocks, or fade between
On the sharp blades of breathing green,
That I have lost Arcadia found
‘Within this spot of Highland ground.

8,

+ Culloden Papers, pp. 103-4.

+ This Aot (of Attainder) omits all mention of the subordinate though older title of
#T,ord Kintail,” which he and all the collateral branches descended of George, the
second Earl, had taken up and assumed in all their deeds and transactions, though there
was no occasion to use it in Parliament as they appeared there as Earls of orth It
is questionable therefore if the Act of Attainder of William, Earl of Seaforth, by that
designation only could affect the barony of Kintail; and as the designation to the
patentee of it, * Suisque heredibus maxulis,” seems to render the grant an entailed fee

eable to the 7th of Queen Anne, c. 21, and the protecting clause of 26th Henry
VIIL, o. 13, the claimant, George Falconer Mackenzie, is entitled to the benefit of such
remainder, and in fact such remainder was given effect to by the succession of Earl
George, to his brother Colin's titles as his heir male collateral,.—Allangrange ’
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MARY MORRISON.

P )

[ConTiNUED.]
Poor Mary was once again sent adrift friendless among strangers. She
took up her abode in the same house as her child ; and, under her own
care, he began to improve slowly. What with keeping herself and pro-
viding some little extras for her boy, she too soon found herself almost
penniless. The landlady, on seeing her resources exhausted, requested

her to leave and seek other lodgings. She had to part with some of her
clothing to make up the few shillings she owed this woman, and left with

only a shilling in her pocket, and, carrying her sickly child, she made

her way along the coast towards Greenock. There has been always a
lingering feeling present with her attracting her to the original home of
her departed husband, though she knew no one there—not even her
mother-in-law. The first night she paid the last money she had for their
bed and a little milk for the child. It was far on in the afternoon of the
second day when she came to the outskirts of Greenock. She sat down
on the road-side to think on what she was to do. She felt weak, hungry,
and exhausted, carrying her sick boy during so long a journey. Her poor
child felt sore with the carrying and even cried for bread. She had now
little of any value to dispose of to procure what would appease their
hunger, and thought on the seal her husband had given her. She took
it out of her bosom, where she always kept it, looked first at it, and then
at her fretful child, but oh! could she part with it. She wept bitterly
till the child, poorly and hungry as he was, climbed up to her breast,
took her head between his white and wasted little hands, and kissed her
~—the only way in which he could express his sympathy with his suffer-
ing mother. This roused her to a sense of their condition. She rose up,
fook the boy in her arms, and walked towards the town, determined to
sell the trinket for what it would bring, and so save the life of her child.
8o intense were her feelings that she held up the seal in her hand toward
the heavens, and appealed to the spirit of her lost husband to witness the
necessity that compelled her to part with his gift. After getting into
the town she looked about for a shop likely to purchase such an article,
and soon noticed a large jeweller’s shop, to which she went and asked an
" elderly gentleman behind the counter if he would be so kind as to tell
her the value of the seal, at the same time handing it to him. He looked at
it, and then at her and at the child, and asked her where she got it. She,

in a hesitating manner, said she could not very well tell him where or how

she got it, but if he did not choose to let her know its value she would
thank him to hand it back to her. ~ Instead of doing that he sent one of
his assistants for a police-officer, to whom he gave her in charge. Poor
" Mary, led away by the man dumb as a sheep to the slaughter, was
put into one of the cells till morning. The jeweller wrote a note to the
Provost, who happened to be no other than Councillor Maccallum, owner
of the missing ship, Glencairn, stating that a strange younz woman
with a child had called at his shop to dispose of a gold seal,

4
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the same he had some years before bought from him, and which he
had presented to the late Captain Grahame with a gold watch, and
that he thought it proper to detain her for examination in the morning,
as her statement might throw some light on the mysterious fate of their
late friend. Poor Mary could not imagine why she was so dealt with.
To the credit of the officer in charge at the station she was not put
among the drunken, disreputable characters usually found in such places
waiting for trial in the morning. He put her into a place more cleanly
and comfortable than the common cells. Seeing the weak and feeble
condition both of them were in, he procured some refreshments for
them. His long experience of the criminal classes enabled him at a
glance to judge she was none of that stamp. Next morning she was
brought before the Magistrates, and questioned as to how she came into
possession of the seal. All she would say was that she got it honestly
and was a gift to her by its owner. She did not steal it nor did she
deserve being put in prison for it, she persisted in saying, and that she
had it in her possession for several years. When pressed and threatened
to be separated from her child, she looked up in the face of the Provost,
who presided, and said that if that gentleman would take her statement
in private she would tell him how and when she got it. After some con-
sultation it was agreed that he should retire with her to a private room,
where she told him the simple story of her first meeting with Grahame
and their subsequent marriage. She also stated facts connected with
Grahame and the ship while at Tobermory that quite satisfied him that
her tale was true. He led her back to the court-room with as much
kindness and respect as if she were his own equal in social position, and
explained to his brother magistrates that she got the seal from the hands
of Grahame himself under circumstances which reflected no disgrace upon
her character, when she was discharged and the seal given back to her.
The Provost desired her to wait a little till the Court was over, as he
wished to speak to her again. She did so, and when he came to her he
handed her a pound note, at the same time giving instructions to one of
the officers of the Court to go along with her to procure comfortable
lodgings. He desired her to call at his house next day and see Mrs Mac-
callum. A few hours after leaving the Court she fortunately procured
lodgings in the house of a respectable working man not long married.
Everything about the house was in such good order and so clean that the
sight of it in a manner eased her mind of the effects of her late trials.
The blythe and happy-looking young wife very soon put her mind at
greater ease than she had felt for weeks—rays of the dawn of better
days began to shine into her wounded heart. Her natural good spirits
responded to the cheerfulness of her more fortunate landlady, and when
the husband came home in the evening Mary found him, in course of

conversation, to be much better instructed than the genmerality of his .

class. He was foreman over the joiners in one of the shipbuilding yards
in the town. Mary felt impressed with the evident care of an all wise
Providential guidance in directing her wandering steps to the abode of
this truly homely and happy pair. She very properly considered that the
disposer of every action of her life meant these trials for her good to draw
her closer to Himself by means of an intelligent perception of His character

.l
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as 8 God of love. . When time came for retiring to rest, Mary knelt
down at the side of the bed on which her boy was already sound asleep,
and poured out her heart-felt gratitude for her recent deliverance. Next
day she made her way to the Provost’s house. He was in when she
called, and both he and his lady received her very kindly. She gave
them some details of her husband’s stay at Tobermory, their marriage,
and as much of her own private history as she thought prudent. Dis-
covering that the young widow was a good white seamstress, Mrs Mac-
callum promised to use her influence among her acquaintances to procure
work for her. In a few weeks Mary had as much as she could well
manage, besides employing her landlady’s spare time. Her child daily
gained health and strength. She made enquiries about her late husband’s
mother, and was told she was staying with some friends in the neigh-
bourhood of Hamilton. Hearing some time afterwards that her mother-
in-law had retured to Greenock, she lost no time in calling upon her.
The Provost’s lady very thoughtfully asked Mary to allow her to accom-
pany her when she went to see her, as her testimony would be a confir-
mation to Grahame’s mother of her daughter-in-law’s statements. The
found her in a small room by herself. For support she did a little by
knitting stockings ; a few friends gave her a trifile now and then, which,
with a small pittance from the parish, managed to keep her in life. When

» the aged widow was told of Mary’s relationship with her lost son, she
could scarcely believe it, as she never heard him say anything about his
being married, and he never did anything, even of much less importance
than getting a wife, without asking her advice in the matter ; but after the
boy was presented to her, she had no more doubt of the truth of the
story. She at once declared that he was the very picture of his father
when about that age.

Mary was now in very comfortable circumstances, being able to lay
a little money past her from time to time. Her business increased so
much that she had to get an assistant from Glasgow, and by this time
she had some thoughts of taking a house for herself ; but after seeing her
mother-in-law she made up her mind to bring the aged widow home with
her. She told her kind friend and patroness, Mrs Maccallum, who highly
approved of her intentions. 'When the Provost came to know of it he
insisted on his being allowed to assist her in furnishing the house, and
when the house was taken, he not only provided the plenishing, as it was

= there called, but sent men at his own expense to put everything in its
place, and Mary had little more to do in the matter than to come in and
take possession. She took her aged mother-in-law with her, and resolved
to give her all the comfort in her power, for the sake of him she loved so
well, now that she was deprived of the help he never failed to give his
mother while he was in life.

Mary, as we still like to call her, was about eighteen months in
Greenock, doing well and truly respected by all who had occasion to know
her. She was much improved in appearance, and really had a fine
cultivated lady-like deportment, which, no doubt, her constant contact
with the most accomplished ladies of the town helped to produce.

One morning, as one of the Liverpool traders came up to the quay, a
man stepped ashore and was on the point of walking towards the town,
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when one of the brokers, who generally frequented the quay on the arrival
of ships, recognised him, and touched him on the shoulder. The stranger
turned round, and he held out his hand as if to a friend. Both walked
on in the direction of the buildings where most business men then had
their offices, and called at the Provost’s office. It was too early in the
day for him to be there, but his chief-clerk, who had just come in, at once
recognised hir fast and long-lost friend, Captain Grahame. After mutuul
congratulations, a cab was immediately sent for, in which they drove to
the residence of Mr Maccallum. His old owner at once recognised him
though he was much changed, being darker in complexion and much
thinner in comparison to his former robust and ruddy countenance. The
good man was as much affected at seeing him alive again as if ke had
found a long lost son. 'While the two were closetted together Mrs Mac-
callum sent a boy with a note to Mary, desiring her to call immediately
at her house and to bring the boy along with her. 'When Mary read the
note she wondered what was wanted at that time of the day. She, how-
ever prepared to go at once; for the lady had been too good a friend not
to attend to her wishes. "When she and her boy arrived at the house
she was surprised to find the door-bell answered by the lady herself.
There was a something so tender and yet so hopeful in Mrs Maccallum’s
looks and manner as she now and again gazed earnestly in Mary’s face.
Entering a sitting-room Mary was puzzled by the unusual manner of her
friend, who felt at a loss how to break the news to the supposed widow.
She was still more surprised to find the lady beginning the conversation
by alluding to the loss of the ship her husband had command of, instead
of, as she expected, some business transaction. Mrs Maccallum com-
menced by saying it was very strange no word was ever heard of the fate
of the Glencairn.  Still, she had heard of vessels supposed to have been
lost with all hands, and yet some of the crews had cast up after a longer
time than their ship had been missing. Her manner of saying this, and
the fact that she seldom spoke to her on the subject for some time pre-
viously, awakened a suspicion in Mary’s mind that she had heard some
news of the ship, which made her tremble. She implored her friend if
she knew anything not to conceal it any longer, at the same time assuring
her that she was prepared to hear the worst. The lady saw that to
keep her longer in suspense would hurt her more than the sudden
reality, and she rose up, saying she would call Mr Maccallum, as he knew
more than she could tell. She then went where the gentlemen were and
whispered in her husband’s ear to come and bring Grahame with him. No
sooner did husband and wife see each other then they were lozked in each
other’s embrace ; and, following the example of the Provost and his wife,
we shall in tho meantime leave them by themselves. When the latter
returned to the room they found Mary very calm but bearing evident
traces of the severe mental ordeal she had gone through. She had her boy
clasped to her breast, who, whenever his father offered to sit near his
mother, frowned with his fine open brow. No coaxing or bribing could
induce Bobby to relax his hold of his mother.

As an additional proof of the kindness of Mrs Maccallum, she went
to Mary’s house to prepare the elder Mrs Grahame for the joyful tidings.
To attempt a description of the meeting between mother and son would only

.
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marr the pleasure of all interested in the happiness of all concerned. True
and faithful friend as the Provost’s lady was to Mary, she was the
means of raising the rather awkward question in the circumstances—
‘Whether there was not some impropriety in Mary living with Grahame as
his wife merely on the binding of & Gretna Green marriage? It was only on
the solemn promise of both that they would be joined over again by the
minister of the Gaelic Church that she would allow Grahame to live in
the same house with his wife.

After the first excitement of the restoration of the dead into life, as it
were, was over, and Grahame, his wife, and mother were left by them-
selves, it was most affecting to witness the old mother sitting beslde her
son with her arm through his, holding him as if some one was ready
to snatch him away, her disengaged hand resting on the top of his head,
her eyes fixed on his face, tears of joy streaming down her cheeks, saying
to her son, as well as her sobs and failing breath would permit her.
“Oh Robert, my son, never forget to your wife the kindness and tender-
ness shown by her to your poor lonely mother, since the day a kind
Providence directed her steps to where I was, when all other aids nearly
failed me.” Then, taking hold of Mary’s hand, and putting it into that of
her son, grasping them in her own trembling ﬁngers. she said with solemn
impressiveness, her eyes looking upwards, “ Let my end be soon or late,
may the Father of all mercies bless and prosper you both, now that you
are united,” and “love her, Robert, as I know she loves you.” Then
taking hold of his arm again she continued—¢ And oh! my son, where
have- you been, and what has kept you away so long. Well do I know
that it was not with your will you stayed away from us.”

He then told them that when they were two-thirds of the voyage out
they were attacked and boarded by an armed pirate, who had killed most
of the crew. None survived the.fight but himself and other two—all
severely wounded. They were taken on board the pirate, carried to the
stronghold of the robbers, and kept in strict confinement. 'What became
of the Glencairn they never knew. One of his wounded companions died
shortly after landing. He and the other slowly recovered, after which they
were obliged to work at whatever they could do in their prison house.
They never were let out without being well guarded, and then only when
some piece of work was to be done outside.

About five months before the time he arrived home, in early morning
one day they were awakened out of their sleep by a great noise of
shouting and tumult among the colony of pirates. In a short time after
the booming of cannon was heard in the distance. The sound gradually
neared them, and then a heavy shot came crashing through a building
close to where they were confined. They started to their feet, expecting
the next shot would hit their cell, and hurriedly put on what clothes they
had. Shot after shot came tearing through the buildings. They could
distinctly hear the crashing of falling portions of the rude fortress. Soon
musket firing was heard close to them. By this they judged some armed
ship had attacked the place and landed men to take it. Theyfelt mad
with excitement to be free and out to aid the evident enemies of their
captors—whoever they might be. The fact of the heavy shots striking
everywhere but in the place they were in seemed to them a cruel mockery

4
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of their misery. After an evident struggle on shore the noise and fighting
ceased, and an almost insufferable silence succeeded, and yet no way of
escape from their dungeon appeared to them. They imagined they heard
some groaning as if some one was in pain not far from them. They
searched earnestly at every crevice in the walls, till they found one spot
where the cement which joined the stones was softer than the rest. At
this they picked with any piece of hard substance within their reach.
After hours of anxious toil they succeeded in removing a large stone,
through which they were able to get out of the dungeon. Their only
guide in groping their way in the darkness was the groans they pre-
viously heard. At length they came upon a wounded man—one of their
captors—who evidently was on the point of death. They raised him to an
easier position, and left him to die. They soon found their way out of
the ruins. Outside not a living creature could they see ; not a ship or
boat was on the water before the place. Nearing the water-side they
observed unmistakeable traces of the deadly struggle which must have
taken place there—a few dead bodies lay in pools of blood—all who were
able must have escaped to the other side of the island. They then fell
in with a stout boat much riddled with musket shots. They patched the
holes as well as they could, went back to the ruins, and fortunately came
on some cooked victuals, which they carried to the bhoat, and set out to
sen. By this time it was dark. Towards morning they found themselves
entering on the open sea, and made all haste to get further out for fear
they might be seen from the land and chased. On the eighth day
they saw a sail ahead, which, after some hours, noticed them, and,
to their great joy, hove down upon them and took them on board. The
ship proved to be a French vessel bound for Jamaica. They were kindly
treated by the Frenchman, who landed them safe and sound when he
arrived at his destination. The man saved along with him shipped on
board an American for the Eust Indias, while he himself wrought his
passage to Liverpool as a sailor before the mast.

About three weeks after Grahame’s return, a little old man called at
the office of Mr Maccallum asking to see him. No sooner was he
ushered into his presence and heard him speak than he knew him to be a
Highlander. The Provost, himself a Celt, kindly told him to tell his
story in his native tongue. The stranger began by saying that he
was a cow-feeder in the Townhead of Glasgow, and some time ago he
bought some hay from a farmer near Largs, and paid some of the price in
advance. When the hay was sent to him he found it much damaged by
salt water through the leaking of the boat conveying it. He refused to
take it in that condition, and demanded back his money. This the
farmer would not do. Some of his friends in Glasgow advised him to see
Mr Maccallum, who would be sure to tell him the right way to go about
the matter. Mr Maccallum asked his name and address, as well as that
of the farmer. He said that his name was Donald Morrison, and though
he now lived in Glasgow he originally belonged to Skye. The Provost
asked how long since he left Skye and if he had any family. These
questions seemed to upset the poor old man, who appeared as if he had
been suddenly taken ill. A glass of spirits. was procured, which soon
brought him round, when he continued, saying, that he left his home in

Py
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Skye several years ago, but that he did not then come to Glasgow, but
went to Canada. That country did not agree with his wife, who never
was strong since they lost their only child, a daughter, a little before
they loft. This satisfied the merchant that he was speaking to young
Mary’s father, and when Mr Maccallum went home, he sent a note to
Grahame desiring him to call with Mrs Grahame that evening. When
they came he told them of his visitor from Qlasgow, which so excited
Mary that she would be off to Glasgow that evening to see her parents,
and was only persuaded from doing so by her husband promising he
would accompany her next morning. On arriving in Glasgow next day
they took a conveyance to the address in the Townhead, and on their
approaching the house they observed a young woman standing in the
door. Enquiring if Mr Morrison lived there, the girl, without saying a
word, ran into the house and left them, In a short time the old man
came out, and, looking earnestly at Mary, hurried to meet her without
.noticing Grahame, and, taking her in his arms, exclaimed in a faltering
voice in his native la: e “ Taing do Dhia gu bheil thu beo” (Thank
God that you are alive). The daughter hung upon his neck unable to
Grahame himself, though he used to have more command over
his feelings, was obliged to turn aside to hide his emotion. All this time
the girl they had first seen stood with open mouth and staring eyes in the
e. She then bolted through to the byre, where Mary’s mother was,
shouting in Gaelic, ¢ Oh, mistress, there is a grand lady and gentleman at
the door with a fine coach, and the master is kissing the lady.” Mrs
Morrison hurriedly left off what she was doing, and came into the house,
By this time the strangers were in the room. When the mother saw
Mary she stood still, lifted her hands above her head, fainted away, and
would have fallen if Grahame had not taken hold of her and led her to
a seat. :
‘While Mary attended to her mother in another apartment, old Donald,
in the best English he had, got into conversation with Grahame. He
soon understood that he was the sailor man for whom his daughter had
refused so many good matches, and that she was now his wife., He saw
Mary might have got a worse bargain, as he afterwards said that *“the
honest man was stamped in his face.” Donald went to a press in the
corner of the room, came back with a big bellied black bottle and dram
glass, told the girl to set some bread and cheese on the table, drew the
cork, filled up the glass, and, in accordance with the custom of his
country, took his son-in-law by the hand, drank off a glass to the health
and happiness of his son and daughter, re-filled the glass, handed it to
Grahame, who drank health and length of days to the old couple. The
mother, after getting over the effects of seeing her lost child restored to
her in life and health, joined the men. The aged pair seemed to feel as
if time had gone back many years. Donald especially spoke and acted
as if he had no other object in what remained to him of life than to atone
for what sorrow and misery his love of gear had occasioned to himself and
others. The conversation naturally turned upon how their daughter and
her husband had fared during ‘the dark years of their separation,” as
Donald termed it, and what their views were now that they were re-
united, Mary, wife-like, was the first to speak, saying that if she could
"
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help it her husband should never again take such long out-of-the-way
voyages. Grahame said that although the pay in a coasting vessel was
not equal to that paid to captains in command of over-sea-going ships, he
would not go against his wife’s inclination in the latter, and that perhaps
by industry and carefulness, in a few years, they might save a little
money to buy a small vessel of their own. Here Donald again got up
and went to what he called his “kist,” came back with a piece of paper
and handed it to Grahame, who, after looking at it, gave it to his wife.
She found it was a bank deposit receipt for £300, and held it back to
. her father again saying, that they could not think of taking it, as they
might need it themselves, when not able to do anything for a living.
The old man answered, ¢ Tuts, tuts, lassy, take it, I have more left. I
got more than that with your mother.” When Mary told her mother
she had a little boy at home with its other grandma, nothing would restrain
the old lady from going down to Greenock that evening to see her grand-
child. Old Donald declared that if she went so would he, and both
went back to Greenock with the young couple.

The Provost and his lady took such an interest in the extraordinary
episodes in the career of his friends, that they invited them all to meet
him one evening, before the old couple went back to their cows in Glas-
gow. Mary, with pardonable pride, told Mrs Maccallum about her
father giving her husband the amount of money already stated for the
purpose of purchasing a vessel. The Provost generously offered to
advance a certain sum towards the same object, and to give ample time
for repayment. Old Donald, elevated a little with an extra glass of the
Provost’s whisky, gave the table such a thump as made everything upon it
dance before their eyes, saying that he would himself give another
hundred, so that they might buy a ¢ wise-like vessel ” when they were
about it. The selection and purchase of the craft was left to the judg-
ment of Mr Maccallum. Amidst all Mary’s happiness her mother’s
failing health caused her uneasiness. She prevailed upon her father to
give up their toilsome establishment in Glasgow, and to take a house near
herself in Greenock that she might the better see to her mother’s comfort.
Her parents near her, her husband master of a handy vessel of his own,
Mary was indeed bappy. Still there was a source of some anxiety for
such a mind as hers—the fear of her parents spoiling little Bobby, who
was scarcely ever away from them. He was so idolised by them that
his slightest wish or whim was attended to and gratified. Heavier
troubles were soon, however, to come to her. Mother paid the debt of
nature, and in a few weeks after her mother-in-law was taken away. The
death of the latter she mourned as much as that of her own mother, for
she came to love her as much. After his wife’s death old Donald went
to live with his daughter. Grahame was well employed with his vessel
and making money ; his wife gave up her business ; her family increasing
she could not so well attend to it. Her father in a few years followed
his wife and was laid beside her. Grahame and Mary founded a family
in Greenock, who were well known for generations after them, and who
took their place among the most respectable of its citizens.

LODA,
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OUR GAELIC BIBLE
[, Y

MaNY readers of the Celtic Magazine have doubtless & vivid remembrance
of the controversy which not more than a dozen years ago was waged full

. warmnly as to the propriety of revising the authorised English version of

the Holy Scriptures. On the one hand, it was argued that, in common
honesty, we were bound to put in -the hands of the unlearned the best
possible translation of the sacred volume—a translation which, embodying
the latest results of modern criticism, and making our English Bible as
nearly as possible a living transcript to our common people of the original
sacred documents, would come home to them with full authority, and be
received without misgiving, as setting forth the mind of the Spirit and
the very truth of God. On the other hand, there were many men, un-
doubtedly learned as confessedly they were pious, who shrank from the
difficulties which, at this time of day, obviously stood in the way of a
new authorised version of the Bible. These difficulties were manifold, but,
above all other considerations, it was argued that the Christian world was
so divided, and the various sects were so bitterly opposed the one to the
other, that no new version, however excellent and honest, could ever be
received with the same confidence which all were willing, by a sort of
tacit understanding, to extend to the present version.

In such a controversy it belongs not to the Celtic Magazine to mingle.

" As a matter of history we merely chronicle the fact, that the controversy

is now, and has been for some years, in the way of quietly settling itself,
For good or evil, the work of revising our English Bible is now about
half completed.

‘With the English Bible thus thrown into the crucible of revision, it
is natural that we should ask, how fares it with our own Gaelic Bible?
‘What is its present condition, and how has it come to be what it is?

Now it must not be forgotten that our Gaelic Bible could at no time
be said to be ‘“authorised” in the sense in which our present English
version is authorised. It mever received any national or Parliamentary
sanction ; and there is no National Bible Board, to which is solemnly
committed the responsibility of securing the perfect purity of its text.
It is true that the Gaelic Bibles in circulation among Scottish Highlanders
for many years previous to 1860 were issued with the authority and sane-
tion of the General Assembly of the Church of Scotland. But the version
almost exclusively in circulation since 1860 has no sanction, either of the
Established or Free Church. In fact, that version rests entirely on the
authority of two names—the names of Dr Clerk, of Kilmalie, and Dr
Maclauchlan, of Edinburgh. Several years ago an attempt was, no doubt,
made, by means of a joint committee of the two churches, to place this
weighty matter on a broader and firmer basis ; but the committee has gone
into abeyance without any practical result ; and so the broad shoulders of
the two learned gentlemen just named still bear the burden which, in
1860, they took upon themselves, or, to speak more correctly, which they
accepted at the hands of the National Bible Society of Scotland. Of the
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merits or demerits of the version of these two gentlemen this is not the
place to speak. On such ground we are not critics but simple historians.
How did the Gaelic Bible come to be what it was previous to 1860 %
On the threshold of this inquiry we are met by this curious fact, that the
Gaelic Bible first printed in Scotland, for the use of the Scottish Gael,
was not at all a Scotch Gaelic version. It did not, indeed, profess to be.:
It was simply a transliteration of the Irish Bible : athruighte go haireach
as an litir Eireandha gu min-litir shol-leighidh Romhante: carefully
transposed from Irish to Roman type. The first issue of this Jrish Bible
for the use of Scofch readers was in 1690. There is now before us a
copy of the rarer edition printed in Glasgow by Ioin Orr in 1754. The
title page of the New Testament is as follows :—‘Tiomna Nuadh ar
DTighearna agus ar Slanuigheora Iosa Criosd, ar na tharruing go
firinneach as Gregis go Gaoidheilg, re Uilliam O Domhnuill. Noch ata
anois, ar mhaithe choitchinn Ghaoidhealtacht Albann, athruighte go
haireach as an litir Eireandha go min-litre shol-leighidh Romhanta,
Maille ri suim agus brigh na Cecaibidleach os a ccionn an Tiodaluibh
aithghear ; 16 R. KIRKE, M.A.” At the end of the volume a vocabulary
of eight pages is introduced with an address to a leaghoir chairdeil, in
which the author explains that he was moved to prepare this help to the
intelligent reading of the book, by reason of there being in it ‘omad focal
cruaidh do-thuigse, especially to such as were not familiar with snas
chanamhain na Heirinn. The Bibliotheca Scoto-Céeltica of Reid gives no
place to either edition of this work in the List of Gaelic Bibles, though
both are mentioned at page 47 of the introduction. There is s6me con-
fusion also in Reid’s description of the Irish original. The Irish New
Testament, begun by Walsh and Kearny, he alleges to have been com-
pleted by a certain Nehemiah Donellan, and on the next page he speaks
of the Irish Prayer-book as the work of William O’Donnell, afterwards
Archbishop of Tuam. But the Irish Testament always, so far as we have
observed, bears the imprint, 7is an tathair is onoruighthe a Ndia, UtLLIAM
O’DoMHENUILL, aird easbug Thuaim. We rather think that this William
was the real Nehemiah who completed the work of Walsh and Kearny.
But what is the significance of the fact that nearly 200 years ago Kirke,
a Scotch Highlander, the minister of a parish so entirely Highland as Bal-
quhidder must then have been, should provide Irish Bibles for general use
among his countrymen? One conclusion seems to us irresistible—-that the
Gaelic spoken in Ireland and Scotland at that time was much more nearly
one language than is the case to-day. And another conclusion may be set
down as self-evident, that the natural tendency of the twin forms of
speech to diverge yet more and more apart, each on its several way, must
have been very materially checked by the use, so far as it was used, of
Kirke’s Bible in the Scottish Highlands. That is to say, but for the
Bible of Kirke.our living Scotch Gaelic would have been, in a large
measure, less Irish than it is to-day. Nor will our estimate of the actunal
effect of this potential element, in our more recent linguistic history, be
at all lessened, when we consider how marked an effect it had on the
earlier versions of the Bible, which were given to our people in Gaelic,
professedly Scotch. The earliest of these is the New Testament of 1767,
prepared for the Society in Scotland for Propagating Christian Know-
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ledge, by the Rev. James Stewart, mlmster of Killin, It breathes through-
out an unmistakeable aroma of its Irish predecessor. Space avails not for
long or many extracts; let these suffice: an Soisgeul do reir Mhata ;
agus an uair do chunnm'rc Iosa an sluagh; an sin a dubhairt Peadar N
ach ni mar a choire, mar sin ata ’n saor-thiodhlac. The Killin version
was doubtless, in many respects a great improvement on the Irish version
of the Archbishop of Tuam, but equally evident is it, as Dr Moulton *
says, of the early English versions of Tyndale and Mﬂea Coverdale, in
their relation to the later authorised text, that e multitude of passages,
remarkable for beauty and tenderness, and often for strength and vigour,
are common” to the earlier Irish and our later Gaelic version of the Holy
Scriptures. Indeed a careful comparison of these two versions will reveal
the fact, that for some of the chiefest beauties of our Gaelic Bible we are
largely indebted to Bedel and O’Donnell.  To ignore this, or to slur it
over, would be not only ungenerous but unfair. Take, for example, as
test passages, these two sublime chapters, the 55th of Isaiah and
the 8th of Romans, which, perhaps, of the whole Bible are the best
known among our people. If our space would admit of the Irish and
Gaelic of both chapters being all set up in parallel columns, there are few
of our readers who would not be surprised to observe how little change
the latter has made on the former. A verse or two, taken at random, is
all we can give :—

IRISH,

He tigeadh gach uile dhuine tartmhor
chum na nuisgeadh an te ag nach
bhfuil airgiod; tighidh se, ceannchuidh
agus ithidh ; hgldh, fos, ceamnnchaidh fion

bnnne gen argiod agus gan luach,

Onnd fa ocaithighe argied ar nidh nach
aran? agus bhur saothar re nidh nach
sasuigheann ? eistigh go duthrachtach
riomsa, agus ithidh an nidh is maith, agus
biodh duil ag bhur panam a meuthus.
Claonuidh bhur occluas, agus tighidh
chugamsa: cluinidh agus marfidh bhur
naoam, &o,—Isai 55, 1-3,

Agus ata a fhios aguinn go goomhoib-
righeann gach uile nidh chum maitheasa
do na daoinibh ghradhuigheas Dia, noch a
ta ar na ngairm do reir a erduighesion.-—
Rom, 8, 28,

Uime sin oreud & dearam fa na neithi-
bhsi? Ma ata Dia linn, cia fheadus bheith
ar naghuidh? 3L

Oir ata dheirbbfhios agam nach budh
heidir le bas, na le beatha, na le hainglibb,
na le lmachdn.ranachdmbh na le cumha-
chtdibh, na leis na neithibh ata do lathair,
na leis na neithibh ata chum teachda, na
le hairde, na le doimhne, na le creatur ar
bith eile, sinne dhealughadh o ghradh De,
ata & Niosa Criosd ar Dtighearna, 38, 39,

GAELIC.

Ho gach neach air un blml tart thigibhse
ohum nan uis agus easan aig
nach ’eil airgiod, thiglbh cemnnolnbh
agus ithibh ; nadh thxgtbh ceannaickibh,

un tu-noci agus gun luach, fion agus
ainne.

Cur son a (a sibh a’ caitheamh airgid air
ni nach aran? agus bhur saothair air ni
nach sasuich? Eisdibh le deadh aire
riumsa, lg\ll 1thibh an ni ata maith, agus
gabhadh ’ur n-#ham toilinntion ann an
ouilm shogh-: mhoxr Aomaibh ’ur cluas,
agus thigibh a’ m’ ionnsuidh-sa ; eisdibh,
agus mairidh 'ur n’ anam beo &,

Agus a ta fhios agaion gu'n comhoibrich
na h-uile nithe chum maith do’n dream
aig am bheil gradh do Dhia, eadhon
dhoibhsan a ghairmeadh & reir a ruin,

Ciod uime sin a their sinn ris na nithibh
sin? Ma tha Dia leinn, co dh’fheudas bhi
‘par n-aghaidh ?

Oir ata dearbh-bheachd agam nach bi
bas, no beath, no aingil, no nachdaran-
nohda. no cumhachda., no nithe a ta lathair,
po nithe a ta ri teachd, no airde, no
deimhne, no creutair sam ’bith eile, com-
asach air sinne a sgaradh o ghradh Dhke a
ta ann an Iosa Criosd ar Tighearn,

An improved edition of James Stewart’s New Testament appeared in
1796, under the care of his son, Dr John Stewart of Luss, who, in

* The History of the English Bible.

By the Rev, W, F. Moulton, M.A., D.D,
Cassell & Co.
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a prefatory ¢ advertisement,” thus speaks of his father's version :—¢ In
the opinion of good judges, the work was executed in the most faithful
mapner, and it has been well received in every part of the Highlands.
The author, however, was himself sensible that it was susceptible of im-
provement,and in aninterleaved copy[he] marked with his own hand several
corrections, which, in the present edition, have been carefully made.
‘With a view to its further improvement, the translation has lately, in
whole or in part, been revised by gentlemen in different parts of the
Highlands, who were every way qualified for that important task, and
who freely communicated their remarks to the editor. He has ventured,
however, to make no alterations, but such as, on critical examination,
appeared necessary and important, and such as the author himself, had
he been in life, would have probably approved.”

How carefully, and yet with what filial tenderness, the younger
Stewart revised the work of his father, will best be seen by comparing a
verse from their several translations (John iii. 3), to which, for the readers’
convenience, the corresponding verse in the Irish Testament is added :—

IRISH. KILLIN. LUSS.

Do fhreaguir losa agus a| Fhreagair Iosa agus a Fhreagair Iosa agus &
dubhairt se ris, Go deimhin | dubhairt se ris, Gu deimhin | dubhairt e ris, Gu deimhin
deimbin, a deirim riot, muna | deimhin a deirim riut, mur | deimhin a deirim rius, mur
gheintear duine a ris nach | beirthear duine a-ris, naeh | beirear duine a ris, nach
eidir leis rieghachd De | fbendar leis rioghachd Dhe | feud e rioghachd Dhe
dfaicsin, fhaicsin. fhaicion,

The change of se to e, beirthear to beirear, a-ris to a ris, nach feudar leis
to nach feud e, fhaicsin to fhaicinn, shows how minutely, and with how
critical an eye, the younger Stewart examined the work of the elder. But
why did he spare a dubkairt e, and « deirim riut? Was it because in
his day these expressions were counted good Gaelic? Or was it only the
natural tendency of a pious man tenderly to spare every twig that could
possibly stand unpruned, in what to him was sacred and venerable as the
tree of life? One thing is certain: no man who knows anything of the
life and character of Dr John Stewart will suppose for a moment that
these expressions, now branded as foreign to our Scottish Gaelic, were
allowed to stand either through want of care or through defective know-
ledge of what was then esteemed pure idiomatic Gaelic. :

‘While, as Highlanders, we are grateful to the Stewarts for their pious
labour, which was indeed to them a labour of love, as to our people it has
been a gift of peerless price, we must never forget our vast obligations
for this and many other munificent gifts, to the oldest, and still one of
the richest and most enterprising, of the religious associations of our land.
For it was at the request, and entirely at the expense, of the Society in
Scotland for Propagating Christian Knowledge, that the blessed work of
these two good and gifted men was executed.

Some account of the first version in Scotch Gaelic of the Old Testa-
ment, with the interesting episode of the connexion therewith of the Rev.
Dr John Smith, of Campbelton, and the completion of the Society’s
labours in their noble edition of 1826, will furnish materials for another
paper on this subject.

DONALD MASSON, M.A,, M.D.
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BRAHAN OF STEEDS.
Song on the Earl of Seaforth.
( Translated from the Gaelic,)
Y- Y

Steed-famed Brahan well-known, of my footsteps the throne !
‘Well-known haunt of the slender-limbed herd !

There thy bannered stag’s-head, in thy need is broad spread,
Thou chief of the rich chequered shields !

May thy fame still increase, to thy footsteps be peace,
Seaforth—thy late sounding title—

Let the halls of thy Court re-echo the sport,

And the song of thy clansmen and revel.

From thy silver-cupped board in abundance still poured—
Drink of various kinds might be named—

There was rum, porter, and beer, wine, brandy, good cheer—
‘With courage to fire thy young men.

Thy hall of a night e’en a duke would delight ;

‘When are met there the cunning musicians,

And the sun out of sight, with its strings stretched tight
The harp pours its music delicious.

Frank and pleasant wast thou to high and to low;
Strong-limbed, stout, manly and gentle ; .

Their support in thy might, free from backbiting spite ;
To thee was deceit ever hateful.

‘With our chief loved so well, rise we sons of Kintail,
From the foe oft for him won we honour ;

Maclennans the glorious, in battle victorious,
Courageous, commanding in valour.

‘With thee rise to the work sons of ¢ Murchadh-nan-Core,”
‘Whom terror could never restrain ;

Youths in beauty’s bloom blush, in their green strength they rush
Unchecked by appeal in their fury.

‘When the pikes are drawn rife, ready, keen for the strife,
Lopped limbs and heads gashed wide they scatter,

Source of deepest delight at thy back standing tight,

Sons of Roderick of Farabairn Tower.

To their arms swiftly take the Macraes for thy sake,
‘Who to battle rage roused never tremble ;

Mark them ! generous and deft, of their calmness not reft,
Rushing on red-hot in their thunder.

‘When fiercely they stride, huddled close side by side,
Heads are seen carved with wounds gaping ghastly,

And their heel’s on the foe, tumbled breathless below

By the play of the men of the back-stroke.



104 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

To thy side flock together Clan Donald of the heather ;
Macleods to a man in their anger ;

And from Assynt-the-North pour but gentlemen forth ;
‘With thee stirs no tattered Catlander.

. Macintoshes right brave, well-equipped armies gave,
Their bannered tailed cat streaming broadly ;
Clan-Chatan pike-bearing in battle-strife shearing,

To their knees bring submissive the red-coats.

In his pomp comes so proud, Earl of “ Cromba” from Leod,
From his ancient and surge-beaten tower;

‘With his handsome array, ordered well for the fray,

Raging stags with their antlers bare-chafing.

‘When thy “back-sword with speed is unsheathed in thy need,
Swift, manly and free they'd encounter,

Till, in tumult and rout, wheels the foe right-about,

Hot pursued by the victors swift-stepping.

In thy retinue came the Macleans of great fame,

Stout-limbed with the hue of the hunter; -

Their muskets bright beaming, and burnished swords gleammg,
And lances the back-stroke to parry.

On the grassy sward green, where they tread, may be seen
Corses gory in death grim distorted ;

Swiftly dashing in strife where the danger is rife,

The heroes in Scotch garb undaunted.

In the Court of thy peers, one more honoured none hears,
Nor useless concealed is thy wisdom ;

Calmly bold and with grace, keen discussing each case,
Standing true on the side of the Scotsman.

To thy kinsmen a crown, great chief of renown !

Encamp with thee striplings deft-handed ;

And brave youths with a will to the conflict rush still,
‘When aloft streams the stag’s-head thy standard.

In the grasp of thy might was thy clan-land held tight,
In despite of the champions red coated ;

. Ammunitfon in plenty, trim muske's, swords dainty,
Over kilts thickly plaited—these hadst thou.
To thy skill in the field, is the foe forced to yield,
Thy might and thy valour evincing—
Bear my fond regards flashing, over Conon swift dashing,
To Brahan, fair silver-cupped Brahan

GLASGOW, FINLAY MACEAE.

Lk
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HACO, THE DANE, OR THE PRINCE’'S WOOING.
A TRUE ROMANCE OF LOCH-MAREE, IN THREE PARTS.
By J. E. MupDook, author of “ A Wingless Angel,”  As the Shadotws
Fall,”  Lovat, or Out in the '45,” &e., &ec.

—_0———
Parr IIL (anp CoNoLUSION)—REVENGE,

AvrrouvaH terribly wounded, and utterly prostrated through loss of blood,
Prince Haco still lived, and in about an hour’s time he recovered con-
sciousness. The moon was sinking below the horizon, but the stars still
looked down coldly and silently on the wild and savage region. A gentle
breeze blew across the loch and broke its surface into wavelets that
skipped and danced in the weird gleams of the pale light, and beat the
shore in a strange melody of sadness. For a considerable time Haco was
at a loss to understand or realise his position. His brain was dazed and
muddled. He was lying upon his back, and his left arm was swollen
and stiff, while a gaping wound showed itself in the fleshy part of the
neck on the right side. All around him was a gory pool, and his pallid
and death-like features were splashed with clots of blood. His hair was
matted and hung in wild disorder about his face, and his dress was so
gashed and torn that it hung in shreds from his body.

Bad as the wounds of the young prince were, however, they had not
penetrated to any vital part. And the life that had been so nearly going
out slowly returned, and very gradually the incidents of the night dawned
upon him, and he remembered how he had met and fought the terrible
Red Hector of the Hills. The Prince groaned. Despair, rage, and pain
were mingled, and to add to his misery he was consumed by a burning
thirst. His tongue seemed too large for his mouth, and his lips were
puffed and cracked. That horrible thirst was unendurable, He heard
the wash of the water on the stone at the edge of the loch, and it seemed
to mock him. With the desperate energy of despair he partly raised him-
self, and through the blood-like mists that had gathered before his
dimmed eyes, he gazed across the rippling waters to where in the purple
shadows the Isle Maree lay.

“ Ah, my beloved !” he murmured in his agony, ¢ is it to be that we
are never to meet again? Is there no good spirit will whisper to you
now, and tell you that your lover lies wounded unto death? Oh, for
your gentle hand to bind up my wounds, and to moisten my parched and
‘burning throat. Thyra, Thyra, my beloved !” he cried.

His words were echoed by the mountains as if in mockery, and then
there was silence again. Then the wounded man made another desperate
effort to rise, and to drag himself down to the edge of the water. The
exertion caused the blood to gush forth from his wounds again, but better
to bleed to death, he thought, than suffer the unutterable agony of thirst.
Despair and suffering lent him strength, and he was enabled to crawl
along the ground half a yard or so at a time. He persevered and slowly
and painfully worked his way down until the water was reached. Then
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he almost fainted from the joy of having succeeded. He got his face close
to the water and he dashed the cold and refreshing fluid into his mouth
and throat. It was nectar—it was more, it was life! At that moment
the draught of -water was worth a king's ransom. Prince Haco laved
himself in the precious fluid and drank of it until he seemed to grow
strong and whole again. The senses were deluded, however, for when he
attempted to stand up he found himself as helpless as a babe but newly
born. Dragging himself beneath the shelter of a houlder, he sank down
prone upon the earth, and there stole upon him a horrible and unutterable
sense of loneliness. He knew that not far off there were those who
would have sacrificed their own lives to save his ; but no hand was near
to minister to his dire needs, and he must perforce die for want of
asgistance,

Insensibility came upon him again, and there was a long,blank. The
night grew old. Down sank the moon, leaving the loch wrapped in one
great impenetrable shadow, out of which came the voice of the waters, and
occasiorally the mournful cry of some sea bird. Gradually the darkness
commenced to break in the east. A cold grey succeeded the blackness,
and this in turn gave place to warm flush, rosy at first until it deepened
to crimson, and soon the mighty sun came in a glory of gold and red, and
with his shafts of fire he smote old Slioch and the surrounding hills
until they were burnished into a resplendent brightness.

The freshness of the morning air, and the warm rays of the.rising sun
had a stimulating effect on Prince Haco, who had lain all night under the
starlit canopy of heaven while Death and Life wrestled for him. He
opened his heavy eyes, and though weakness and loss of blood had
brought on delirium, there was one name that rang in his dazed brain,
and that name shaped itself on his lips—it was the name of Thyra.

It so happened that on this particular morning—and by one of these
strange chances which often induce one to think that Fate is something
more than a name—two monks were despatched from Isle Maree on a
special mission to ome of the religious houses on the mainland. They
landed at the usual landing-place, which was close to where the Prince
was lying. Then their attention was attracted by a deep groan of pain,
and but for this they might have passed on without observing him, but
now as they saw the wounded man they uttered a cry of alarm and hurried
forward to instantly recognise Haco, the Dane, in the death-pale and
blood-stained man who was stretched amongst the ferns, The two monks
held a hurried consultation, and then decided to convey the Prince to the
island as speedily as possible, where he would have the advantage of the
wonderful skill of the Father Superior, whose fame as a leach had spread
throughout the country ; and in addition to this the gentle Princess could
nurse him, and the holy men were there to shrive him if his end ap-
proached.

Actnated by these considerations the men raised the Prince between
them, and carried him to their boat. Then they rowed quickly back to
the island. The news, of course, soon spread, and as soon as the Princess
Thyra heard it she flew at once to the presence of her lover unrestrained
by the remonstrances of the Father Superior. She forgot every thing else
in the one all absorbing thought that he who was dearer to her than.life
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was lying stricken well nigh unto death, and that it was her duty to tend
and watch him, and win him back to health and strength again, if that
were possible.

Ah! how very gentle she was. At first she wept until her little eyes
grew red ; but this was a very natural and pardonable womanly weakness.
She grew calmer in a little while, for she recognised her duty..and nobly
and bravely did she do it. For weeks the Prince tossed and raved in the
delirium of a dreadful fever, the result of his wounds, and the exposure
he had endured. But watching over him like a ministering angel was the
gentle girl who tried to anticipate his every want.

At length her care and attention was rewarded, for the fire of the
fever died out, and Haco’s wounds commenced to heal. For weeks he
had lain all unconscious of her presence, but now as he learned all, and
recognised who his gentle nurse had been, he could only fold her in his
arms and weep for very joy.

From that moment he made rapid progress towards recovery. The
favourable turn having once set in, it was not long ere he was enabled to
get about.

The news of the duel had, of course, spread throughout the country,
and the Prince’s followers had made a vow to take Red Hector of the
Hills and put him to the torture. But they reckoned without their host.
Hector was too old a fox to be caught napping, and he was too well
acquainted with his native mountains not to be able to find shelter from
his pursuers. At any rate none of those who sought him were able to
find any trace of him. He had disappeared as effectually as if he had
sunk into the dark depths of the loch. 'What had become of him was a
mystery to all, save, perhaps, his own immediate followers. And as time
wore on, and not the slightest clue to his whereabouts could be got, a
belief gained ground that he was dead.

Day by day Prince Haco grew stronger. His wounds had quite healed,
and little or no trace of the terrible illness through which he had passed
rmained. He still lingered on the island, although he was repeatedly
urged, nay commanded, to return home to his own country. But love
was a stronger power than any other that could be brought to bear ; and
no man could have loved more truly, more honourably, or more devotedly .
than he. Perhaps it was a foolish love, but when was love ever wise?
Wher did it ever run smoothly? In the case of this young couple it was
destined to lead them into destruction.

One morning as the lovers walked in the little garden attached to the
ll;tgmstery, the Princess said, “ Yesterday a special messenger brought me

news.”

“Indeed !” the Prince exclaimed, as a flush of excitement came into
his pale face. “ Bad news | nay, I hope, my beloved that you have been
misinformed. But tell me what is this news$”

“] am summoned to proceed to Ireland without a moment’s loss of
time, as my father lies at death’s door.”

“That is bad, indeed,” was the sorrowful rejoinder. * And when do
you purpose leaving 4” he asked after a pause.

“ To-morrow, an’ the wind hold fair.”

“To-morrow |” the Prince echoed, then sank into a gloomy silence ;
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but suddenly he stopped in his walk, and looking the Princess full in the -
face, he said, “ And how long do you intend to be absent?”

“ Alas ! I cannot tell that.”

 But you will return?” he asked anxiously and excitedly.

€« Yﬁs- »

“You will promise me this?”

“Yes.”

¢ As you hope that your immortal soul may be saved $”

“ As I hope that my immortal soul may be saved,” she answered a
little sadly, as though the implied doubt had stung her.

‘When the hour of parting came, Prince Haco did not exhibit any
great outward sorrow, but it needed no very keen observer to see that he
was moved deeply. He accompanied his betrothed on board the galley
that was to convey her down the loch, and when he took leave of her at
the mouth of the river he caught both her hands in his, and peering into
the wondrous depths of her blue eyes, he said with passionate earnestness—

¢ Princess, you take my heart with you. By the God we both
worship, I conjure you, use it well; and if you would have me live,
come back soon.”

“Lose not faith in me,” she answered, as the tears blinded her, and
her bosom throbbed with the wild emotion she tried so hard to suppress.
¢ Only one thing shall ever prevent my returning.” .

“ And that is—" Haco interrupted impatiently. ¢ Death.”

Their farewell was a long and sad one, and then they parted. A fair
wind was blowing, and soon the galley sailed out of sight ; and then, with
a heavy heart, Prince Haco ordered his men to row him back to the
island, where he intended to reside until the Princess came back. In the
course of a week or two the poignancy of his grief had worn itself out,
and being now perfectly restored to health, he once more indulged in the
sport and excitement of the chase, although he never went out now with-
out being accompanied by a strong and well-armed retinue.

One day as he and his followers were returning from the White
Mountains, where they had been hunting, an old man suddenly placed
himself in their path. Peremptorily and rudely he was ordered to move
out of their way, but the Prince’s good nature prompted him at once to
ride forward and address the man. '

“ Who are you, and whence came you my good fellow 1"

¢ Alas, your highness, I am a homeless wanderer. "A warrior has-
carried off my cattle. My only son was killed the other day while climb=
ing yon broken crag in search of a lost sheep, and the sight of the boy’s
mangled body drove my poor old wife raving mad, and she drowned her-
self in the loch.

“ A sad story, truly,” sighed the Prince ; then turning to one of his
followers, he ordered him to give the old man substantial alms.

Drawing himself up, however, with pride and dignity, the man re-
plied with great scorn, * Prince, I am no beggar.”

“ What dost thou seek then 1"

“ To be allowed to enter your highness’s service.”

¢« 'Well, thouart modest, at least,” cried the Prince, as he laughed heartily ;
¢but what canst thou do? Thou art old and weak, and all but useless.”
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The man’s face grew red, and it almost seemed as if fire came out of
his eyes as he clutched a staff he was carrying with a vice-like grip, and
the muscles of his arms stood out like cords.

: ¢ Useless,” he echoed, then softening his tone, and changing his man-
ner, he continued, “ Pray, mock me not, your highness ; there is life and
vigour yet in these limbs, as your highness shall discover an’ you will but
engage me."” )

¢ An’ I do this, wilt thou prove faithful 3”

{3 _Aye."

¢ And never forget the kindness I do thee?”

Something like a sneer of bitterness came into the man's face as he
made answer and said—

¢¢ Ronald Macleod never yet forgot a kindness, as he never yet forgave
an injury.”

¢ Come, thou art engaged, then,” cried the Prince, laughingly, “ I see
there is fire in thee yet.”

¢ Fire,” the man hissed with strange energy, “fire | aye, if thou didst
but know how I burn for revenge.”

¢ Revenge |” echoed the Prince and several of his followers in astonish-
ment.

r~ “Is it so strange that an old man should be desirous of revenging a
great wrong 1"

“ Wrong, and against whom " asked the Prince.

“ No matter,” was the almost sullen answer. “ A sleeping memory
has been aroused, and for a moment I forgot myself. ~When shall I
enter your highness's service §” :

¢ To-morrow, and it please thee.”

¢ To-morrow it shall be,” the man returned, as he bowed and moved
on one side, and the Prince and his suit moved on.

¢ There is something in that fellow that does not please me, Prince,”
one of the suite remarked, as they got out of the man's hearing,

“Tut, man, thou art full of strange whims and fancies. I will
warrant me the rascal is honest enough,” the Prince answered,

¢ T pray heaven that it is so,” the speaker remarked as if to himself,

At noon on the following day Ronald made his appearance on the
island, and the Prince at once appointed him to a position of some trust,

~And so much desire did the man display to please his new master that the
“Prince was drawn towards him, and in a very short time had become at~
tached to him.

‘Three months passed, and then the Prince commenced to weary for
the return of his atfianced. He had had no word from her since she went
away, and he became a little anxious and troubled. He had stationed
some of his servants at Poolewe, with instructions that when they espied
the vessels of the Princess they were to despatch a mounted courier to
him instantly with the news. Day after day went by until suspense had
become almost unbearable ; but at length the courier arrived, with the
joyful intelligence that three vessels were in sight, and the leader of them
bore the royal flag of Ireland.

The Prince was elated and excited in a more than ordinary degree,
and he was about to issue orders that a reception should be organised
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that would do honour to his noble bride. But at this moment Ronald
crept up to him, and whispered—

“Master, I am strangely troubled, and I pray you give me a few
minutes that I may get speech with you.”

“ Not now, Ronald ; not now. Thou shouldst not speak of trouble
at such a time as this, but joy, and only joy.”

¢ Nay, master of mine, I must speak. It is to your highness's interest
that I should do so.”

There was something so earnest, so impressing in the man’s tone that
the Prince looked at him in astonishment, and then said—

¢ If what thou hast to say is so serious, I will give thee two minutes ;
two minutes, remember, and not a second longer.” -

He turned aside with Ronald, and when they were alone, Ronald
said—T have had a dream——"

“Tut, man,” interrupted the Prince petulantly, “is it for this only
that thou wouldst waste my time.”

“Be not so fast, master. I have dreamed my dream three nights
running, and by the heavens above us there is truth in dreams. Nay,
turn not away, but listen. What wouldst thou do an’ thy lady-love
were dead ?”

The Prince started and turned ghastly pale, and his lip quivered as
though a current of electricity was passing through it, he stammered—

“Dead! What do you mean?”

“T ask what wouldst thou do an’ she were dead ?”

“ Rascal, why dost thou torture me by even daring to ask such a
question "

¢ Nay, be not angry ; I cannot help my dream.”

“ Help thy dream,” the Prince cried, while his face was pale even to
a shyness. -

4 Aye, thrice have I dreamed that she was dead, and I fear me that
my dream is prophetic.”

For some minutes the Prince was silent ; he seemed to be struggling
With some terrible emotion that almost overpowered him, but at last, in a
hollow voice, he said—

% Why hast thou told me this? Why hast thou dared to cloud the
sunshine of my joy 1"

¢ Dared !” Ronald echoed, while his whole manner seemed to change,
and a look of fierce pleasure came into his face, although it escaped the
notice of the Prince, who was deeply absorbed in his own reflections.
¢ There is nothing under heaven I would not dare—" Then he checked
himself suddenly, and said, ¢ An’ this dream should be true——"

¢ An’ it should be true,” the Prince cried, “ an’ it should be true, I
would plunge this dagger into my own heart.” He drew a jewelled
poignard from its sheath at his girdle as he spoke ; but thrusting it back
again with impatience and anger, he said, Rona.ld thou art a fool and a
knave.” He was striding away, but suddenly turned and as if ashamed
of having spoken so sharply, he remarked, “I forgot myself. I should
not allow the babble of an old man to disturb me, Pardon me, Ronald ;
I have been hasty.”

¢ But if it should be true ?” Ronald asked with strange emphasis,

‘4
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“¢But? Why dost thou torture me with ‘ But?’ It cannot be.”

“Cannot it? Nay, who can tell #”

“ Ronald, dost thou wish to drive me mad? I feel almost as if I
could strike thee to the earth for having dared to torture me by telling
me thy idiotic dream, By the holy Virgin thou hast made me unhappy,
and I shall need the priestly consolations of the good Father Superior to
enable me to endure the dreadful suspense until I am assured that my
beloved Princess is well.”

“I have a plan, an’ your highness approves of it.”

“What isit? Speak.”

“T will go out and meet the vessels.”

“Well, well ; and what then 9"

“ As soon as we enter the loch, I will, if the Princess is well, hoist a
red flag, which thou wilt be able to see if thou wilt mount to the tower
of the monastery.”

¢ That is a good idea ; but if she should not be well, what then ?”

“If she should be dead,” Ronald replied in a strange tone, while he
seemed to glare on the unfortunate Prince, ¢ If she should be dead, a black
flag shall float from' the peak.”

“Go then,” answered the Prince, trying hard to restrain the feeling of
nervous trepidation that had, in spite of himself, seized him, ¢ but re-
member that the black tlag would be the signal for my death. I could
not live without her.” He turned away and went into the monastery ;
and then, with a step that had in it the lightness and fleetness of a young
man rather than that of an old one, Ronald hurried down to the boat
that was moored to a rock. 'With lusty and vigorous strokes of the oars
he pulled himself clear of the island, and in a few minutes more was lost
to sight.

Hours passed away. The night closed in. A restless, weary night it
was to the Prince. Hope and fear alternated in his breast, and suspense
almost drove him mad. When the sun rose he mounted to the top of the
tower, but he found that the range of vision was very circumseribed,
owing to the other islands ; and so he ordered two of the monks to row
him to the opposite shore, where he scaled a high peak, and waited
in breathless anxiety. Presently a speck was visible in the far off blue
distance looking towards the sea. The speck gradually grew larger, until
it assumed the shape of a vessel. A flag was flying at the peak, but as
yet it was impossible to make out its colour. The Prince’s head throbbed
wildly with the fever of excitement, and he strained his eyes until they
ached. The vessel drew nearer, and then the blood rushed back frozen
upon the Prince’s heart as he saw that the flag was black.

When Ronald had got out of sight of the island he pulled a powerful
and long stroke that was not at all compatible with his aged appearance.
His little boat flew over the water, and he was enabled to meet the vessel
of the Princess soon after she and her suite had embarked on board at the
mouth of the loch. Making his way to where the Princess stood radiant
with health and happiness, and anticipating the pleasure of the meeting
with her lover, he bowed low and said—

“ Madam, I come as a messenger from Prince Haco.”

_“Ah! welcome, doubly welcome ; and how fares my lord? tell me
quickly.”
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“ He is well, lady.”

¢ Bless thee for that news,” cried the delighted girl ; ¢ thou shalt
have gold for it. “And tell me—and be not niggard of thy speech, man
—tell me is he impatient for my coming.”

“ Aye, indeed, lady ; and so anxious was he to be assured of your
highness’s health that he bade me hoist a red flag an’ thou wast well, but
if thou wert not well a black flag was to fly at the peak.”

¢ Dear, dear Haco,” the happy girl murmured to herself.

“I have a plan, your highness, whereby we may have some sport,”
Ronald observed artfully, ‘ as well as test the devotion of thy lover.”

¢ Indeed, and what is that, good friend $”

¢ Hoist up the black flag.”

“ Nay, that would be cruel,” exclaimed the Princess with a little laugh.

¢ Not cruel, your highness, since it would prove to you how strong is
the Prince’s love.”

The Princess considered for some moments, and a smile lighted up her
beautiful features. Her woman’s vanity was tickled, and she was tempted
to put her lover's affection to the test. Ronald, who had watched her as
a hawk that watches its prey, saw that she hesitated, and urged her so
strongly that at last she gave orders that the red flag which was then
flying should be hauled down and a black one run up. The captain was
puzzled by this, but he had no alternative but to obey, although he
thought the whim a strange one. As the sombrs folds of the flag floated
out on the breeze a smile of intense satisfaction came into Ronald’s face.

As the vessel neared the island the Princess felt great difficulty in re-
straining her impatience, and her heart bounded with joy as she heard the
wooden anchor splash into the waters as the galley was brought up under
the lea of Isle Maree. But, alas! that joy was soon to be turned to
sorrow. She ordered the boat to be manned, and then stepping in she
bade the rowers row quickly. As soon as ever the boat touched the
strand she sprang out and was met by the Father Superior.

¢« And where is the Prince 1" she cried, all surprised to find that he
was not there.

¢ Thou shalt know, my child, directly,” was the answer.

“ But why comes he not to meet me? Is he well}”

“ We trust, daughter, that he is well.”

There was something in the man’s tone that alarmed her, so that the
colour fled from her face ; and turning upon him quickly, she demanded—

“'What has happened ? For the love of heaven if anything is wrong
keep it not from me ; and that something ¢s wrong I gather by thy tone.”

¢« Alas, daughter, that it should be my duty to tell thee the bad news.”

“ Bad news,” she gasped in a hollow whisper. “ Lives he, or is he
dead ¥”

“ Have courage, my child, and may the Mother of Jesus guard thee,
Thy lover has slain himself. God rest his soul” The holy father told
his beads, and with a wild cry of heartbreaking despair Princess Thyra
threw ap her arms and fell prone upon the earth.

Ronald and-some of the men from the boat raised her, and by the in-
structions of the holy father bore her to the monastery. All day long she
lay as one in a trance, but towards the night she recovered her senses,



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 113

Then she demanded to know how the Prince had died, and very reluctantly
she was informed that seeing a black flag flying, he, under the belief that
she was dead, plunged a dagger into his heart. For a little time the
reason of the Princess seemed shattered, but at length an unnatural calm-
ness came upon her, and she asked to sce the body. At first this request
was refused, as it was feared that the sight would really affect her to
madness ; but she vowed that she would see it come what may, and so
the Father Superior offered to go to the room where the Prince’s bodyjlay.

“1 pray thee, in the name of the Virgin, leave me,” she said when
the room was reached. “I would be alone for a few minutes with my
dead lover.”

The father hesitated for some little time, for he was afraid to leave
her ; but she at last commanded him to go, and he said—

“ Wilt thou promise solemnly thou wilt not harm thyself $”

“Yes."” )

“ Then I will give thee fifteen minutes.”

‘When the Princess was alone she turned towards where the Prince’s
body lay on a low truckle bed. Lights were burning at the head and
foot of the bed, and the body was covered with a sheet. The wretched
girl tottered across the room, and with trembling hand drew the sheet
from the ghastly face. Then with a sob that told how terrible
was her agony, she bent down and placed her lips to the forehead of this
too faithful lover, and so great was her grief that even tears refused to
flow. Presently sho was startled by these words, which were hissed into
her ear—

“ Revenge is sweet.”

She raised herself up, and turned quickly round, and before her stood
Ronald, but no longer bent with seeming age., He was straight and

werful looking now, and his face was horrible in its expression of un-
utterable hatred.

‘“ Ronald Villain, this is thy doing,” she faltered, as she put
her hand to her throat, for a sensation of choking had come there. The
room swam before her eyes, and she leaned heavily against the bed.

A hard, cruel, almost demoniacal smile played about the man’s mouth
a8 he answered—

“ My name is not Ronald.”

“Who art thou, then ” she gasped, like one in a dream.

“ Red Hector of the Hills,” he hissed. I told A¢m that I never yet
forgave an injury. I am fully revenged now.”

The Princess Thyra uttered a gurgling cry, and reeling round as
though a bullet had suddenly gone through her heart, she fell across the
body of her lover.

‘When the holy father returned Hector had fled, and the Princess was
motionless. In wild alarm the good man raised her up but only to find
that her pain had ended, and she had joined her lover in the world
that lies beyond the grave.

Two graves were dug adjoining each other, and the ill-starred Prince
and Princess were laid head to head. On the slab that covered his grave
the monks carved a runic cross, and on her’s a crucifix.

From that night Hector of the Hills disappeared, and no one knew

I
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where he had gone to, but some months afterwards a body was found
floating in Loch Rosque, at the other end of the gloomy Glen Docherty,
and that body was recognised as Hector of the Hills. Retribution had
overtaken him, but how he came to be drowned was never known.

Reader, if ever it is your good fortune to be in the sternly grand, and
wildly magnificent region of Loch Maree fail not to visit the little gem-
like island known as Isle Maree. Tread reverently, and muse awhile
amidst those solemn memorials of the past age (when this wonderful dis-
trict was peopled only by warring clans), the time-worn stones that mark
the graves of the sleepers long long forgotten. In the very centre of the
island two slabs are placed flat and end together. On the one is a beauti-
ful runic cross, and on the other an exquisitely carved crucifix. TUncover
your head and keep silent while the summer breeze, as it whispers amongst
the branches overhead, tells you the story of the faithful lovers—the un-
fortunate Danish Prince and Irish Princess—who sleep so peacefully now
in that little island solitude, and who loved each other so well in life that
death could not divide them. .

THE HIGHLANDER NEWSPAPER.—In our last issue we pro-

mised to discuss in this number the causes which led to the then unfor-
tunate position of the Highlander. Our principal object was to indicate
that the upholding of the Highlander newspaper was not the hopeless
enterprise the apparent fate of the special organ of Highlanders seemed to
point to. The management was most undoubtedly at fault, otherwise
the extensive circulation which, to our certain knowledge, the paper had
acquired would have secured for it financial success. Now that it has
got into the hands of one man, who, with almost superhuman efforts, is
heroically carrying it on, apparently, against the combined efforts of the
Fates, we hope to see the concern succeeding in Mr Murdoch’s hands
to the extent which his indomitable perseverance and faith in the cause
of his Highland countrymen deserve. This result will be accepted by us
as the best possible proof of the correctness of the opinion we had formed.
In these circumstances it is unnecessary that we should at present go
into details.
. THE SCOTTISH CELTIC REVIEW.—This is the title of a new
" Celtic periodical which the Rev. Alexander Cameron, Brodick, is arrang-

ing to bring out quarterly as soon as a sufficient number of subscribers is_

secured to justify him in doing so. Mr Cameron is one of our very best
Celtic scholars, and we wish himself and his new quarterly every possible
success. We are by no means afraid of him. On the contrary we
welcome him with genuine pleasure. 'While we shall pay every possible
deference and respect to our big brother, our older though smaller selves
are now 8o well acquainted with the nooks and crannies of existence that
we have no fear whatever that this heavier, and probably more dignified
member of the Celtic family will ever overtake us or do us any harm,
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FIRST HIGHLAND PARLIAMENT-MEETING IN GLASGOW,
s (e

A MxETING of delegates from the various Celtic Societies favourable to the formation
of a Federal union was held in the Bath Street Assembly Rooms, Glasgow, on the even-
ing of Wednesday, the 28th November. There was a good attendance of the general
publio, all of whom seemed to take a deep interest in the proceedings.

Councillor MACKENZIE, Inverness, moved that Bailie MaCDONALD, Aberdeen,
take the chair, which he did, and thanked them for the great honour they had conferred
upon him in asking him to preside at the inauguration of the Federation of Qeltic
Societies. (Applause.) He hoped this Federation weuld be worthy of their country, of
themselves, and for the future goed of Highlanders generally. (Applause.) They were
often accused of being divided among themselves, but he hoped that henceforward they
would be able to show to the world that they had the old spirit still remaining and
would still stand ** shoulder to shoulder,” and act as one man for the good of the High-
lands and Highlanders. (Applause.) He trusted that they weuld not fall out by the
way, but that the proceedings would be marked by a umanimity and goodwill worthy of
themselves and the cause which had brought them together. (Applause.)

Mr ALEX, MACKENZIE, of the Celtic Magazine, provisional secretary, reported the
various steps he had taken to bring the various Celtic Associations together, and
and other matters regarding the Federation. He read a list of the various Asso-
ciatiens who had agreed to join the Federation, when it was found that the following
Associations had sent delegates to the meeting:—Gaelic Society of London, Mr Colin
Ohisholm ; Gaelic Seciety of Inverness, Mr Alex. Mackenzie ; Aberdeen Highland Asso-
ciation, Bailie Macdonald ; Hebburn Celtic Society, Mr W, Matheson ; Edinburgh Uni-
versity Celtio Society, Mr D, Munro Fraser ; Greenock Highland Society, Messrs Neil
Brewa, 8. Nicholson, and Hugh Mackay ; Greenock Ossianic Club, Mr Orr ; Tobermory
Gaelic Society, Mr H. Mackinnon. The following Glasgow Associations were repre-
sonted :—Comunn Gaidhealach, Messrs J. G. Mackay and H. Whyte; Skye, Messrs O.
M. Ramsay, secre! , and A. W, Macleed ; Islay, Messras M., Smith an:i Nigel Macneill ;
Sutherland, Messrs W. M. Sutherland, president, andjA. Sutherland, secretary ; Cowal,
Messrs Macgregor and Mackellar ; Lewis, Measrs Angus Nicholson and M. Mucdonald ;
Lewis (Li ), Messrs A. Macdougall and D. Macleod ; 7'ir nam Beann, Mr D. Mac-
pherson ; Mull, Messrs Mackinmon and Macdonald ; Ardnamurchan, Messrs H. C,
Gillies and J. Macdonald ; Gael Lodge of Free Masons, (609), Brothers A. Nicholson and
Dancan Sharp ; Fardack Fhinn, 1.0.G.T., Brothers D. Macpherson and Nicholson ;
Comunn Gaidhlig Eaglais Chaluim Chille, Messrs A. MacEachnie and P. C. Macfarlane.
The Birmingham Celtic Society were unn{)le to send delegates to the meeting, but ex-
pressed their adhesion to the Federation.

Letters of apology for unavoidable absence were read from Mr John Mackay, C.E.,
Swansea, and Mr J ogm Murdoch, Inverness.

Bailie MACDONALD then moved the first resolutien as follows :—*“ That the High-
land Societies which have delegated specially accredited representatives to this meeting
resolve to form themselves inte a Kederation to be called ‘The Federation of Celtio
Societies.’” He said the resolution was so plainjthat it required nothing to be said re
garding it, and he simply meved its adoption.

Mr NE1L BRowN, Greenock, in seconding the motion, said he was net one of those
who would like to go to extremes on this Highland question. 'While he considered that
every effort should be used to elevate and improve the condition of the Highlanders he
wmgd not like to see the Highlands eovered over again with poor orofters. It would
have been a wise.and a prudent policy to have preserved the Highland peasantry when
they had them. Had that been done the country would not have witnessed the humi-
liating speoctacle that Britain presented when she was under the mecessity of drafting
Hindoos to show the world that she was in possession of soldiers —(loud applause) —thus
testifying to the significant fact that by carelessness—pot te use a stronger term—she
had allowed the best nursery of soldiers—nay, he should say of men—that ever existed
to be deatroyed, (Renewed applause.) She kad permitted those who had carried the
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British over many a hard and bloody field, to be evicted or expatriated from their
native land, in order that their beautiful glens and adamantine snow-clad mountains,
might be converted inte game preserves, to afford sport to strangers, ignorant alike of
the habits, lan , and nature of the Gael. (Loud applause.) He held that this dis-
astrous pelicy having been acted upon, he would not like to see his countrymen induced
to remain in the Highlands as poor crofters, unless some industries were opened up to
give scope to their ambition, and prove worthy of their intelligence and race. (Hear,
hear.) It was all very well at one time, when all their associations for many generations
were connected with certain loocalities, (Applause.) A sacrifice was then often made to
ferpetuabe the unbreken line. But those patriarchal links were severed, and the High-
ander of to-day took his place in the race of business, or trade, or anything else where
he was as able to compete from his mental capacity as any other, (Applause.) Perhaps
the history of the world did mot furnish an analogous case to that of the Highlanders
while they were tyrannised over, ill-used, rack-rented, and finally expatriated, not a
single powerful voice was raised in their behalf—not a single combination was formed
tor their protection. (Applause.) They found their natural protectors, the descendants
of their chieftains, their greatest foes, and with shame and humiliation let the state-
ment he made that the ministers of religion, with the exception of a few cases, did not
show themselves the faithful shepherds who would die fer their 8ocks. In one word
the Gaels were left friendless, and the descendants of those who had fought and con-
quered for Britain in every quarter of the werld were often obliged te erect miserable
tents on she sea-shore and in the churchyard. (Applause.) A paternal government
should not have permitted this, but if the vengence of the Almighty was slow it was
likewise certain. For this reason he would net like to see the Highlands repeopled un-
less for the benefit of the Highlanders and not for the benefit of a Government that had
used them carelessly if not cruelly, He had great pleasure in seconding the motion,
and hoped the Federation would meet with .every encouragement from the various
Societies, (Loud applause.) The resolution was carried unanimously.

Mr ALEXANDER MACKENZIE of the Celtic Magazine, representing the Gaelic Society
of Inverness, moved the next resolution, as follows :—*‘ That the object of the Federa-
tion be the preservation of the Gaelic language and literature ; the encouragement of
Celtic education in schools and colleges ; and generally the promotion of the interests
of Highlanders in accordatice with the spirit and constitution of the affiliated societies.”
Mr Mackenzie thought this a very judicious and wise resolution, and he had much plea-
sure in moving its adoption, (Cheers.) Highlanders worthy of the name would never
differ as to the necessity of preserving the language and literature of their ancestors.
(Applause.) Nor, he hoped, the desirability of encouraging Celtic education in eur
schools and colleges. (Cheers.) Such a resolution was also most opportune, for an elec-
tion of School Boards would soon take place—in March or April next—throughout all
Scotland, and ke trusted this Federation weuld consider it their first duty to bring in-
fluence to bear upon every candidate for a School Board in the Highlands, in favour of
teaching Giaelic in the schools, and so take advantage of the concession made by the
Educatien Department last year to huve Gaelic teaching conducted during ordinary school
hours, if the respective School Boards so desired, and have the same paid for out of the
ordinary school rates. (Cheers.) Some people said this was no real concession at all, and
he agreed with them so far, that it was not very material unless the School Boards did
their duty, but the School Boards were elective bodies, and would have to do what their
constituencies demanded of them, and he hoped, indeed he had no doubt at all on the
subject, that every candidate would be asked the question, Would he support the Teach-
ing of Gaelic in the Schools under his board ? and an answer obtained in the affirmative
before any Highlander consented to extend him his support. (Applause.) To see that
this was done throughout the Highlands at the forthcoming election would be one of the
most important duties of the Celtic Parliament during the first year of its existence,
and a most important duty it was, (Cheers.) He was determined to do his duty in the
Highland Capital—(cheers)—anrd he trusted they would extend him all their influence
to get a teacher of Gaelic reinstated in the Royal Academy of Inverness in accordance
with its original constitution. (Applause,) For several years they had a Gaelic teacher in
that Institution—one of the most brilliant ornaments of which they had then in the room,
representing the Edinbureh University Celtic Society — David Munro Fraser,—
(loud cheers)— who net only carried everything before him at Inverness, but also in th
University of Edinburgh, and of whem all Highlanders had occasion to be proud —(loud
applause)—as one who would yet shed lustre on his native Highlands, and its principal
Seminary. (Cheers,) They should also, in every possible manner, aid those who were
engaged in preserving the literary gems still to be found with our old men and women
in the valleys and straths of the Highlands. (Hear, hear.) Most of these engaged in
that work were—perhaps carrying one characteristic of the case too far—too proud to
ask for assistance, but that was one reason why such a federation as they had now
formed ghould extend their support all the more ; and they could de it by their recom-
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mendations and inflaence without taking any fnancial risk whatever. See how they
could recommend and otherwise support that splendid work now being performed, at
great risk and expense, by Mr Archibald Sinclair. (Loud applause.) His *‘Oranaiche”
was, eut sight, the best value in every respect which ever issued from the Gaelic grnu.
(Cheers.) They should and must support such men and such work. (Cheers.) They
should also encourage struggling bards who had the genuine spark in them, and some
such still existed amongst us, (Hear, hear,) He would say nothing about his own work
—he never could beg (appl , but he was nevertheless always grateful for such mﬂ
rt as ocould fairly he expected, and for which he always tried to give value, (Cheers.)

e did not do so he felt he had no right to expeot their aid, (Hear, hear.) He would say
nothing about the last clause of the resolution, except that it seemed to him to have been
very wisely drawn up, It was very comprehensive. The most rabid politician amengst
them ocould under it introduce any subject for their consideration, without going out-
side the Constitution, and could carryit if it were founded on reason and common sense,
He weuld, however, require to convince the majority that it was so, and he (Mr M.) had
any amount of faith in the majerity of such men as were appointed representatives on
this occasion. This clause in the resolution was quite satisfactory to moderate men like
himself—(laughter) —who did not believe in this Federation taking up extreme questions
of party politics or ecolesiastical questions of any kind. (Cheers, and hear, hear.) They
hoped te carry the majority aleng with them by fair argument and sound common sense ;
and, if they did not, he felt sure the Federation would split up into fragments as soou as
they departed from the paths of prudence and moderation., (Cheers.) He had much
pleasure in moving the resolution placed in his hands, which, as he already said, he con-
sidered in the circumstances, a most judicious and wise one. (Loud oheers,

Mr CoLIN CHISHOLM, ex-President of the Gaelic Society of London, seconded,
in an eloguent Gaelic apeech of which the following is the substance. He was proud
to attend as the representative that night of his old and worthy associates, the warm-
hearted and enthusiastic members of the Gaelic Society of London (cheers), which was
the premier Gaelic Society of Great Britain, and which celebrated its centenary about
two years ago. (Load applause,) It was with credentials from such a society that he
crossed Druimuaehdar to appear at the meeting there that night. (Cheers.) In their
name, and with his own Yxesrt concurrence, he begged to second the resolution pro-
posed, and advocated so forecibly, by Mr Mackenzie. He (Mr M.) said a great deal,
and that so much,tojthe point—(cheers)—that there was scarcely anything left for him to
say. But he would give them his opinien of the meeting. It was now over forty years
sinoe he attended the first Gaelic meeting in England, and, acoording to his view, he
never saw a meeting before South or North so well calcalated to prove beneficial to the
H.iﬂ)hnds as the oue held that evening. (Applause.) Unity, goodwill, and brotherly
feeling were animating the whole assembly, and if he were not mistaken these excellent
seutiments were being fixed in the mind, and engraved on the hearts of every man in
that assembly. (Cheers.) He would be much lm})ﬁud if suocess and happiness were
not the outcome of such a meeting. They now had twenty-ome well organized Qeltic
Societies enrolled under the banner of Federation. (Loud cheers.) They were firmly
beund ther into one powerful organisation, while each Society would still continwe
to act independently and selely under its own specitic constitution und bye-laws, (Hear,
hear.) Ho stated his opinion, that the meetiug was the most unanimous meeting of
Highlanders that ever took place in the City of Glasgow— (cheers)—and he sincerely
hoped that time would prove his assertion correct. United, and shoulder to shoulder,
their well regulated and temperate but firmly expressed demands would command the
respect of the Legislature, frem the Queen downwards. (Applause.) He would not
take upon himself any longer te tender advice to gentlemen much wiser than himself,
No doubt they would excuse him fer all he said when they remembered that he was an
old, bald-headed man, bordering on the Psalmist’s limit of threescore and tem, and one
who has done some little serviee in the Celtio field. (Loud and continued cheers.) Whe-
ther David was right or not—(laughter)—he (Mr C.) could assuredly tell them that he was
in no hurry at present to go and make his no%unintnnoe. (Great laughter.) He evi-
dently did not know what metal the Highlanders were made of, or ke would never have
said any such thing, (Loud laughter,) He would say a few words regarding what fell
from Mr Brown, Greenoock, who said that for his part he would be sorry to see the High-
landers going back to the Highlands if they were only to be wretched crofters like those
who now remained there. od forgive those who sent the Highlanders away, and who
were responsible for the position of those left behind. (Cheers.) But would Mr Brown
rather aee his countrymen as we saw hundreds of other people on the streets of Glasgow
that very day? penmbnlu;i;xg the streets in sheer poverty ; deprived almost of clothin
$0 eover their emaciated ies ; hunger gnawing the very soul out of them ; ools
piercing them, the colour of health one, and their cheekbones almost projecting through
their skin, scarcely able to stand ereot, while receiving a miserable pittance from
the charitable to keep soul and bedy together. He would leave Mr Brown to cogitate
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these matters, but before parting he entreated him to use all his inflaence to keep and
maintain his Highland countrymen on the land of their birth, (Cheers.) If Mr Brown
went to the Highlands he would there see hundreds of square miles converted into fe-
rests for wild beasts, while Christian men and women, born and reared on these lands
were swept away and heaped together in the large towns, generally there placed in layers
almost as thick as herrings in a barrel. It was really painful to see so much of the best
grazing and arable land throughout the Highlands out off from the use of man, while
the forest lands annually extended, and the space allotted for human beings werelyearly
curtailed. (Cheers.) It would not do to he faint-hearted. Let them remember what
JIan Lom said on the eve of the battle of Auldearn—

¢ N ainm Dhia deanamaid turn,
Le aobhar misnich chum cliu,
Ach bha mise uair
Anns bu mbo mo-cheutaidh.”

Let them work amicably together, shoulder to shoulder, and they would immensely
benefit their native land. (Immense cheering again and again renewed.)

Mr WILLIAM SUTHERLAND, President of the Sutherland Association, moved *‘ That
each society joining the Federation be entitled to send two representatives to the meet-
ing of the Federal Council, and pay an equal amount towards the necessary expenses of
the Federation,” The larger societies, such as the Gaelic Society of Inverness, he ex-
plained, desired the representation and the comtributions to the central fund to be in
proportion to the numbers on the roll of each society, but the smaller societies, in the
most spirited manner, declared in faveur of equal representation and equal payment to
the expenses of the Federation. (Cheers.) It wasthe desire of the smaller secieties
themselves to contribute as much as the more wealthy associations ; and at the preli-
minary meetings held, and at which all the resolutions were fully discussed, this was
unanimously recommended. (Applause.)

The motion was seconded by Mr SAMUEL NICHOLSON, Greemock, who pointed out
that Mr Chisholm misunderstood Mr Neil Brown’s remarks about Highlanders going
back to the Highlands to become impoverished and wretched crofters like most of those
who now lived there, (Cheers.) Mr Brown would be delighted to see them back again,
like every other patriotic Highlander, if they were valued and treated there as they
ought to (Applause.) The resolution was carried unanimously.

Mr GILLIES moved ‘‘ That the office bearera consist of a president, three vice-preai-
dents, two secretaries, and a treasurer, that they be eleoteg annua.liy, and that the
office-bearers be for the current year :—President, John Mackay, Esq,, C.E., Swansesa ;
Vice-Presidents, Bailie Macdonald, Aberdeen ; Messrs Duncan White, and Nigel Mao-
neil, Glasgow ; Secretaries, Councillor Alex. Mackenzie, Inverness, and Mr William
Sutherland, Principal of Albert ducational Institution, Queen’s Park, Glasgow ; Treas-
urer, Mr Macdonald, of the Ardnamurchan Society, Glasgow.” These gentlemen, he
said, p d the ry qualifications of courage combined with prudence., The
motit:;x was seconded by Mr A. W. MacLEOD, of the Skye Association, and]carried unani-
imously, :

Mr ANGUS NICHOLSON, of the Gael Lodge of Free Masons (609), moved, and Mr
ORR, Sgcretary of the Greenock Ossian Club, secended the following :—* That the fore-
going resolutions be the constitution of the Federation till next annual meeting, and
that said constitution can only be altered then or at any future annual meeting by three-
feurths of the delegates assembled in council, who have been duly summoned to such
annual meeting by circular addressed to the respective secretaries of the affiliated societies
by either of the secretaries of the Federation ; and that meanwhile a committee, con-
pisting of the Glasgow delegates, be appointed to draw up bye-laws and regulations,

Mr CHARLES M. RAMBAY, Secretary of the Skye Association, then called for a
hearty vote ef thanks to the Chairman and the other gentlemen who had come from a
distance to take part in the proceedings, particularly Councillor Mackengzie and Mr
Colin Chisholm, It was principally owing to the untiring efforts of the editor of the
Celtic Magazine, who had hitherto acted as Provisional' Secretary, and who, he was
glad to find, had, after considerable pressure, consented to continue as one of the secre-
taries, that the Federation of Celtic Societies had now been 80 successfully consummated.,
(Loud applause.)

The CHAIRMAN said, in reply, that he was proud to have had the honour of presid-
ing at the first meeting of our first Celtic Parliament. Mr Mackenzie also replied, and
explaiued that he left home determined not to continue in the secretaryship, but he
found that none of the Glasgow gentlemen would accept the responsibilities of the
office, which, he admitted, would not be light. He, however, consented to continue for
another year on condition that Mr William Sutherland, whose business capacity as

LY 3
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chairman at the preliminary meetings he much admired, would become joint secretary.
This Mr Sutherland finally censented to do, and he was now doing the duties, and no
doubt would continue to do them well—(cheers)—and do them all, while they insisted
upon him (Mr Mackensgie) sharing the honours with him. (Laughter.) He had no
hesitation, however, in predicting that the work would be done well between them, if
Mr Sutherland found it necessary to seek for aid from the Highland metropolis, (Loud
cheers.) The meeting was in every respect a most complete success, far more so than
the most sanguine of its promoters ever anticipated. (Cheers,)

The members for Glasgow met since the meeting, and, as instructed, framed rules
and bye-laws. Wecan only spare space to give the substance of them. The sum to be
subscribed by each society was fixed with power to the Council to make a further levy if
necessary. The financial year of the Federation is to terminate each year on the 15th
September. The annual meeting will be held early in October. Societies wishing to
join the Federation must intimate their desire to either of the Secretaries, not later
than 15th September. In addition to the annual meeting, three stated meetings are to
be held during the year, and any special meetings may be called on the written requisi-
tion of any five of the affiliated societios. Itis also provided that absent representutives
may vote by mandate. We regret this, and trust that, after full consideration, this rule
will not be confirmed by the Council, To vote now-a-days upen any important question
without hearing the discussion thereon, is out of all keeping with our ideas of what the
intelligent age in which we live demaunds, and quite unworthy of the enlightened and
influential position which Highlanders desire to see the Federal Council of OCeltie
Societies g up for itself,

TULLOCHARD,
P, SN

The Mackenzies are out on the heather to-night,
Clan Donuil ! Clan Donuil, beware !
‘With revenge in their bosoms they rnsh to the fight,
Like wolves when aroused from their lair.
O’er the heath ! o’er the heath, see them swift bounding,
Claymores are glancing and bright is each shield,
Pealing far | pealing far, wildly is sounding,
The slogan of moutaineer lords of the field ;
Loud in Glengarry its echo is heard—
Tullochard ! Tullochard ! Tulloghard !

Awaken Glengarry | come muster your braves,
Clan Donuil ! Clan Donuil, be men,
Bweeping on like a tempest that darkens the waves,
The Cabarfeidh comes to your glen,
Up and do ! up and do, linger nor tarry,
ere is your valour when danger is nigh ?
Stand as one ! stand as one, men of Glengarry,
And give to their challenge a welcome reply.
earer and nearer the slogan is hea:s—
Tullochard ! Tullochard | Tullechard

The might of Glengarry is broken for ever,
Clan Do»uil ! Clan Donuil, may mourn,
The blood of the bravest runs red in the river,
The valiant will never return.
Fire and sword | fire and sword, flashing and leaping,
Proudly Mackensie leads on in the fight,
Olan Donuil | Clan Donuil, thy children are weeping,
And Cilliechriost’s flames are avenged with delight,
Dire was the day when the slogan was heard—
Tullochard ! Tullochard ! Tullochard !

SUNDERLAND, WM. ALLAN,
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MO NIGHEAN DUBH THA BOIDHEACH DUBH.
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Suil chorrach, ghorm fo chaol mhala,
Bho'n tig an sealladh eibhinn,
Mar dhealt camhannaich 's an Earrach,
’S mar dhruchd meala Cheitein,
Mo nighean, &c.
Tha falt dubh, duslach, trom neo-luaidhte,
’N ceangal sguaib air m’ euchdag ;
Gur boidheach e mu d’ chluasaibh
’S cha mheas’ an cuailein breid e.
Mo nighean, &o.
I8 olc a rinn do chairdean orm,
Is rinn iad pairt ort fein deth,
Nuair chuair iad as an duthaich tha
’8 mi 'n duil gu’e deanainn feum duit.
No nighean, &o.

NoTE.—The above are a few verses of the popular song ** Mo Nighean Dubh tha
enerally clergy-
men—and perhaps some of the readers of the Celtic Magazine will establish whe really

Boidheach Dubh.” The song has been attributed to several author:

was the author.

The air more commonly sung in some parts of the coumtry to

the words, is ** A man’s a man for &’ that,” but there is another old Gaelic air te which
it is sung—that whioh is given here,
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES,
By tHE EDITOR.
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|CoNTINUED. |

XVIII. KENNETH, Lorp ForrrosE, which courtesy title he bore as the
subordinate title of his father, and under this designation we find him
named as a freeholder of Ross in 1741. In the same year he was re-
turned Member of Parliament for the Burgh of Inverness ; for the County
of Ross in 1747, and again in 1754. In 1741, the year after Earl
William’s death, the Crown sold the Seaforth estates, including the lands
of Kintail and the barony of Islandonain, and others, for the sum of
£25,909 8s 34d, under burden of an annuity of £1000 to Frances, Countess

Dowager of Seaforth. The purchase was for the benefit of Kenneth, Lord

Fortrose, our present subject.* He does not appear to have passed much
of his time at home, but in the last-named year he seems to have been
in the North from the following warrant issued by his authority, signed
by “Colin Mackenzie, Baillie,” and addressed to Roderick Mackenzie,
officer of Locks, commanding him to summon and warn Donald Mac-
kenzie, tacksman of Lainbest, and others, to compear before * Kenneth,
Lord Fortrose, heritable proprietor of the Estate of Seaforth, at Braan
Castle, or before his Lordship’s Baron Baillies, or other judges appointed
by him there, upon the 10th day of October next, to come to answer
several unwarrantable and illegal things to be laid to their charge.”
Dated “at Stornoway, 29th September 1741.” There appears to be no
doubt that in early life Lord Fortrose had communications with the re-
presentative of the Stewart family during his father’s (Earl William)
exile. It is the general tradition to this day in Kintail that Kenneth

* Fraser's History of the Earls of Cromartie,
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and Sir Alexander Macdonald of Sleat, were school companions of Prince
Charles in France, and were among those who first imbued into his mind
the idea of attempting to regain possession of his Kingdom of Scotland,
promising him that they would use their influence with the other northern
chiefs to rise in his favour, although, when the time for action came, neither
of them arose themselves. The position in which Lord Kenneth found
himself left, in consequence of the Jacobite proclivites of his ancestors,
and especially of his father, appears to have made a deep impression upon
him, and to have induced him to be more cautious in again supporting a
cause which was almost sure to land him in final and utter ruin. Though
he held aloof himself several of the clan joined the Prince, most of them
under the unfortunate Earl of Cromartie. Several young and powerful
Macraes, who strongly sympathised with Prince Charlie, though without
any of their natural leaders, left Kintail never again to return to it,
while, it is said, several others were actually bound with ropes by their
friends to keep them at home. The influence of the famous President
Forbes weighed very materially with Lord Fortrose in taking the side of
the Government, and, in return for his loyalty, the honours of his house
were, in part, afterwards restored.

In 1744 an incident occurred in Inverness in which his Lordship played
a conspicuous part, and which cannot well be passed over, exemplifying as
it does the impetuous character of the Highland Chiefs of the day. A
Court of the Freeholders of the county was held there at Michaelmas to
elect a collector of the land tax, at which were present, among others, Lord
President Forbes, the Laird of Macleod, Lord Fortrose, Lord Lovat, and
mwany other leading members of the Clan Fraser. A warm debate took
place between Lord Lovat and Lord Fortrose upon some burning business,
when the Chief of the Frasers gave the ‘Chief of the Mackenzies the lie
direct, and the latter replied by striking his Lordship of Lovat a smart
blow in the face. Mutual friends at once intervened between the distin-
guished antagonists. The Fraser blood was up, however, and Fraser of
Foyers, who was also present, interfered in the interest of the Chief of
his Clan, but it is said, more in that capacity than from any personal esteem
he had for him. In his chief’s person he felt that the whole Clan was in-
sulted as if it had actually been a personal blow to every one of the
name. He at once sprung down from the gallery and presented a loaded
and cocked pistol at Lord Fortrose, to whom it would undoubtedly have
proved fatal had not a gentleman present, with great presence of mind,
thrown his plaid over the muzzle, and thus arrested its deadly contents.
In another instant swords and dirks were drawn on either side ; but the
Lord President and Macleod took hold of Fortrose and hurried him out
of the Court. Yet he no sooner gained the outside than one of the
Frasers levelled him to the ground with a blow from a heavy bludgeon,
notwithstanding the efforts of his supporters to protect him. The matter
was afterwards, with great difficulty, arranged by mutual friends, be-
tween the great clan and their respective chiefs, otherwise the social jeal-
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ousies and other personal irritations which then prevailed throughout the
whole Highlands, fanned by this incident, would be sure to have produced
a bloody feud between the Frasers and the Mackenzies,

Shortly after the President had arrived at Culloden he wrote a letter to
Lord Fortrose, under date ot 11th October 1745, in which he informed his
correspondent that the Earl of Loudon came the day before to Cromarty,
and brought some “ credit” with him, which “will cnable us to put the
independent companies together for the service of the Government and
for our mutual protection.” He desired his Lordship to give immediate
orders to pick those which are first to form one of the companies, in order
that they might receive commissions and arms. Mackenzie of Fairburn
was to command. There was, he said, a report that Barrisdale had gone
to Assynt to raise the men of that country, to be joined to those of Coig-
each, who were said to have orders to be in readiness to join him, and
with instructions to march through Mackenzic’s territories to try how
many of his Lordship’s vassals could be persuaded, by fair means or foul,
to join the standard of the Prince. The President continued, “I hope
this is not true; if it is, it is of the greatest consequence to prevent it. I
wish Fairburn were at hume ; your Lordship will let me know when he
arrives, as the Lord Cromartie has refused the company I intended for
his son. Your Lordship will deliberate to whom you would have it
given.”* .

Exasperated by the exertions made by President Forbes to obstruct the
designs of the disaffected a plan was formed to scize him by some of the
Frasers, a party of whom, amounting to about 200, attacked Culloden
House during the night of the 15th of October, but the President being
on his guard they were repulsed.t

On the 13th of October Lord Fortrose writes that he surmisel some
young fellows of his name attempted to raise men for the Prince ; that he
sent expresses to the suspected parts, with orders to the tenants not to
stir under pain of death without his leave, though their respective masters
should be imprudent enough to desire them to do so. The messengers
returned with the people’s blessings for his protection, and with assurances
that they would do nothing without his orders, “so that henceforward
your Lordship need not be concerned about any idle report from benorth
Kessock.”

Lord Fortrose in a letter dated “ Brahan Castle, 19th October 1745,”
refers to the attempt on the President’s house, which surprised him ex-
tremely, and “is as dirty an action as I ever heard of,” and he did not
think any gentleman would be capable of doing such a thing. “As I
understand your cattle are taken away, I beg you will order your steward
to write to Colin, or anybody else here, for provisions, as I can be supplied
from the Highlands. I am preparing to act upon the defensive, and I
suppose will soon be provoked to act on the offensive. I have sent for a
strong party to protect my house and overawe the country. None of my
Kintail men will be down till Tuesday ; but as the river is high, and I
have parties at all the boate, nothing can be attempted. Besides, I shall

* Culloden papers, pp. 421-2,
+ Culleden papers, p., 246,
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have reinforcements every day. I have ordered my servants to get, at
Inverness, twelve or twenty pounds of powder, with a proportionable
quantity of shot. If that cannot be bought at Inverness, I must beg you
will write a line to Governor Grant to give my servant the powder, as I
can do without the shot. . . . . Darrisdale has come down from
Assynt, and was collared by one of the Maclauchlans there for offering to
force the people to rise, and he has met with no success there. I had a
message from the Mackenzies in Argyleshire to know what they should
do. Thirty are gone from Lochiel ; the rest, being about sixty, are at
home. I advised them to stay at home and mind their own business.”

On the 28th of the same month he writes to inform the President
that Cromartie, his son, Macculloch of Glastullich, and Ardloch’s brother,
came to Brahan Castle on the previous Friday - that it was the most un-
expected visit he had received for some time, that he did not like to turn
them out, that Cromartic was pensive and dull; but that if he knew
what he knew at the date of writing he would have made them prisoners,
for Lord Macleod had since gone to Lochbroom and Assynt to raise men.
He enclosed to the President the names of the officers belonging to the
two Mackenzie companies, and said that he offered the commission to
Coul and Redcastle ; but that both refused them. It was from Coul’s
house that Lord Macleod started for the north, and that vexed him. On
the same date the President acknowledges receipt of this letter, and says
that the officers in the two companies should be filled up according to his
recommendations, “without any further consideration than that you judge
it right,” and he desires to see Sir Alexander of Fairburn for an hour
next day to carry a proposal to his Lordship for future operations. I
think,” he writes, ““it would be right to assemble still more men about
Brahan than you now have ; the expense shall be made good ; and it will
tend to make Caberfey respectable, and to discourage folly among your
neighbours.” In a letter of 6th November the Lord President writes, “ I
supposed that your Lordship was to have marched Hilton’s company into
town (Inverness) on Monday or Tuesday ; but I dare say there is a good
reason why it has not been done.”

On the 8th November his Lordship infurms the President that the
Earl of Cromartie crossed the river at Contin, with about a hundred men,
on his way to Beauly, “owing to the neglect of my spies, as there’s
rogues of all professions.” Lord Macleod, Cromartie’s son, came from
Assynt and Lochbroom the same day, and followed his father to the ren-
dezvous, but after traversing the whole of that country he did not get a
single man, ‘“Not a man started from Ross-shire, except William, Kil-
coy’s brother, with seven men, and a tenant of Redcastle with a few
more, and if Lentran and Terradon did go off last night, they did not
carry between them a score of men. T took a ride yesterday to the west-
ward with two hundred men, but find the bounds so rugged that it’s im-
possible to keep a single man from going by if he has a mind. However,
I threatened to burn their cornyards if any body was from home this
day, and I turned one house into the river for not finding its master at
home. It's hard the Government gives nobody in the north power to
keep people in order. I don’t choose to send a company to Inverness
until I hear what they are determined to do at Lord Lovat’s.” The Farl
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of Loudon writes to Marshal Wade, Commander-in-Chief in the North,
under date of 16th November, that 150 or 160 Mackenzies, seduced by
the Earl of Cromartie, marched in the beginning of that week up the
north side of Loch-Ness, expecting to be followed by 500 or 600 Frasers,
under command of the Master of Lovat, but the Mackenzies had not on
that date passed the mountains. On the 16th of December Lord Fort-
rose writes asking for £400 expended during two months on his men
going to and coming from the Highlands, for which he would not trouble
him only that he had a very ‘“melancholy appearance” of getting his
Martinmas rent, as the people would be glad of any cxcuse for non-pay-
ment, and the last severe winter, and their having to leave home, would
afford them a very good one. He was told, in reply, that his letter was
submitted to Lord Loudon, that both agreed that his Lordship’s expenses
must have been greater than what he claimed, ¢ but as cash is very low
with us at present, all we can possibly do is to let your Lordship have
the pay of the two companies from the datc of the letter signifying that
they were ordered to remain at Brahan for the service of the Government.
The further expense, which we are both satisfied it must have cost your
Lordship, shall be made good as soon as any money, to be applied to con-
tingencies which we expect, shall come to hand, and if it should not come
so soon as we wish, the account shall be made up and solicited, in the
same manner with what we lay out of our own purses, which is no incon-
siderable sums.”

This correspondence, which it was thought right to quote at such
length, will show the confidence which existed between the' Government
and Lord Fortrose. On the 9th of December the two companies were
marched into Inverness. Next day, accompanied by a detachment from
Fort-Augustus, they procceded to Castle Downie to bring Lord Lovat to
account. The crafty old chief agreed to come to Inverncss and deliver
up his arms on the 14th of the month, but instead of keeping his pro-
mise he effected his escape.

After the battle of Prestonpans, on the recommendation of the Earl
of Stair, the Government forwarded 20 blank commissions to President
Forbes, with the view of raising as many companies, of 100 men each
among the Highlanders. Lighteen of these documents were sent to the
Earls of Sutherland and Cromartie, Lords Fortrose and Reay, the Lairds
of Grant and Macleod, and Sir Alexander Macdonald of Sleat, with in-.
structions to raise companies in their respective districts. The Karl
of Cromarty, while pretending to comply with the President’s instructions,
offered the command of one of the companies to a neighbouring gentle-
man, whom he well knew to be a strong Jacobite, and at the same time
made some plausible excuse for his son’s refusal of one of the com-
missions.

‘When Lord John - Drummond landed with a body of Irish and Scotch
troops, which were in the service of the French, to support Prince Charles,
he wrote Lord Fortrose announcing his arrival, and earnestly requesting
his Lordship at once to declare for the Stewart cause, as the only means
by which he could “now expect to retrieve his character.” All the
means at Drummond’s disposal proved futile, and the Clan Mackenzie
was kept out of the unfortunate affair of the Forty-five, The commissions
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were finally entrusted to those on whom the President and his advisers
thought prudent to depend as supporters of the King's Government.*

Prince Charles fully appreciated the importance of having the Clan
Mackenzie, led by their natural chief, for or against him; in proof of
which we quote the following from Lord Macleod’s ¢ Narrative of the
Rebellion.”+ “We set out from Dunblain on the 12th of January, and
arrived the same evening at Glasgow. I immediately went to pay my
respects to the Prince, and found that he was already set down to supper.
Dr Cameron told Lord George Murray, who sat by the Prince, who I was,
on which the Lord Murray introduced me to the Prince, whose hand I
had the honour to kiss, after which the Prince ordered me to take my
place at the table. After supper I followed the Prince to his apartment
to give him an account of his affairs in the North, and of what had passed
in these parts during the time of his expedition to England. I found
that nothing surprised the Prince so much as to hear that the Earl of
Seaforth had declared against him, for he heard without emotion the
names of the other people who had joined the Earl of Loudon at Inver-
ness ; but when I told him that Seaforth had likewise sent two hundred
men to Inverness for the service of the Government, and that he had
likewise hindered many gentlemen of his Clan from joining my father
(Earl of Cromartie) for the service of the Stewarts, he turned to the
French Minister and said to him, with some warmth, //é/ mon Dieu! et
Seaforth est aussi contre mot I”

In this connection it may not be out of place to mention two indivi-
duals of the name of Mackenzie who had done good service to the Prince
in his wanderings through the Highlands after the battle of Culloden.

* We give the following list of the officers of eighteen of the Independent (Tompanies,
being all that was raised, with the dates of their commissions on the completion of their
companies, and of their arrival in Inverness : —

CLANS. CAPTAINS. LIEUTENANTS, ENSIGNS. DATES.
George Monro......... Adam Gordon....... Hugh Monro...... |1745. Oct. 28
Alexander Gun. .......| John Gordon ........| Ken. Sutherland..| ,, g 25
.| Patrick Grant ......... William Grant ..| James Grant......| ,, Rov. 8
George Mackay........ John Mackay........ James Mackay ....! ,, y 4
.| Peter Sutherland...... William Mackay ....| John Mackay...... ” s 8
.| John Macleod.........| Alex. Macleod ......| John Maccaskill...| ,, » 16
.| Norman Macleod of | Donald Macleod..... John Macleod ..... ” » 16
Waterstein
. No;;man Macleod of | John Campbell...... John Macleod .....| ,, y» 16
ernera
Do. ...... Donald Macdonald....| William Macleod....| Donald Macleod ..! ,, y» 16
Inverness ....| William Mackintosh...| Kenneth Mathison ..' William Baillie....| ,, » 18
sz:sleodts of | Hugh Macleod........ George Monro....... Roderick Macleod.| ,, » 28
&)
Mack%ﬁes of| Alex. Mackenzie ...... John Mathison...... Simon Murchison..| ,, Dec. 20
Kintai
Do....... Colgllt Mackenzie of | Alex. Campbell...... John Macrae...... " » 20
1lton
Macdonalds | James Macdonald ..... Allan Macdonald....| James Macdonald.| ,, 5 81
John Macdonald...... Allan Macdonald....| Donald Macdonald|1746. Jan. 6
.| Hugh Mackay......... John Mackay........| Angus Mackay....[ ,, » 6
William Ross.......... Charles Ross........ David Ross......... » ,
M%Zkepzies of Colin Mackenzie ......| Donald Macaulay....| Ken. Mackenzie...| ,, Feb. 2
WIS )
- =Culloden Papers.

t Printed in'full in Fraser's “ History of the Earls of Cromartie.”
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He was saved from certain capture in the Lewis by the kindness of Mrs
Mackenzie of Kildin, in her house at Arynish, half-a-mile from Stornoway,
where his Royal Highness obtained a bed for the night of the 5th of May.
A tribute must also be paid to the gallant Roderick Mackenzie, whose
intrepidity and presence of mind in the last agonies of death, saved his
Prince from pursuit at the time, and who was consequently the means of his
ultimate escape to France in safety. He had hitherto been pursued with
the most parsevering assiduity, but Roderick’s trick proved so successful
that further search was at the time considered unnecessary. Roderick
Mackenzie, a young man of very respectable family, joined the Prince at
Edinburgh, and served as one of his life-guards. Being about the same
age as his Royal Highness, tall, and somewhat slender like the Prince,
and with features in some degree resembling his, he might, by ordinary
observers not accustomed to see the two together, have passed for the
Prince. As Roderick could not venture with safety to return to Edin-
burgh, where lived his two maiden sisters, after the battle of Culloden,
he fled to the Highlands, and lurked among the hills of Glenmoriston,
where, about the middle of July, he was surprised by a party of Govern-
ment soldiers. Mackenzie endeavoured to escape, but, being overtaken,
he turned round on his pursuers, and, drawing his sword, bravely de-
fended himself. He was ultimately shot by one of the red-coats, and as
he fell, mortally wounded, he exclaimed, ‘“You have killed your Prince!
You have killed your Prince !” after which he immediately expired. The
soldiers, overjoyed at their supposed good fortune, cut off Roderick’s
head, and hurried off to Fort-Augustus with their prize. The Duke of
Cumberland, fully convinced that he had now obtained the head of his
Royal relative, packed it up carofully, ordered a post-chaise, and at once
went off to London, carrying the head along with him. After his arrival
there the deception was discovered, but meanwhile it proved of essential
benefit to Prince Charles in his ultimately successtul efforts to escape.*

Soon after the battle of Culloden a fleet appeared off the coast of
Lochbroom, under the command of Captain Fergusson. It dropped
anchor in Loch-Ceannard, when a large party went ashore and proceeded
up the Strath to the residence of Mr Mackenzie of Langwell, closely con-
nected by marriage with the Earl of Cromartie. Langwell having sided
with the Stewart Prince, fled out of the way of the hated Fergusson ; but
his lady was obliged to remain to attend her children, who were at the
time confined with smallpox. The house was ransacked. A large chest
containing the family and other valuable papers, including a wadset of
Langwell and Inchvennie from her relative, George, Earl of Cromartie,
was burnt before her eyes; and about fifty head of fine Highland cattle
were mangled by their swords and driven to the ships of the spoilers.
Nor did this satisfy them. They continued to commit similar depreda-
tions without discriminating between friend or foe during the eight days
which they remained in the neighbourhood.t

It is very generally supposed that Lord Fortrose had strong Jacobite
feelings, though his own prudence and the influence of President Forbes .

* Highland Clans, Chambers’s Rebellion. Stewart’s Sketches. .
+ New Statistical Account of Lochbroom, by the late Dr Ross, minister of the Parish,
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secured his support to the Government. This is the opinion at any rate
of the writer of a modern MS. History of the Clan, already quoted by us,
and who concludes his sketch of his Lordship thus :—Though many re-
spectable individuals of the Clan Mackenzie had warmly espoused the
cause of Charles, Lord Fortrose seems at no time to have proclaimed
openly for him, whatever hopes he might have countenanced, when in
personal communication with the expatriated sovereign, as indeed there
is cause to infer something of the kind from a letter which, towards the
end of November 1745, was addressed by Lord John Drummond to Ken-
neth, pressing him instantly to join the Prince, then successfully pene-
trating the West of England, and qualifying the invitation by observing
that it was the only mode for his Lordship to retrieve his character. Yet
so little did Fortrose or his immediate followers affect the cause, that
when Lord Lovat blockaded Fort-Augustus, two companies of Mackenzies,
which had been stationed at Brahan, were withdrawn, and posted by
Lord Loudon, the commander-in-chief of the Government forces, at Castle
Downie, the stronghold of Fraser, and, with the exception of these, the
Royal party received no other support from the' family of Seaforth,
though many gentlemen of the Clan served in the King's army. Yet it
appears that a still greater number, with others whose ancestors identified
themsclves with the fortunes of the House of Kintail, were inclined to
espouse the more venturous steps of the last of the Stewarts. George,
the last Earl of Cromarty, being then paramount in power, and, probably
80, in influence, even to the Chief himself, having been, for certain
reasons, liable to suspicions as to their disinterested nature, declared for
Charles, and under his standard his own levy, with all the Jacobite ad-
herents of the Clan ranged themselves, and were mainly instrumental in
neutralizing Lord Loudon’s and the Laird of Macleod's forces in the sub-
sequent operations of 1746, driving them, with the Lord President
Forbes, to take shelter in the Isle of Skye.*

Kenneth Lord Fortrose, married on the 11th of September 1741,
Lady Mary Stewart eldest daughter of Alexander, sixth Earl of G'\lloway
and by her had issue, one son and six daughters. She died in London on
the 18th of April 1751, and was buried a Kensington, where a monu-
ment was raised to her memory. The daughters married respectively ;
Margaret, on the 4th June 1785, a Mr William Webb ; Mary, Henry
Howard of Effingham ; Agnes, J. Douglas; Catherine, 1st March 1773,
Thomas Griffin Tarpley ; - Frances, General Joseph Wald; and Euphe-
mia, 2d of April 1771, William Stewart of Castle Stewart, M.P. for the
County of Wigton. His Lordship died in London, on the 19th of October
1761 ; was buned in Westminster Abbey, and was succeeded by his only
son. ( To be Continued.)

Tae History oF THE CLAN MACKENZIE, we may say, in answer to
various enquiries, is in the press in a separate form. A good part of it is
already printed, and it is expected to be in the hands of subscribers in
- April or May next. About twenty extra copies are being printed to avoid
disappointment to parties ordering while the work is in the press.

* Bennetsfield MS.
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A LEGEND OF ARGYLL.
—_———

ON a dark tempestuous night, about the middle of last century, an anxious
group of people gathered on the seashore of a small village on the
west coast of Argyllshire, In spite of the howling wind, and pelting
rain, they stood, straining their eyes scaward, to watch through the gloort
the struggles of a gallant ship, which, with her devoted crew seemed
doomed to destruction. The vessel was evidently disabled, and totally
unmanageable, and the villagers listened with deep emotion and ejacula-
tions of horror and distress to the deep booming of the minute gun, and
the hoarse cries of the sailors imploring the assistance of those on shore,
who were powerless to assist them. Nearer, and nearer, the ill-fated ship
was driven to the deadly rocks, until at length the end came ; with a fear-
ful crash she struck, one moment she was lifted high by the cruel waves,
the next saw her dashed to pieces like a toy in the hands of a giant, and
her crew battling for life in the raging sea. Now the brave landsmen do
their utmost to help. With encouraging shouts they rush through the
boiling surf, and throw ropes to the drowning men, but alas! few indeed
can they save. The women are not idle ; they have blankets to throw
around the senseless forms, and restoratives to hold to the pallid lips of
the half-drowned men. Among the most active was a widow, who, with
her two daughters, was busily engaged in assisting a fine stalwart young
sailor, who had just been rescued from the waves—whether dead or
alive, could hardly be at first scen. The widow’s cottage being near, they
- eonveyed him there, and by their united and sustained efforts, had at
length the pleasure of seeing him revive, and able to thank them for their
kindness.

‘When recovered sufficiently to give an account of his ship and her
disastrous voyage, it came out that he belonged to the next village, al-
though he had been absent at sea for several years. They knew his mo-
ther well, and great was the joy of all, when, on the morrow, they accom-
panied him to her house, and related the story of the wreck and his de-
liverance.

Donald Ban (for such was his name) finding his father was dead, and
his mother getting frail and requiring help on her small croft, decided to
give up a seafaring life and to settle at home. Naturally enough he often

aid a visit to the widow’s cottage, where he had met with such kindness,
but it would be difficult to prove that his visits would have been quite so
frequent or prolonged, had it not been for the attraction of the widow’s
daughters, Mary and Barbara. Mary, the eldest, wasa quiet, kind-hearted,
sensible girl, with a homely face, only rendered attractive by good-nature
and robust health. Her one point of beauty lay, in her magnificent fair
hair, which, when released from its fastenings, fell in luxuriant masses
down to her feet. Her sister, five years her junior, was a great contrast,
both in appearance and disposition.  Very beautiful in person, lively in
manner, she captivated all who came within her power. All the young
men for miles round were her devoted admirers, but Barbara was a co-
quette, and no one knew whom she favoured most. An acute observer
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might notice that her eyes, bright and beautiful as they were, yet had a
cold hard look, and that her cherry lips, at times, would grow thin and
white, and wreath into a cruel smile, anything but pleasant to see.

Donald Ban, like the rest, was dazzled by her beauty and a‘trac-
tive manner ; at the same time, the best part of his nature made him feel
that Mary was superior in every true womanly quality, to her more fasci-
nating sister. Still he wavered, fluttering like a moth round the light that
would destroy him at last. His mother, who was now growing very infirm,
wished him to marry ; and having known Mary from childhood, was most
anxious that Donald should choose her for his wife. Donald returning
home one evening, after a more than usually prolonged visit to the widow’s
cottage, was alarmed to find his mother lying back in her chair, in a
swoon. Blaming himselt severely for his neglect in leaving her so long
alone, he did his utmost to restore her to consciousness. After a little
while, she somewhat revived, but was evidently very much shaken and
ill. Feeling near her end, she spoke very seriously to Donald about
his choice of a wife, and assured him that while lying apparently uncon-
scious, she had a vision, and saw, through the medium of the second-sight,
a forecast of the future of the two sisters. “Isaw,” she continued, “Mary
a happy wife and mother, a blessing and a comfort to her husband ; but
Barbara’s future was dark and sinful. Her lover will be driven by her
into the commission of a terrible erime, and both will perish in a sudden
and terrible manner. The form of Mary’s husband, as also that of Barbara's
lover, was hidden from me. But remember this warning. Shun Barbara
as you would a beautiful but deadly serpent. Promise me that as soon as
I am dead, and the days of your mourning are past, you will marry Mary,.
and be a true and faithful husband to her.” Donald, much affected by"
his mother's earnest appeal, promised faithfully to carry out her last
wishes.

The old woman shortly after died, and in course of time Donald pre-
pared to fulfil his promise. He proposed to Mary, and was accepted, her
mother being well pleased to have Donald for a son-in-law.  Whatever
Barbara’s feelings were on the subject, she kept them to herself, merely
excusing herself, for the extraordinary proceeding of a sister in those dis-
tricts, from being present at the wedding, as she was going to pay a long
visit to a relative in a neighbouring town.

Donald and Mary were in due time married, and lived quietly and
happily for nearly three years. They had two children, a boy and a girl.
Mary’s mother dying about this time, and Barbara being still unmarried,
she came to live with them. She was if possible more beautiful than ever—
still in the first bloom of her womanhood ; and soon Donald found him-
gself as much under her influence as ever. Manfully he struggled for a
time to subdue his fatal passion, but in a short time he was as help-
less as a fly in a spider’s web. His infatuation was complete, and it made
him eblivious to the sacred claims of a husband and a father. It is doubt-
ful whether Barbara really felt any affection for him, but she took a de-
light in exercising her power of bewitching him, though withal she used
such tact that her true-heartcd sister, or the unfaithful Donald, never
suspected her.

It was a lovely summer day. Donald was working on his croft, in
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sight of his cottage, the door of which stood open, exposing a scene of
homely comfort. The room was scrnpulously clean.  Mary, with a happy
contented look lighting up and beautifying her homely face, was busily
employed making oatcake, the appetising smell of which seemed to tickle
the olfactory nerves of a fine collie, basking in the sun outside the door,
who, lifting his head occasionally, would give a satisfied sniff, but was too
well bred to shew any impatience. The eldest child, a sturdy boy of two
years, was on the floor, playing with a kitten, as frolicsome as himself—
the baby girl was slecping in her cradle. Darbara was sitting quietly,
knitting. The humming of the becs, as they flitted from flower to flower,
the twitting of the birds, and the soothing sound of the sea waves, break-
ing gently against the neighbouring rocks, completed this picture of peace-
ful happiness, from which discord and trouble scemed farremoved. After
finishing her culinary operations, Mary proposed to go to the rocks to
gather dulse, of which Donald was very fond ; the boy clamoured to
go along with her, but his mother quieted him by promising to take him
out on her return.

Anxious to obtain the best dulse, Mary scrambled on to a rock jutting
out in the sea, always covered at high water. Having filled her basket,
she sat down to rest, and the day being hot, soon fell asleep.

The duties and simple pleasure of domestic life had no attraction for
Barbara. She soon tired of being alone, and giving the sagacious dog
charge of the children, went to look for her sister. ~ She soon discovered her,
still peacefully sleeping on the fatal rock. The tide was just turning, but
instead of awakeniug her sister, Barbara stood and stared, and as she looked,
an evil flash came in her eye, a cruel smile was on her lips, and from
a beautiful woman, she seenied suddenly as if transformed into a she-
demon. At length she turned, and going to Donald, prevailed upon him
to accompany her to the beach, saying she wished to show him something
remarkable. Arriving at the rock, she pointed out the still slumbering
Mary, and, without a word, fixed her flashing eyes on Donald.  Spell-
bound, he gazed at her, until the same dreadful idea also possessed him.
The water was now within a yard of the peaceful and sleeping woman ;
in a few minutes she would be totally surrounded by the tide, and if not
awakened instantly, her life would be lost ; yet still they stood silent and
inactive. At last Barbara muttered, or rather hissed through her close-
set teeth, “ We must not let this chance escape, we must make sure work
of it. Come, Donald, help me to plait her hair with the sea weeds.” So
saying, she drew the infatuated man in the direction of his devoted wife.
‘With eager fingers, they quickly unwound poor Mary’s long tresses, and
plaited and knotted them with the weeds growing on the rock. Then
retiring to a point of safety, they waited the inevitable result. The
tide had now completely surrounded their victim, who, as it touched her,
awoke with a start. Donald’s heart now failed him. Although he
wished her dead, he could not bear to see her murdered. With a
groan, he turned and fled, stopping his ears for fear of hearing the death
agonies of his wife. Barbara looked at him, with a scornful smile on her
lips, and muttering a curse on his cowardice. She did not intend to lose
sight of her victim. 'When Mary awoke she strove to rise and escape,
but to her horror, found herself bound to the rock. Startled and confused
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by her sudden awakening, she imagined for a moment that she was dream-
ing, or under the influence of a dreadful nightmare; but the cold, waves
now breaking over her, soon convinced her of her true position. With
frantic hands, she tore at her hair, crying loudly for help ; then catching
sight of her sister, a gleam of hope came, but to her indescribable horror
and despair, her cries for assistance were met only with a low mocking
laugh. Then was the fearful conviction forced upon her that she was be-
ing murdered, and that at the hands of her own sister. With heart-rending
cries, she called on her husband to succour her, but the only answer came
from Barbara, telling her how he also had even helped to bind her to the
rock. Surprise and horror closed poor Mary's lips for a moment ; she
then thought of her children—her handsome boy, her firsthorn—and her
sweet babe, who was even then requiring its natural food.  The thought
was distraction. Again she tried to move the stony heart of her unnatural
sister, by pitiable appeals for dear life, imploring her by every tie,
human and divine, to save her ; by the memory of their dead mother, by
their sisterhood, for the sake of the children, for the sake of her own soul,
not to commit this foul deed. But as well might she atiempt to stay the
tide now washing over her, as move the heartless she-fiend who sat gloat-
ing over the sight of her victim’s sufferings, like a tiger over the struggles
of his prey. Inch by inch the water rises, now it reaches her neck, the
next wave drowns her voice, there is a gasp and a gurgle. Another wave
—the fair head is covered, and poor Mary is in eternal rest.

By Mary’s death, an ohstacle was removed from the path of the guilty
pair, but yet they were not happy.  Nothing prospered with Donald—
his harvest was bad, his potatoes diseased, his sheep died, his cows sick-
ened ; however hard he might work, everything went wrong—he got no
sympathy nor help {rom his neighbours, who all shunned him since his
wife’s death ; he grew gloomy and morose ; tortured with remorse, he
dragged out a miserable existence. DBarbara was also changed—she was
never fitted for home duties, and having now no object in trying to cap-
tivate Donald, she grew careless and neglectful, and the guilty pair passed
most of their time in mutual accusations and recriminations.

The first anniversary of Mary’s death arrived. It was a heavy oppres-
sive day, and Donald felt more than usually depressed and miserable; his
crime weighed heavily upon his conscience, and his mother’s prophetic
warning continually rang in his ears. His day’s work over, he entered
his cottage for the night, but how changed it had become—no com-
fort, no happiness. Instead of a true-hearled loving wife to welcome him,
there was this woman, beautiful indeed, but she seemed possessed with a
mocking devil. Totally heartless herself, she laughed him to scorn when-
ever he ventured to express regret for the past, or hint at amendment in
the future. As night drew near, the air became still more oppressive,
the clouds, heavy with electricity, hung low down ; the distant mutter-
ings of thunder were heard, and the forked lightning flashed over the
dark and troubled sea. )

Donald and Barbara retired to rest, but he at least could not sleep -
—he felt a presentiment of coming evil. As the storm drew nearer and
increased in intensity, he literally quaked with fear. Just at midnight, a
terrific thunder clap burst over the house, and as the lurid flash lighted
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up the room, he saw with unspeakable horror, the figure of his murdered
wife standing by the bedside. With a severe yet sorrowful look and voice,
she seemed to say, “Your hour is conie, retribution has overtaken you at
last, and your partner in guilt. I go to protect my beloved offspring.”
The tigure then slowly glided into the next room, in which slept the in-
nocent children. Again the thunder pealed long and loud—again the
lightning flashed—a blinding sheet of flame appeared to envelope the cot-
tage for a moment ; the storm ceased almost' suddenly, dying away in dis-
tant rumblings ot thunder echoed from the surrounding rocks,

Next morning was calm and clear. The people of the neighbourhood
were astir by break of day to see what mischief the unusually severe storm
had dome. Arrived at Donald’s cottage, they stood struck with
astonishment which, on further investigation, was turned into a feeling of
terror. One end of the cottage had been struck by lightning, and
was a total ruin. Under the scorched rafters lay two blackened und repul-
sive bodies, which on investigation, they recognised as the disfigured re-
mains of Donald and his guilty paramour. The other half of the cottage
was unscathed, and entering it, they found the two lovely children, locked
in edch other’s arns, breathing the breath of innocence, calmly sleeping,
with the angelic smile and beautiful expression, always observed on the
face of slumbering infancy. Thus was Mary avenged.

M. A, ROSE.

WAR SPEECH OF A HIGHLAND CHIEF,
—_0

The foe is advancing : make ready, brave men !

Arise every son of the mountain and glen !

Rush on te the combat, and let the knaves ken
‘We're stems of the soul-rousing Thistle !

Rush on like the foam-crested billows that roar,

‘When lashing with fury our wild rocky shore !

The dear ones defending ye love and adore—
Heap fame on the soul-rousing Thistle !

Rush on like the light’ning and thunder of Heaven,

‘When mountains majestic asunder are riven !

And give them the welcome your fathers have given
A’ toes of the soul-rousiug Thistle !

To tyrants bend never: our banner’s unfurl’d,

A streamer of glory it waves o’er the world ;

Though army on army against us be hurl'd,
Stand fast for the soul-rousing Thistle !

Now clansmen, for freedom, your claymores unsheath,

‘Wave, wave them on high o’er the dark purple heath,

Add laurels unrivall’d to honour’s bright wreath,
Staunch sons of the soul-rousing Thistle !

Then on, my blue bonnets, to death’s gory stage ;

And carve this proud motto on liberty’s page—

*“ We’ll hand down, unblemished, to each rolling age,
The glorious soul-rousing Thistle ! ”

EDINBURGH, ALEXANDER LOGAN,
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THE GAELIC NAMES OF TREES, SHRUBS, PLANTS, &o.
By CaarLEs FERGUSSON.
———
[CoNTINUED. | .

‘WeepING BircH.—Latin, Betula Pendula ; Gaelic, Beithe Dubhach. The
weeping birch is the most graceful and beautiful of all our native High-
land trees, and where it grows to perfection, as it does in Strathglass,
Lochness-side, and in many other parts of the Highlands, there is nothing
that can add more to the beauty of the landscape than its tall silvery stem,
with its graceful drooping branches which, though twenty or thirty feet
long, are no thicker than a common pack thread. Well might Coleridge
call the weeping birch “ The Lady of the Woods.”

Dwarr BircH.—Latin, Betula Nana ; Gaelic, Beithe Beag. The
dwarf birch, the hardiest of all trees or shrubs, grows abundantly on some
of the higher ranges in the Highlands, though unknown south of the
Highland border, or even in our own low straths. It grows in Corry-
challin, in Glenlyon, in Strathardle, on Ben Lawers, Ben-y-gloe, and on
several of the other Perthshire Grampians, also in the wilds of Strathglass,
and on the moors near Loch Glass, in Ross-shire. It is of an erect habit,
but seldom reaches a height of over three feet. The bark is of a shining
red or dark purple colour, and the fertile catkins which grow at the
extremity of the branches are a favourite food of grouse and ptarmigan.
As the leaves and twigs of this variety yield a much brighter yellow dye
than any of the other varieties of birch, it used to be much sought after
by the Highland housewives, and through their cutting it all when found
growing near their houses, it is now unknown in many places where it was
once common. Another, and perhaps a stronger reason for its disappear-
ance is that il never grows high enough to be beyond the reach of sheep,
which are now all over the country, and as they are very fond of the
young twigs and leaves, they constantly nip off the young wood, and so
never allow it to seed, and very soon kill the parent shrub itself. In the
Axrctic regions the dwarf birch is found growing on the borders of the
eternal snow, where it is the only variety of tree known, and its catkins
and seeds afford the only food for the large flocks of ptarmigan and other
birds found in those high northern latitudes.

Birps’ CHERRY.— Latin, Cerasus padus ; Gaelic, Fiodhag. This tree
is a native of the Highlands, where it grows on the banks of streams, and
produces large crops of its black berries. These berries are very sour, but
birds are very fond of them,- which, of course, gave rise to its name.
Lightfoot informs us that the berries were used by way of infurion in
brandy in the Highlands when he was there.

Brack TrHOrRN.—Latin, Prunus spinosa ; Gaelic, Syitheach dubh ;
Preas nun airneag. This is a well-known native shrub, and grows very
common all over the country. The bark was much used by our ancestors
for dyeing a bright red colour. Lightfoot mentions that the fruit will
make a very fragrant and grateful wine, a fact which the great botanist
never forgets to mention of any fruit or plant out of which it is possible
to extract anything drinkable !
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Box.—Latin, Buxus sempervirens ; Gaelic, Bucsa. The box is a native
England, but seems to have been introduced very early into the High-
lands, where it thrives very well in the low glens. The wood, which is
very hard and close-grained, was used by the old Ilighlanders for carving
ornamental dirk and sgian dubl handles, cuachs, &c. From the great
resemblance of the box to the red whortleberry, or Lus nam Braoilcag,
the real badge of the Clan Chattan, the box was often used by that Clan
instead of the whortleberry, as it was generally easier procured, which
gave rise to the mistaken idea that the box is the badge of the Clan
Chattan.

Brier Rose.—Latin, Rosa canina ; Gaelic, Dris ; An fhearrdhris ;
Preas nam mucag. This prickly shrub grows all over the Highlands,
where its fruit—mucagan—is often eaten by children, and also sometimes
used for preserves. The strong prickles with which it is armed gave rise
to the old Gaelic proverb, ¢ Cho crosda ris an dris.” The Highlanders
used the bark of the brier, with copperas, for dycing a beautiful black
black colour.

Broom.— Latin, Spariium Scoparium ; Gaelic, Bealaidh. The
¢ bonny, bonny broom” needs no description, as it is known to every-
body, and its bright green branches and golden blossoms add to the beauty
of most Highland landscapes. The old Highlanders used the broom for
almost endless purposes, some of which I may mention here. The twigs
and branches were used to thatch houses and stacks, to make brooms,and
to weave in their fences to excluda sheep and hares from their gardens, and -
also to tan leather, for wbich purpose it is equal to oak bark. A decoc-
tion of this shrub was much recommended for the dropsy, and half an
ounce of the flowers or seeds was considered a strong emetic by the old
Highland housewives. During snow, sheep and deer are very fond of
browsing on it, but if sheep not accustomed to it are allowed too much of
it at first it makes them giddy, or as the shepherds say drunk. The
broom is the badge of the Clans Forbes and Mackay.

CHERRY.—Latin, Prunus Cerasus—Gaelic, Siris or Sirist. Of course
this tree is just the wild cherry or gean, brought to its present perfection
by long cultivation. It seems to have been well known to the old High-
landers, as the bards often in singing the praises of their sweethearts,
compare the colour of their cheeks to the cherry— - Do ghruaidh mar an
t-siris.”

CuEesTNUT.—Latin, Fagus castanea ; Gaelic, Geanm-chno. This tree
is said to be a native of England, but not of Scotland. This, however, is
doubtful, for if it is not a native, it must have been introduced into this
country very early, from the immense size of some of the chestnut trees
found growing in many parts of the Highlands. One growing in the
garden of Castle Leod, in Ross-shire, in 1820, measured 15 feet in cir-
cumference ; and mention is made, in the New Statistical Account, of
three chestnuts measured at Castle Menzies in 1844, whose respective
girths were 16, 184, and 21 feet. The wood is very hard and durable,
and that its value was known to our ancestors is proved by the fact that
it is found along with oak in the roofs and woodwork of some of our old-
est Highland castles und mansion houses.

Evper.—Latin, Sambucus niger ; Gaelic, Droman ; Craobh an dro-
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main. This is a native of the Highlands, and was used by the High-
landers in many ways. They used its berries for dyeing a brown colour,
and of course everybody who has heard of the “ Laird o’ Cockpen ” knows
that a wine is made of the flowers—

¢ Mistress Jean she was makin’ the elder flower wine,
Says, ¢ What taks the Laird here at sic an ill time ¢’”

The berries also were fermented into a wine, which was usually drank
warm. The medicinal virtues of the elder were well known to our
ancestors, for indeed it was one of their principal remedies for many
diseases ; and as a proof that they were correct in this, and also that its
virtues were known in other countries, I may mention that the great
physician Boerhave regarded the elder with such reverence for its medicinal
virtues, that he always took off his hat when passing an elder tree !

Fir (Scorch).—Latin, Pinus sylvestris ; Gaelic, Giuthas. The Scotch
Fir is the “most Highland ” of all our trees, and there is no tree that looks
nobler than it does towering amongst our bens and glens. In our earliest
records we find mention of our great Caledonian fir forest, which extended
from Glenlyon and Rannoch, to Strathspey and Strathglass, and from
Glencoe eastward to the Braes of Mar. This great forest has mostly dis-
appeared ages ago, caused principally by being cut, or set fire fo wilfully,
or accidentally, by the different clans, during their continual wars, or by
foreign invaders. A large portion of the ground which once formed part
of this great forest is now converted into peat bogs, in which are found
embedded huge trunks of fir, some of which still show traces of fire, or
lying close to their roots or stocks, which are firmly fixed by the roots in
the underlying firm soil. The largest portions of the ancient Caledonian
forest left are in Rannoch, Perthshire; in Braemar, Aberdeenshire ; in
Badenoch, Strathspey, Glenmore, Rothiemurchus, Glenmoriston, and
Strathglass, in Inverness-shire ; near Loch Maree, in Ross-shire ; and at
Coigeach, Strathnaver, and Dirry-Monach, in Sutherland. The wood of
this tree is very valuable, being easily wrought, resinous, and very dur-
able, a proof of which is mentioned by Smith, in his ¢ View of the Agri-
culture of Argyle.” He says—* The roof of Kilchurn Castle, Argyleshire,
was made of natural fir, and when taken down, after having stood over
300 years, was found as fresh and full of sap as newly imported Memel.”
Besides using it for roofs, the old Highlanders also used this wood for
floors, and for making chests, beds, tables, and endless other domestic
purposes. The resinous roots dug out of the earth not only supplied the
best of fuel, but was used for light, being split up into small splinters,
which, from the quantity of rosin contained in them, burnt with the
brightness of gas. They were burnt either on a flat stone or an iron
brander placed near the fire, under the large open chimneys in old High-
land cottages ; and it was the nightly duty either of the old grandfather
or the young herd boy, to sit by the light and replenigsh it by fresh
splinters as they burned down, whilst the other members of the family
attended to their domestic duties, or sat and listened to the songs or tra-
ditions of bye-gone days. Lightfoot mentions that Pennant and himself
observed the fishermen of Lochbroom, in Ross-shire, make ropes of the
inner bark of the fir. He also mentions another curious fact about the
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fir. He says—*The farina, or yellow powder, of the male flowers, is
sometimes in spring carried away by the winds, in such quantities where
the trees abound, as to alarm the ignorant with the notion of its raining
brimstone.” The fir is very often mentioned by Ossian, and no doubt in
his day many of the large tracts, which are now barren peat mosses, were
covered with luxuriant pine forests. To explain how this great change
came about I may give the following extract from an able work, “ A
Description and History of Vegetable Substances used in the Arts and
Domestic Economy.” In the article on the Scotch fir, it says, page 26—
“ One of the most singular changes to which any country can be subjected,
is that which arises from the formation of extensive masses of peat-earth.
They are common in most of the colder parts of the world, and are known
in Scotland by the name of peat mosses. These accumulations of a
peculiar vegetable matter are a sort of natural chronicle of the countries
in which they are found. In the northern parts of Britain they point out
that the soil and climate were once far superior to what the country now,
in those situations, enjoys. The era of the first commencement of these
bogs is not known ; but as in many of them, both in Ireland and Scot-
land, are found the horns and skulls of animals of which no living speci-
mens now exist in the country, and have not been since the commence-
ment of recorded history, their history must be referred to very remote
periods. Notwithstanding this, the formation of a peat bog under favour-
able circumstances does not appear to be a very lengthened process, tor
George, Earl of Cromarty, mentions (Philosophical Transactions, No. 330)
that near Loch Braon (Loch Broom), on the west of Ross-shire, a consider-
able portion of ground had, between the years of 1651 and 1699, been
changed from a forest of barked and leafless pines to a peat moss or bog,
in which the people were cutting turf for fuel. The process, according to
the Earl’s description, which has been verified by the observations of
others, is this—The pines, after having stood for some time deprived of
their bark and bleaching in the rains, which in that country are both
heavy and frequent, are gradually rotted near their roots, and fall. After
they have been soaked by the rains, they are soon covered with various
species of fungi. 'When these begin to decay the rain washes the adhesive
matter into which they are reduced between the tree and the ground, and
a dam is thus formed, which collects and retains the water. Whenever
this takes place, the surface of the sta