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PREFACE
TO
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VWil e ny husband and M. Henley were engaged in witing plays in
Bour nemout h they nade a nunber of titles, hoping to use themin
the future. Dranatic conposition was not what ny husband

preferred, but the torrent of M. Henley's enthusiasm swept him



off his feet. However, after several plays had been finished,
and his health seriously inpaired by his endeavours to keep up
with M. Henley, play witing was abandoned forever, and ny
husband returned to his legitimte vocation. Having added one of
the titles, The Hanging Judge, to the list of projected plays,
now t hrown asi de, and enbol dened by ny husband's offer to give nme

any hel p needed, | concluded to try and wite it myself.

As | wanted a trial scene in the Od Bailey, | chose the period
of 1700 for ny purpose; but being shamefully ignorant of ny

subj ect, and ny husband confessing to little nore know edge than
| possessed, a London bookseller was conm ssioned to send us
everything he could procure bearing on Od Bailey trials. A
great package cane in response to our order, and very soon we
were both absorbed, not so nmuch in the trials as in follow ng the
brilliant career of a M. Garrow, who appeared as counsel in many
of the cases. W sent for nore books, and yet nore, still intent
on M. Garrow, whose subtle cross-exanination of w tnesses and
masterly, if sonetinmes startling, nmethods of arriving at the

truth seemed nore thrilling to us than any novel

Cccasionally other trials than those of the O d Bailey would be
i ncluded in the package of books we received from London; anong

these ny husband found and read with avidity:--

THE

TRI AL

OF

JAMES STEWART

in Aucharn in Duror of Appin

FOR THE

Mur der of COLIN CAMPBELL of d enure, Efq;

Factor for H's Majefty on the forfeited



Estate of Ardfhiel.

My husband was always interested in this period of his country's
history, and had already the intention of witing a story that
should turn on the Appin nurder. The tale was to be of a boy,
Davi d Bal four, supposed to belong to ny husband's own famly, who
should travel in Scotland as though it were a foreign country,
nmeeting with various adventures and nisadventures by the way.
Fromthe trial of James Stewart ny husband gl eaned nuch val uabl e
material for his novel, the nost inportant being the character of
Al an Breck. Aside from having described himas "smallish in
stature,” my husband seens to have taken Al an Breck's persona

appearance, even to his clothing, fromthe book

Aletter fromJames Stewart to M. John Macfarlane, introduced as
evidence in the trial, says: "There is one Alan Stewart, a
distant friend of the late Ardshiel's, who is in the French
service, and came over in March last, as he said to sone, in
order to settle at honme; to others, that he was to go soon back
and was, as | hear, the day that the nurder was comitted, seen
not far fromthe place where it happened, and is not now to be
seen; by which it is believed he was the actor. He is a
desperate foolish fellow, and if he is guilty, came to the
country for that very purpose. He is a tall, pock-pitted |ad,
very bl ack hair, and wore a blue coat and nmetal buttons, an old
red vest, and breeches of the same colour.” A second w tness
testified to having seen himwearing "a blue coat with silver
buttons, a red wai stcoat, black shag breeches, tartan hose, and a
feathered hat, with a big coat, dun coloured,” a costune referred
to by one of the counsel as "French cl oat hes which were

remar kabl e. "



There are many incidents given in the trial that point to Alan's
fiery spirit and Hi ghl and qui ckness to take offence. One wi tness
"decl ared al so That the said Al an Breck threatened that he would
chal I enge Ballieveol an and his sons to fight because of his
renovi ng the declarant |ast year from d enduror.” On anot her

page: "Duncan Canpbel |, change-keeper at Annat, aged thirty-five
years, married, witness cited, sworn, purged and exam ned ut
supra, depones, That, in the nmonth of April last, the deponent
met with Alan Breck Stewart, with whom he was not acquai nted, and
John Stewart, in Auchnacoan, in the house of the walk miller of
Auchofragan, and went on with themto the house: Al an Breck
Stewart said, that he hated all the nane of Canpbell; and the
deponent said, he had no reason for doing so: But Alan said, he
had very good reason for it: that thereafter they left that

house; and, after drinking a dram at another house, cane to the
deponent's house, where they went in, and drunk sonme drans, and
Al an Breck renewed the former Conversation; and the deponent,
maki ng the same answer, Alan said, that, if the deponent had any
respect for his friends, he would tell them that if they offered
to turn out the possessors of Ardshiel's estate, he woul d nake

bl ack cocks of them before they entered into possessi on by which
t he deponent understood shooting them it being a common phrase

in the country."

Sone tine after the publication of Kidnapped we stopped for a
short while in the Appin country, where we were surprised and
interested to discover that the feeling concerning the nurder of
G enure (the "Red Fox," also called "Colin Roy") was al nost as
keen as though the tragedy had taken place the day before. For
several years ny husband received letters of expostulation or
comrendati on from nmenbers of the Canpbell and Stewart clans.
have in my possession a paper, yellow with age, that was sent

soon after the novel appeared, containing "The Pedigree of the



Fami |y of Appine," wherein it is said that "Alan 3rd Baron of
Appi ne was not killed at Fl owdoun, tho there, but lived to a
great old age. He nmarried Canmeron Daughter to Ewen Canmeron of
Lochiel." Following this is a paragraph stating that "John
Stewart 1st of Ardsheall of his descendants Al an Breck had better

be omtted. Duncan Baan Stewart in Achindarroch his father was a

Bastard."

One day, while my husband was busily at work, | sat beside him
readi ng an ol d cookery book called The Conpl eat Housew fe: or
Acconplish'd Gentl ewonman's Conpanion. |In the nmidst of receipts
for "Rabbits, and Chickens nmunbl ed, Pickled Sanphire, Skirret
Pye, Baked Tansy,"” and other forgotten delicacies, there were
directions for the preparation of several l|otions for the
preservation of beauty. One of these was so charning that |
interrupted ny husband to read it aloud. "Just what | wanted!"
he exclainmed; and the receipt for the "Lily of the Valley Water"

was instantly incorporated into Ki dnapped.

F. V. DEG S

DEDI CATI ON

MY DEAR CHARLES BAXTER:

If you ever read this tale, you will likely ask yourself nore
questions than | should care to answer: as for instance how the
Appin nurder has cone to fall in the year 1751, how the Torran
rocks have crept so near to Earraid, or why the printed trial is

silent as to all that touches David Balfour. These are nuts



beyond ny ability to crack. But if you tried ne on the point of
Alan's guilt or innocence, | think | could defend the readi ng of
the text. To this day you will find the tradition of Appin clear
in Alan's favour. |f you inquire, you may even hear that the
descendants of "the other man" who fired the shot are in the
country to this day. But that other man's nane, inquire as you
pl ease, you shall not hear; for the Hi ghl ander val ues a secret
for itself and for the congenial exercise of keeping it | might
go on for long to justify one point and own another indefensible;
it is nore honest to confess at once how little | amtouched by
the desire of accuracy. This is no furniture for the scholar's
library, but a book for the wi nter evening school -room when the
tasks are over and the hour for bed draws near; and honest Al an
who was a grimold fire-eater in his day has in this new avatar
no nore desperate purpose than to steal some young gentl eman's
attention fromhis Ovid, carry himawhile into the Hi ghl ands and
the last century, and pack himto bed with sone engagi ng i nages

to mngle with his dreans.

As for you, mnmy dear Charles, | do not even ask you to like this
tale. But perhaps when he is older, your son will; he nmay then
be pleased to find his father's nane on the fly-leaf; and in the
meanwhile it pleases me to set it there, in nenory of many days
that were happy and sonme (now perhaps as pl easant to renenber)
that were sad. |If it is strange for ne to | ook back froma

di stance both in tine and space on these bygone adventures of our
youth, it nmust be stranger for you who tread the sanme
streets--who rmay to-norrow open the door of the old Specul ative,
where we begin to rank with Scott and Robert Emmet and the

bel oved and ingl ori ous Macbean--or may pass the corner of the

cl ose where that great society, the L. J. R, held its neetings
and drank its beer, sitting in the seats of Burns and his

conmpanions. | think | see you, noving there by plain daylight,



behol ding with your natural eyes those places that have now

becone for your conpanion a part of the scenery of dreams. How,
in the intervals of present business, the past must echo in your
menory! Let it not echo often without sone kind thoughts of your

friend,

RL.S
SKERRYVORE,

BOURNEMOUTH

CHAPTER |

I SET OFF UPON MY JOURNEY TO THE HOUSE OF SHAWS

I will begin the story of ny adventures with a certain norning
early in the nonth of June, the year of grace 1751, when | took
the key for the last tinme out of the door of ny father's house.
The sun began to shine upon the sumit of the hills as | went
down the road; and by the time | had cone as far as the nanse,
the bl ackbirds were whistling in the garden lilacs, and the m st
that hung around the valley in the tine of the dawn was begi nni ng

to arise and die away.

M. Campbell, the mnister of Essendean, was waiting for ne by
the garden gate, good man! He asked ne if | had breakfasted; and
hearing that | |acked for nothing, he took ny hand in both of his

and clapped it kindly under his arm

"Well, Davie, lad," said he, "I will go with you as far as the
ford, to set you on the way." And we began to walk forward in

si | ence.



"Are ye sorry to | eave Essendean?" said he, after awhile.

"Way, sir," said I, "if | knew where | was going, or what was
likely to become of ne, | would tell you candidly. Essendean is
a good place indeed, and | have been very happy there; but then
have never been anywhere else. M/ father and nother, since they
are both dead, | shall be no nearer to in Essendean than in the
Ki ngdom of Hungary, and, to speak truth, if I thought | had a
chance to better nyself where | was going | would go with a good
will."

"Ay?" said M. Canpbell. "Very well, Davie. Then it behoves ne
to tell your fortune; or so far as I may. Wen your nother was
gone, and your father (the worthy, Christian man) began to sicken
for his end, he gave ne in charge a certain letter, which he said

was your inheritance. 'So soon,' says he, 'as | am gone, and the
house is redd up and the gear disposed of' (all which, Davie,
hat h been done), 'give ny boy this letter into his hand, and
start himoff to the house of Shaws, not far from Cranond. That
is the place | cane from' he said, 'and it's where it befits
that nmy boy should return. He is a steady lad,' your father

said, 'and a canny goer; and | doubt not he will cone safe, and

be well |ived where he goes.

"The house of Shaws!" | cried. "Wat had ny poor father to do

with the house of Shaws?"

"Nay," said M. Canpbell, "who can tell that for a surety? But
the nane of that famly, Davie, boy, is the name you bear --

Bal fours of Shaws: an ancient, honest, reputable house,
peradventure in these |latter days decayed. Your father, too, was
a man of learning as befitted his position; no man nore pl ausibly
conduct ed school; nor had he the nmanner or the speech of a common

dom nie; but (as ye will yourself remenber) | took aye a pl easure



to have himto the nanse to neet the gentry; and those of ny own
house, Canpbell of Kilrennet, Canpbell of Dunswi re, Canpbell of
M nch, and others, all well-kenned gentl enen, had pleasure in his
society. Lastly, to put all the elenents of this affair before
you, here is the testamentary letter itself, superscrived by the

own hand of our departed brother."

He gave ne the letter, which was addressed in these words: "To

t he hands of Ebenezer Bal four, Esquire, of Shaws, in his house of
Shaws, these will be delivered by ny son, David Bal four." M
heart was beating hard at this great prospect now suddenly
openi ng before a | ad of seventeen years of age, the son of a poor

country dominie in the Forest of Ettrick

"M . Canpbell," | stammered, "and if you were in my shoes, would
you go?"
"OfF a surety,"” said the mnister, "that would I, and wi thout

pause. A pretty lad |ike you should get to Cranond (which is
near in by Edinburgh) in two days of walk. |If the worst cane to
the worst, and your high relations (as | cannot but suppose them
to be sonewhat of your blood) should put you to the door, ye can
but wal k the two days back again and risp at the nmanse door. But
I woul d rather hope that ye shall be well received, as your poor
father forecast for you, and for anything that | ken cone to be a
great man in time. And here, Davie, |laddie," he resuned, "it
Iies near upon ny conscience to inprove this parting, and set you

on the right guard against the dangers of the world."

Here he cast about for a confortable seat, lighted on a big
boul der under a birch by the trackside, sate down upon it with a
very long, serious upper lip, and the sun now shining in upon us

bet ween two peaks, put his pocket-handkerchi ef over his cocked



hat to shelter him There, then, with uplifted forefinger, he
first put me on ny guard agai nst a consi derabl e nunber of
heresies, to which | had no tenptation, and urged upon ne to be
instant in ny prayers and reading of the Bible. That done, he
drew a picture of the great house that | was bound to, and how I

shoul d conduct nyself with its inhabitants.

"Be soople, Davie, in things immterial," said he. "Bear ye this
in mnd, that, though gentle born, ye have had a country rearing.
D nnae shane us, Davie, dinnae shane us! In yon great, nuckle
house, with all these donestics, upper and under, show yourself
as nice, as circunspect, as quick at the conception, and as sl ow
of speech as any. As for the laird -- remenber he's the laird,

say no nore: honour to whomhonour. |It's a pleasure to obey a

laird; or should be, to the young."

"Well, sir," said |, "it may be; and I'Il promise you I'll try to

make it so."

"Why, very well said,"” replied M. Canpbell, heartily. "And now

to come to the material, or (to nake a quibble) to the

immaterial. | have here a little packet which contains four
things." He tugged it, as he spoke, and with some great
difficulty, fromthe skirt pocket of his coat. "O these four

things, the first is your legal due: the little pickle noney for
your father's books and pl eni shing, which I have bought (as

have explained fromthe first) in the design of re-selling at a
profit to the incoming doninie. The other three are gifties that
M's. Canpbell and nyself would be blithe of your acceptance. The
first, which is round, will likely please ye best at the first

of f-go; but, O Davie, laddie, it's but a drop of water in the
sea; it'll help you but a step, and vanish |like the norning. The

second, which is flat and square and witten upon, will stand by



you through life, like a good staff for the road, and a good
pillow to your head in sickness. And as for the last, which is
cubical, that'll see you, it's ny prayerful wish, into a better

| and. "

Wth that he got upon his feet, took off his hat, and prayed a
little while aloud, and in affecting terms, for a young nan
setting out into the world; then suddenly took ne in his arns and
enbraced ne very hard; then held me at arms length, |ooking at
me with his face all working with sorrow, and then whi pped about,
and crying good-bye to ne, set off backward by the way that we
had come at a sort of jogging run. It night have been | aughabl e
to another; but I was in no nmnd to laugh. | watched himas |ong
as he was in sight; and he never stopped hurrying, nor once

| ooked back. Then it came in upon ny mind that this was all his
sorrow at my departure; and ny conscience snote ne hard and fast,
because |, for ny part, was overjoyed to get away out of that
qui et country-side, and go to a great, busy house, anong rich and

respected gentlefol k of ny own nane and bl ood.

"Davie, Davie," | thought, "was ever seen such bl ack ingratitude?
Can you forget old favours and old friends at the nere whistle of

a nane? Fie, fie; think shane."

And | sat down on the boul der the good man had just left, and
opened the parcel to see the nature of ny gifts. That which he
had cal |l ed cubical, | had never had nuch doubt of; sure enough it
was a little Bible, to carry in a plaid-neuk. That which he had
called round, |I found to be a shilling piece; and the third,
which was to help me so wonderfully both in health and sickness
all the days of ny life, was a little piece of coarse yellow

paper, witten upon thus in red ink



"TO MAKE LILLY OF THE VALLEY WATER --Take the flowers of lilly of
the valley and distil themin sack, and drink a spooneful or two
as there is occasion. It restores speech to those that have the
dumb palsey. It is good against the Gout; it conforts the heart
and strengthens the nmenory; and the flowers, put into a d asse,
close stopt, and set into ane hill of ants for a nmonth, then take
it out, and you will find a |liquor which comes fromthe flowers,
which keep in a vial; it is good, ill or well, and whether nan or

woman.

And then, in the mnister's own hand, was added:

"Li kewi se for sprains, rub it in; and for the cholic, a great

spooneful in the hour."

To be sure, | laughed over this; but it was rather tremul ous

| aughter; and | was glad to get ny bundle on ny staff's end and

set out over the ford and up the hill upon the farther side;
till, just as | came on the green drove-road running w de through
the heather, | took ny last |ook of Kirk Essendean, the trees

about the nmanse, and the big rowans in the kirkyard where ny

father and ny nother |ay.

CHAPTER |

I COVE TO MY JOURNEY' S END

On the forenoon of the second day, coming to the top of a hill, |

saw all the country fall away before nme down to the sea; and in



the midst of this descent, on a long ridge, the city of Edi nburgh
snoking like a kiln. There was a flag upon the castle, and ships
nmovi ng or lying anchored in the firth; both of which, for as far
away as they were, | could distinguish clearly; and both brought

my country heart into nmy nouth

Presently after, | cane by a house where a shepherd |ived, and
got a rough direction for the nei ghbourhood of Cranond; and so,
fromone to another, worked ny way to the westward of the capita
by Colinton, till | came out upon the d asgow road. And there

to ny great pleasure and wonder, | beheld a regiment marching to
the fifes, every foot in tinme; an old red-faced general on a grey
horse at the one end, and at the other the conpany of G enadiers
with their Pope' s-hats. The pride of |ife seemed to nount into
my brain at the sight of the red coats and the hearing of that

merry music.

Alittle farther on, and I was told | was in Cranond parish, and
began to substitute in ny inquiries the nane of the house of
Shaws. It was a word that seened to surprise those of whom |
sought nmy way. At first | thought the plainness of ny
appearance, in my country habit, and that all dusty fromthe
road, consorted ill with the greatness of the place to which I
was bound. But after two, or maybe three, had given nme the sane
| ook and the sane answer, | began to take it in ny head there was

somet hi ng strange about the Shaws itself.

The better to set this fear at rest, | changed the formof ny
inquiries; and spying an honest fellow com ng along a | ane on the
shaft of his cart, | asked himif he had ever heard tell of a

house they called the house of Shaws.

He stopped his cart and | ooked at ne, like the others.



"Ay" said he. "Wat for?"

"It's a great house?" | asked.

"Doubt| ess,” says he. "The house is a big, nuckle house.™

"Ay," said I, "but the folk that are in it?"

"Fol k?" cried he. "Are ye daft? There's nae folk there -- to
call folk."

"What ?" say |I; "not M. Ebenezer?"

"Qu, ay" says the man; "there's the laird, to be sure, if it's

himyou' re wanting. Wat'lIl |ike be your business, mannie?"

"I was led to think that | would get a situation,” | said,

| ooki ng as nodest as | coul d.

"VWhat ?" cries the carter, in so sharp a note that his very horse

started; and then, "Well, nmannie," he added, "it's nane of ny
affairs; but ye seema decent-spoken lad; and if ye'll take a
word fromnme, ye'll keep clear of the Shaws."

The next person | came across was a dapper little man in a
beautiful white wig, whom| saw to be a barber on his rounds; and
knowi ng wel | that barbers were great gossips, | asked himplainly

what sort of a man was M. Bal four of the Shaws.

"Hoot, hoot, hoot," said the barber, "nae kind of a man, nae kind

of a man at all;" and began to ask ne very shrewdly what ny
busi ness was; but | was nore than a match for himat that, and he

went on to his next customer no w ser than he cane.



I cannot well describe the blowthis dealt to ny illusions. The
nore indistinct the accusations were, the less | |iked them for
they left the wider field to fancy. What kind of a great house
was this, that all the parish should start and stare to be asked
the way to it? or what sort of a gentleman, that his ill-fanme
shoul d be thus current on the wayside? If an hour's wal ki ng would
have brought me back to Essendean, had left ny adventure then and
there, and returned to M. Canpbell's. But when | had cone so

far a way al ready, nere shane would not suffer nme to desist till

I had put the matter to the touch of proof; | was bound, out of
mere sel f-respect, to carry it through; and little as | liked the
sound of what | heard, and slow as | began to travel, | stil

kept asking ny way and still kept advanci ng.

It was drawi ng on to sundown when | net a stout, dark
sour -1 ooki ng woman coming trudgi ng down a hill; and she, when |
had put my usual question, turned sharp about, acconpanied ne
back to the sutmit she had just left, and pointed to a great bul k
of building standing very bare upon a green in the bottom of the
next valley. The country was pleasant round about, running in
low hills, pleasantly watered and wooded, and the crops, to ny
eyes, wonderfully good; but the house itself appeared to be a
kind of ruin; no road led up to it; no snoke arose from any of

the chi meys; nor was there any senbl ance of a garden. M heart

sank. "That!" | cried.
The wonan's face |lit up with a malignant anger. "That is the
house of Shaws!" she cried. "Blood built it; blood stopped the

building of it; blood shall bring it down. See here!" she cried
again -- "l spit upon the ground, and crack nmy thunmb at it! Black
be its fall! If ye see the laird, tell himwhat ye hear; tell him

this makes the twel ve hunner and nineteen tine that Jennet



Cl ouston has called down the curse on himand his house, byre and
stable, man, guest, and nmaster, wife, nmiss, or bairn -- black

bl ack be their fall!"

And t he woman, whose voice had risen to a kind of eldritch
sing-song, turned with a skip, and was gone. | stood where she
left me, with ny hair on end. In those days folk still believed
in witches and trenbled at a curse; and this one, falling so pat,
like a wayside onen, to arrest ne ere | carried out ny purpose,

took the pith out of ny |egs.

| sat me down and stared at the house of Shaws. The nore |

| ooked, the pleasanter that country-side appeared; being all set
wi th hawt horn bushes full of flowers; the fields dotted with
sheep; a fine flight of rooks in the sky; and every sign of a
kind soil and climte; and yet the barrack in the mdst of it

went sore agai nst ny fancy.

Country folk went by fromthe fields as | sat there on the side
of the ditch, but | lacked the spirit to give thema good-e'en

At | ast the sun went down, and then, right up against the yellow
sky, | saw a scroll of snoke go nounting, not nuch thicker, as it
seermed to nme, than the snmoke of a candle; but still there it was,
and neant a fire, and warnth, and cookery, and some living

i nhabi tant that nust have lit it; and this conforted ny heart.

So | set forward by a little faint track in the grass that led in
my direction. It was very faint indeed to be the only way to a
pl ace of habitation; yet | saw no other. Presently it brought me
to stone uprights, with an unroofed | odge beside them and coats
of arms upon the top. A main entrance it was plainly neant to
be, but never finished; instead of gates of wought iron, a pair
of hurdles were tied across with a straw rope; and as there were

no park walls, nor any sign of avenue, the track that | was



foll owi ng passed on the right hand of the pillars, and went

wandering on toward the house.

The nearer | got to that, the drearier it appeared. It seened
like the one wing of a house that had never been finished. What
shoul d have been the inner end stood open on the upper floors,
and showed against the sky with steps and stairs of unconpleted
masonry. Many of the wi ndows were ungl azed, and bats flew in and

out |ike doves out of a dove-cote.

The night had begun to fall as | got close; and in three of the
| ower wi ndows, which were very high up and narrow, and well
barred, the changing light of a little fire began to gli mrer.
Was this the palace | had been conming to? Was it within these
walls that | was to seek new friends and begin great fortunes?
Way, in ny father's house on Essen-Waterside, the fire and the
bright lights would show a mile away, and the door open to a

beggar's knock!

I came forward cautiously, and giving ear as | cane, heard sone
one rattling with dishes, and a little dry, eager cough that cane

in fits; but there was no sound of speech, and not a dog barked.

The door, as well as | could see it inthe dimlight, was a great
pi ece of wood all studded with nails; and | lifted ny hand with a
faint heart under ny jacket, and knocked once. Then | stood and
wai ted. The house had fallen into a dead silence; a whole nminute
passed away, and nothing stirred but the bats overhead. |
knocked again, and hearkened again. By this time ny ears had
grown so accustonmed to the quiet, that | could hear the ticking
of the clock inside as it slowy counted out the seconds; but
whoever was in that house kept deadly still, and nust have held

hi s breath.



I was in two mnds whether to run away; but anger got the upper
hand, and | began instead to rain kicks and buffets on the door
and to shout out aloud for M. Balfour. | was in full career
when | heard the cough right overhead, and junping back and

| ooki ng up, beheld a man's head in a tall nightcap, and the bel

mout h of a bl underbuss, at one of the first-storey w ndows.

"It's |oaded,"” said a voice

"l have cone here with a letter,” | said, "to M. Ebenezer

Bal f our of Shaws. [|s he here?"

"Fromwhomis it?" asked the nman with the bl underbuss.

"That is neither here nor there," said |, for | was grow ng very
wr ot h.
"Wll," was the reply, "ye can put it down upon the doorstep, and

be off with ye."

"I will do no such thing," I cried. "I will deliver it into M.
Bal four's hands, as it was neant | should. It is a letter of

i ntroduction."

"A what?" cried the voice, sharply.

| repeated what | had sai d.

"Who are ye, yourself?" was the next question, after a

consi der abl e pause.

"I am not ashaned of ny nane,"” said |I. "They call ne David

Bal f our. "



At that, | made sure the man started, for | heard the bl underbuss
rattle on the windowsill; and it was after quite a | ong pause,
and with a curious change of voice, that the next question

fol | owed:

"I's your father dead?"

I was so nuch surprised at this, that | could find no voice to

answer, but stood staring.

"Ay" the man resunmed, "he'll be dead, no doubt; and that'll be
what brings ye chapping to ny door." Anot her pause, and then
defiantly, "Well, man," he said, "I'll let ye in;" and he

di sappeared fromthe w ndow.

CHAPTER 11 |

I MAKE ACQUAI NTANCE OF MY UNCLE

Presently there cane a great rattling of chains and bolts, and
the door was cautiously opened and shut to again behind nme as

soon as | had passed.

"Go into the kitchen and touch naething," said the voice; and
whil e the person of the house set hinself to replacing the
defences of the door, | groped ny way forward and entered the

ki t chen.

The fire had burned up fairly bright, and showed me the barest
rooml think I ever put ny eyes on. Half-a-dozen dishes stood

upon the shelves; the table was laid for supper with a bow of



porridge, a horn spoon, and a cup of small beer. Besides what |
have naned, there was not another thing in that great,
stone-vaul ted, enpty chanber but | ockfast chests arranged al ong

the wall and a corner cupboard with a padl ock

As soon as the last chain was up, the man rejoined me. He was a
mean, stooping, narrow shoul dered, clay-faced creature; and his
age night have been anything between fifty and seventy. His

ni ght cap was of flannel, and so was the ni ghtgown that he wore

i nstead of coat and wai stcoat, over his ragged shirt. He was

| ong unshaved; but what nost distressed and even daunted ne, he
woul d neither take his eyes away fromme nor ook ne fairly in
the face. What he was, whether by trade or birth, was nore than
| could fathom but he seened nost like an old, unprofitable
servi ng- man, who shoul d have been left in charge of that big

house upon board wages.

"Are ye sharp-set?" he asked, glancing at about the |evel of ny

knee. "Ye can eat that drop parritch?”

| said | feared it was his own supper

"Q," said he, "I can do fine wanting it. [|'Il take the ale,
t hough, for it slockens[1] ny cough." He drank the cup about
hal f out, still keeping an eye upon ne as he drank; and then

suddenly held out his hand. "Let's see the letter," said he.

[1] Mbistens.

| told himthe letter was for M. Balfour; not for him

"And who do ye think | anP" says he. "G ve ne Al exander's



letter."

"You know ny father's nanme?"

"I't would be strange if | didnae," he returned, "for he was ny
born brother; and little as ye seemto |like either ne or ny
house, or ny good parritch, |I'myour born uncle, Davie, ny man,
and you ny born nephew. So give us the letter, and sit down and

fill your kyte."

If I had been sonme years younger, what with shane, weariness, and
di sappointment, | believe | had burst into tears. As it was, |
could find no words, neither black nor white, but handed him

the letter, and sat down to the porridge with as little appetite

for meat as ever a young man had.

Meanwhi l e, my uncle, stooping over the fire, turned the letter

over and over in his hands.

"Do ye ken what's in it?" he asked, suddenly.

"You see for yourself, sir," said |, "that the seal has not been

br oken. "

"Ay," said he, "but what brought you here?"

"To give the letter," said I

"No," says he, cunningly, "but ye'll have had sone hopes, nae
doubt ?"

"I confess, sir,"” said |1, "when | was told that | had kinsfolk

wel |l -to-do, | did indeed indulge the hope that they m ght help ne

inny life. But | amno beggar; | look for no favours at your



hands, and | want none that are not freely given. For as poor as
| appear, | have friends of ny own that will be blithe to help

ne.

"Hoot-toot!" said Uncle Ebenezer, "dinnae fly up in the snuff at
me. We'll agree fine yet. And, Davie, ny man, if you're done
with that bit parritch, | could just take a sup of it nyself.
Ay," he continued, as soon as he had ousted nme fromthe stool and
spoon, "they're fine, halesonme food -- they're grand food,
parritch.” He nurnured a little grace to hinmself and fell to.
"Your father was very fond of his neat, | mind; he was a hearty,
if not a great eater; but as for ne, | could never do nair than
pyke at food." He took a pull at the small beer, which probably
rem nded himof hospitable duties, for his next speech ran thus:

"If ye're dry ye'll find water behind the door."

To this | returned no answer, standing stiffly on ny two feet,
and | ooki ng down upon ny uncle with a mighty angry heart. He, on
his part, continued to eat |like a man under sone pressure of

time, and to throw out little darting glances now at ny shoes and
now at ny home-spun stockings. Once only, when he had ventured
to look a little higher, our eyes net; and no thief taken with a
hand in a nan's pocket could have shown nore lively signals of
distress. This set me in a nuse, whether his tinmdity arose from
too long a disuse of any human conpany; and whet her perhaps, upon
alittle trial, it mght pass off, and ny uncle change into an
altogether different man. Fromthis | was awakened by his sharp

voi ce.

"Your father's been | ong dead?" he asked.

"Three weeks, sir," said |

"He was a secret man, Al exander -- a secret, silent man," he



continued. "He never said nmuckle when he was young. He'll never

have spoken nuckl e of nme?"

"I never knew, sir, till you told it me yourself, that he had any
br ot her."

"Dear ne, dear nme!" said Ebenezer. "Nor yet of Shaws, | dare
say?"

"Not so nuch as the nane, sir," said |

"To think o' that!" said he. "A strange nature of a man!" For
all that, he seenmed singularly satisfied, but whether with
hinself, or ne, or with this conduct of ny father's, was nore
than | could read. Certainly, however, he seenmed to be
outgrowi ng that distaste, or ill-will, that he had conceived at
first against ny person; for presently he junped up, cane across
the room behind ne, and hit nme a smack upon the shoul der. "We'|
agree fine yet!" he cried. "lI'mjust as glad | let you in. And

now cone awa' to your bed."

To ny surprise, he lit no lanp or candle, but set forth into the
dark passage, groped his way, breathing deeply, up a flight of
steps, and paused before a door, which he unlocked. | was close
upon his heels, having stunbled after himas best | night; and
then he bade ne go in, for that was nmy chanber. | did as he bid,
but paused after a few steps, and begged a light to go to bed

Wi t h.

"Hoot-toot!" said Uncle Ebenezer, "there's a fine noon."

"Nei t her noon nor star, sir, and pit-mrk,"[2] said |l. "I cannae

see the bed."



[2] Dark as the pit.

"Hoot -toot, hoot-toot!" said he. "Lights in a house is a thing
di nnae agree with. I'munco feared of fires. CGood-night to ye
Davie, ny man." And before | had tine to add a further protest,
he pulled the door to, and | heard himlock ne in fromthe

out si de.

I did not know whether to |augh or cry. The roomwas as cold as
a well, and the bed, when | had found ny way to it, as danp as a
peat - hag; but by good fortune | had caught up ny bundl e and ny
plaid, and rolling nyself in the latter, | lay down upon the

floor under | ee of the big bedstead, and fell speedily asleep

Wth the first peep of day | opened ny eyes, to find nyself in a
great chanber, hung with stanped | eather, furnished with fine
enbroidered furniture, and lit by three fair wi ndows. Ten years
ago, or perhaps twenty, it nust have been as pleasant a roomto
lie down or to awake in as a man could wi sh; but danp, dirt,

di suse, and the mice and spiders had done their worst since then
Many of the wi ndow panes, besides, were broken; and indeed this
was so conmon a feature in that house, that | believe nmy uncle
must at sone tine have stood a siege from his indignant

nei ghbours -- perhaps with Jennet C ouston at their head.

Meanwhi | e the sun was shining outside; and being very cold in
that mserable room | knocked and shouted till ny gaol er cane
and let me out. He carried ne to the back of the house, where
was a drawwell, and told ne to "wash ny face there, if |

want ed; " and when that was done, | nade the best of ny own way
back to the kitchen, where he had Iit the fire and was maki ng the

porridge. The table was laid with two bow s and two horn spoons,



but the sane single neasure of small beer. Perhaps ny eye rested
on this particular with some surprise, and perhaps ny uncle
observed it; for he spoke up as if in answer to ny thought,

asking me if | wuld like to drink ale -- for so he called it.

I told himsuch was ny habit, but not to put hinself about.

"Na, na," said he; "I'll deny you nothing in reason."

He fetched another cup fromthe shelf; and then, to ny great
surprise, instead of drawi ng nore beer, he poured an accurate
half fromone cup to the other. There was a kind of nobleness in
this that took nmy breath away; if my uncle was certainly a mser
he was one of that thorough breed that goes near to make the vice

r espect abl e.

When we had nade an end of our neal, ny uncle Ebenezer unl ocked a
drawer, and drew out of it a clay pipe and a |lunmp of tobacco,
fromwhich he cut one fill before he |ocked it up again. Then he
sat down in the sun at one of the windows and silently snoked.
Fromtime to tine his eyes cane coasting round to nme, and he shot
out one of his questions. Once it was, "And your nother?" and
when | had told himthat she, too, was dead, "Ay, she was a
bonnie | assie!" Then, after another |ong pause, "Wae were these

friends o' yours?"

I told himthey were different gentlemen of the name of Campbell

t hough, indeed, there was only one, and that the minister, that
had ever taken the least note of nme; but | began to think ny
uncl e made too light of nmy position, and finding nyself all alone

with him | did not wish himto suppose ne hel pl ess.

He seenmed to turn this over in his nind; and then, "Davie, ny



man," said he, "ye've cone to the right bit when ye cane to your
uncl e Ebenezer. |'ve a great notion of the family, and | mean to
do the right by you; but while I'"mtaking a bit think to mysel

of what's the best thing to put you to -- whether the law, or the
nmeeni stry, or maybe the arnmy, whilk is what boys are fondest of
-- | wouldnae |ike the Balfours to be hunbl ed before a wheen

Hi el and Canpbells, and I'll ask you to keep your tongue wthin

your teeth. Nae letters; nae nmessages; no kind of word to

onybody; or else -- there's my door."

"Uncl e Ebenezer,"” said |, "I've no manner of reason to suppose
you mean anything but well by me. For all that, | would have you
to know that | have a pride of ny omm. It was by no will of mne

that | came seeking you; and if you show nme your door again, 1'l

take you at the word."

He seenmed grievously put out. "Hoots-toots," said he, "ca
cannie, man -- ca' cannie! Bide a day or two. |'mnae warlock
to find a fortune for you in the bottomof a parritch bow ; but

just you give nme a day or two, and say naething to naebody, and

as sure as sure, I'll do the right by you."

"Very well," said |, "enough said. If you want to hel p ne,
there's no doubt but I'Il be glad of it, and none but 1'll be
grateful . "

It seemed to ne (too soon, | dare say) that | was getting the

upper hand of my uncle; and | began next to say that | must have
the bed and bedcl othes aired and put to sun-dry; for nothing

woul d nake ne sleep in such a pickle.

"I's this ny house or yours?" said he, in his keen voice, and then

all of a sudden broke off. "Na, na," said he, "I didnae nean

that. Wat's nmine is yours, Davie, ny man, and what's yours is



m ne. Blood' s thicker than water; and there's naebody but you
and ne that ought the nane.” And then on he ranbl ed about the
famly, and its ancient greatness, and his father that began to
enl arge the house, and hinself that stopped the building as a
sinful waste; and this put it in ny head to give himJennet

Cl ouston' s nessage.

“"The linmrer!" he cried. "Twelve hunner and fifteen -- that's
every day since | had the limrer rowit![3] Dod, David, |I'll have
her roasted on red peats before I"'mby with it! Awtch -- a

proclainmed witch! 1'll aff and see the session clerk."

[3] Sold up.

And with that he opened a chest, and got out a very old and

wel | - preserved bl ue coat and wai stcoat, and a good enough beaver

hat, both without |ace. These he threw on any way, and taking a

staff fromthe cupboard, |ocked all up again, and was for setting

out, when a thought arrested him

"I cannae | eave you by yoursel' in the house," said he. "I'l

have to | ock you out."

The bl ood canme to ny face. "If you lock ne out,” | said, "it'll

be the last you'll see of nme in friendship."

He turned very pale, and sucked his nouth in.

"This is no the way" he said, |ooking wickedly at a corner of the

floor -- "this is no the way to win ny favour, David."

"Sir," says I, "with a proper reverence for your age and our

conmon bl ood, | do not value your favour at a boddle's purchase.



I was brought up to have a good conceit of nyself; and if you
were all the uncle, and all the family, | had in the world ten

times over, | wouldn't buy your liking at such prices."

Uncl e Ebenezer went and | ooked out of the wi ndow for awhile. |
could see himall trenbling and twitching, like a man with pal sy.

But when he turned round, he had a snile upon his face.

"Well, well," said he, "we nust bear and forbear. I'lIl no go

that's all that's to be said of it.

"Uncl e Ebenezer,” | said, "I can make nothing out of this. You
use ne like a thief; you hate to have ne in this house; you |et
me see it, every word and every minute: it's not possible that
you can like ne; and as for nme, |'ve spoken to you as | never
thought to speak to any nman. Wy do you seek to keep ne, then?
Let me gang back -- let nme gang back to the friends |I have, and

that |ike nme!"

"Na, na; na, na," he said, very earnestly. "I like you fine
we'll agree fine yet; and for the honour of the house | coul dnae
I et you | eave the way ye cane. Bide here quiet, there's a good
| ad; just you bide here quiet a bittie, and ye'll find that we

agree."

"Well, sir," said |, after | had thought the matter out in
silence, "I'Il stay awhile. |It's nore just | should be hel ped by
my own bl ood than strangers; and if we don't agree, 1'll do ny

best it shall be through no fault of mine."

CHAPTER 1V



I RUN A GREAT DANGER I N THE HOUSE OF SHAWS

For a day that was begun so ill, the day passed fairly well. W
had the porridge cold again at noon, and hot porridge at night;
porridge and small beer was ny uncle's diet. He spoke but

little, and that in the sanme way as before, shooting a question
at me after a long silence; and when | sought to lead himto talk
about ny future, slipped out of it again. In a roomnext door to
the kitchen, where he suffered nme to go, | found a great nunber
of books, both Latin and English, in which | took great pleasure
all the afternoon. Indeed, the tine passed so lightly in this
good conpany, that | began to be alnpbst reconciled to ny

resi dence at Shaws; and nothing but the sight of ny uncle, and
his eyes playing hide and seek with mne, revived the force of ny

di strust.

One thing | discovered, which put me in some doubt. This was an
entry on the fly-leaf of a chap-book (one of Patrick Wal ker's)
plainly witten by ny father's hand and thus conceived: "To ny
br ot her Ebenezer on his fifth birthday" Now, what puzzled nme was
this: That, as ny father was of course the younger brother, he
nmust either have nade sone strange error, or he nmust have
witten, before he was yet five, an excellent, clear manly hand

of witing.

| tried to get this out of my head; but though I took down many
interesting authors, old and new, history, poetry, and
story-book, this notion of ny father's hand of witing stuck to
me; and when at length | went back into the kitchen, and sat down
once nore to porridge and snall beer, the first thing | said to
Uncl e Ebenezer was to ask himif my father had not been very

qui ck at his book.



"Al exander? No him" was the reply. "I was far quicker nysel'; |
was a clever chappie when | was young. Wy, | could read as soon

as he could."

This puzzled nme yet nore; and a thought com ng into ny head,

asked if he and ny father had been tw ns.

He junped upon his stool, and the horn spoon fell out of his hand
upon the floor. "Wat gars ye ask that?" he said, and he caught
me by the breast of the jacket, and | ooked this tinme straight
into nmy eyes: his owm were little and light, and bright like a

bird' s, blinking and w nking strangely.

"What do you nean?" | asked, very calmy, for | was far stronger
than he, and not easily frightened. "Take your hand from ny

jacket. This is no way to behave."

My uncl e seened to make a great effort upon hinself. "Dod nan,
David," he said, "ye shoul d-nae speak to ne about your father
That's where the mstake is.” He sat awhil e and shook, blinking
in his plate: "He was all the brother that ever | had," he added,
but with no heart in his voice; and then he caught up his spoon

and fell to supper again, but still shaking.

Now this | ast passage, this laying of hands upon ny person and
sudden profession of love for ny dead father, went so clean
beyond ny conprehension that it put ne into both fear and hope.
On the one hand, | began to think nmy uncle was perhaps insane and
m ght be dangerous; on the other, there cane up into ny mnd
(quite unbidden by nme and even di scouraged) a story |like sone
ballad I had heard fol k singing, of a poor |lad that was a
rightful heir and a wi cked kinsman that tried to keep himfrom
his own. For why should ny uncle play a part with a relative

that canme, al nost a beggar, to his door, unless in his heart he



had sone cause to fear hinf

Wth this notion, all unacknow edged, but neverthel ess getting
firmy settled in ny head, | now began to imtate his covert

| ooks; so that we sat at table |like a cat and a nouse, each
stealthily observing the other. Not another word had he to say
to ne, black or white, but was busy turning sonething secretly
over in his nind; and the longer we sat and the nore | | ooked at
him the nore certain | becane that the something was unfriendly

to nyself.

When he had cleared the platter, he got out a single pipeful of
tobacco, just as in the norning, turned round a stool into the

chimey corner, and sat awhile snoking, with his back to ne.

"Davie," he said, at length, "I've been thinking;" then he
paused, and said it again. "There's a wee bit siller that | half

proni sed ye before ye were born," he continued; "promsed it to
your father. O naething |legal, ye understand; just gentlenen
daffing at their wine. Well, | keepit that bit noney separate --
it was a great expense, but a pronmise is a pronise -- and it has
grown by nowto be a matter of just precisely -- just exactly"
and here he paused and stunbled -- "of just exactly forty

pounds!" This last he rapped out with a sidelong glance over his

shoul der; and the next nonent added, alnbst with a scream

"Scots!"
The pound Scots being the sanme thing as an English shilling, the
difference made by this second thought was considerable; | could

see, besides, that the whole story was a lie, invented with some
end which it puzzled nme to guess; and | nade no attenpt to

conceal the tone of raillery in which | answered --



"O, think again, sir! Pounds sterling, | believe!"

"That's what | said," returned nmy uncle: "pounds sterling! And if

you'll step out-by to the door a minute, just to see what kind of
anight it is, I'll get it out to ye and call ye in again.”

| did his will, smling to nmyself in ny contenpt that he shoul d
think I was so easily to be deceived. It was a dark night, with

a few stars | ow down; and as | stood just outside the door, |
heard a hol |l ow nbaning of wind far off anong the hills. | said
to nyself there was sonething thundery and changeful in the
weat her, and little knew of what a vast inportance that should

prove to nme before the eveni ng passed.

Wen | was called in again, nmy uncle counted out into my hand
seven and thirty gol den gui nea pieces; the rest was in his hand,
in small gold and silver; but his heart failed himthere, and he

crammed the change into his pocket.

"There," said he, "that'll show you! I'ma queer man, and strange

Wi ' strangers; but ny word is my bond, and there's the proof of

it."

Now, ny uncle seenmed so niserly that | was struck dunb by this

sudden generosity, and could find no words in which to thank him

"No a word!" said he. "Nae thanks; | want nae thanks. | do ny
duty. |'mno saying that everybody woul d have, done it; but for
my part (though I'ma careful body, too) it's a pleasure to ne to
do the right by nmy brother's son; and it's a pleasure to ne to

think that now we'll agree as such near friends should."

| spoke himin return as handsonely as | was able; but all the

while | was wondering what woul d conme next, and why he had parted



with his precious guineas;

baby woul d have refused it.

for as to the reason he

had given, a

Presently he | ooked towards ne sideways.

"And see here," says he, "tit

I told himl

degree, and then waited, |ooki
yet, when at

tell me (very properly, as

alittle broken,

house and the bit garden

| ast he plucked up courage to speak,

for tat."

was ready to prove ny gratitude in any reasonable

ng for sone nonstrous denmand. And

it was only to

t hought) that he was growing old and

and that he would expect ne to help himwith the

I answered, and expressed ny readi ness to serve.

"Well," he said, "let's begin.

rusty key. "There," says he,

at the far end of the house.

outside, for that part of the

there, and up the stairs, and

the top. There's papers in't,

"Can | have a light, sir?" sa

"Na," said he, very cunningly.

"Very well, sir," said |

"They're grand," said he;
wal | ," he added; "there's nae
grand underfoot."

Qut |

went into the night.

and t hen,

The wind was still

He pull ed out of his pocket a
"there's the key of the stair-tower
Ye can only win into it fromthe
house is no finished. Gang ye in

bring me down the chest that's at

" he added.

dl.

"Nae lights in nmy house."

"Are the stairs good?"

as | was going, "Keep to the

banni sters. But the stairs are

nmoaning in the



di stance, though never a breath of it cane near the house of

Shaws. It had fallen blacker than ever; and | was glad to fee
along the wall, till | cane the length of the stairtower door at
the far end of the unfinished wing. | had got the key into the

keyhol e and had just turned it, when all upon a sudden, without
sound of wind or thunder, the whole sky lighted up with wild fire
and went black again. | had to put my hand over my eyes to get
back to the col our of the darkness; and indeed | was already half

bl i nded when | stepped into the tower.

It was so dark inside, it seenmed a body could scarce breathe; but
| pushed out with foot and hand, and presently struck the wall
with the one, and the |owernost round of the stair with the
other. The wall, by the touch, was of fine hewn stone; the steps
too, though sonewhat steep and narrow, were of polished
masonwor k, and regul ar and solid underfoot. Mnding ny uncle's
word about the bannisters, | kept close to the tower side, and

felt my way in the pitch darkness with a beating heart.

The house of Shaws stood sonme five full storeys high, not
counting lofts. Well, as | advanced, it seenmed to nme the stair
grew airier and a thought nore lightsonme; and | was wondering

what m ght be the cause of this change, when a second blink of

the sunmer |ightning canme and went. If | did not cry out, it was
because fear had ne by the throat; and if | did not fall, it was
nmore by Heaven's nercy than ny own strength. It was not only

that the flash shone in on every side through breaches in the
wall, so that | seened to be clanbering al oft upon an open
scaffol d, but the same passing brightness showed nme the steps
were of unequal |ength, and that one of ny feet rested that

monment within two i nches of the well.

This was the grand stair! | thought; and with the thought, a gust



of a kind of angry courage cane into nmy heart. M uncle had sent
me here, certainly to run great risks, perhaps to die. | swore |
woul d settle that "perhaps,"” if | should break ny neck for it;
got ne down upon ny hands and knees; and as slowy as a snail
feeling before me every inch, and testing the solidity of every
stone, | continued to ascend the stair. The darkness, by
contrast with the flash, appeared to have redoubl ed; nor was that
all, for ny ears were now troubled and ny mind confounded by a
great stir of bats in the top part of the tower, and the fou

beasts, flying downwards, sonetinmes beat about ny face and body.

The tower, | should have said, was square; and in every corner
the step was made of a great stone of a different shape to join
the flights. Well, | had cone close to one of these turns, when,
feeling forward as usual, ny hand slipped upon an edge and found
not hi ng but enptiness beyond it. The stair had been carried no
higher; to set a stranger nounting it in the darkness was to send
himstraight to his death; and (although, thanks to the |ightning
and ny own precautions, | was safe enough) the nere thought of
the peril in which | mght have stood, and the dreadful height |
m ght have fallen from brought out the sweat upon ny body and

rel axed ny joints.

But | knew what | wanted now, and turned and groped ny way down
again, with a wonderful anger in ny heart. About half-way down,
the wind sprang up in a clap and shook the tower, and died again;
the rain foll owed; and before | had reached the ground | evel it
fell in buckets. | put out ny head into the storm and | ooked

al ong towards the kitchen. The door, which | had shut behind ne
when | left, now stood open, and shed a little glinmer of |ight;
and | thought | could see a figure standing in the rain, quite
still, like a man hearkening. And then there canme a blinding

flash, which showed nme ny uncle plainly, just where | had fancied



himto stand; and hard upon the heels of it, a great towrow of

t hunder.

Now, whet her ny uncle thought the crash to be the sound of ny
fall, or whether he heard in it God's voice denounci ng nurder,
will leave you to guess. Certain it is, at least, that he was
sei zed on by a kind of panic fear, and that he ran into the house
and | eft the door open behind him | followed as softly as
coul d, and, com ng unheard into the kitchen, stood and wat ched

hi m

He had found tinme to open the corner cupboard and bring out a
great case bottle of aqua vitae, and now sat with his back
towards ne at the table. Ever and again he would be seized with
a fit of deadly shuddering and groan al oud, and carrying the

bottle to his lips, drink down the raw spirits by the nout hful

| stepped forward, cane cl ose behind hi mwhere he sat, and
suddenly cl apping nmy two hands down upon his shoul ders -- "Ah!"

cried I.

My uncl e gave a kind of broken cry like a sheep's bleat, flung up
his arns, and tunbled to the floor like a dead man. | was
somewhat shocked at this; but | had myself to ook to first of
all, and did not hesitate to let himlie as he had fallen. The
keys were hanging in the cupboard; and it was ny design to
furnish nyself with arns before ny uncle should cone again to his
senses and the power of devising evil. |In the cupboard were a
few bottles, sone apparently of nedicine; a great nany bills and
ot her papers, which | should willingly enough have rumrmaged, had
I had the tinme; and a few necessaries that were nothing to ny
purpose. Thence | turned to the chests. The first was full of

meal ; the second of noneybags and papers tied into sheaves; in



the third, with nany other things (and these for the nobst part
clothes) |I found a rusty, ugly-looking Highland dirk w thout the
scabbard. This, then, | conceal ed inside ny waistcoat, and

turned to ny uncle.

He lay as he had fallen, all huddled, with one knee up and one
arm spraw i ng abroad; his face had a strange col our of blue, and
he seened to have ceased breathing. Fear came on ne that he was
dead; then | got water and dashed it in his face; and with that
he seemed to cone a little to hinmself, working his nouth and
fluttering his eyelids. At last he | ooked up and saw nme, and

there cane into his eyes a terror that was not of this world.

"Cone, cone," said |Il; "sit up."
"Are ye alive?" he sobbed. "O nman, are ye alive?"
"That aml," said |l. "Small thanks to you!"

He had begun to seek for his breath with deep sighs. "The blue
phial," said he -- "in the auntry -- the blue phial." H's breath

canme slower still.

I ran to the cupboard, and, sure enough, found there a blue phia
of medicine, with the dose witten on it on a paper, and this

admi nistered to himw th what speed | m ght.

"It's the trouble," said he, reviving a little; "I have a

trouble, Davie. It's the heart."

| set himon a chair and | ooked at him It is true |l felt some
pity for a nman that | ooked so sick, but | was full besides of
ri ght eous anger; and | nunbered over before himthe points on

which | wanted explanation: why he lied to me at every word; why



he feared that | should |l eave him why he disliked it to be
hinted that he and ny father were twins -- "Is that because it is
true?" | asked; why he had given ne noney to which | was
convinced | had no claim and, last of all, why he had tried to
kill me. He heard ne all through in silence; and then, in a

br oken voi ce, begged ne to let himgo to bed.

“I''ll tell ye the norn," he said; "as sure as death | wll."

And so weak was he that | could do nothing but consent. | |ocked
himinto his room however, and pocketed the, key, and then
returning to the kitchen, made up such a blaze as had not shone
there for many a | ong year, and wrapping nyself in nmy plaid, |ay

down upon the chests and fell asleep

CHAPTER V

I GO TO THE QUEEN S FERRY

Much rain fell in the night; and the next norning there blew a
bitter wintry wind out of the north-west, driving scattered

clouds. For all that, and before the sun began to peep or the

| ast of the stars had vanished, | made ny way to the side of the
burn, and had a plunge in a deep whirling pool. Al aglow from
my bath, | sat down once nore beside the fire, which |

repl eni shed, and began gravely to consider ny position

There was now no doubt about ny uncle's ennmity; there was no

doubt | carried ny life in ny hand, and he woul d | eave no stone
unturned that he m ght conpass ny destruction. But | was young
and spirited, and |like nost |ads that have been country-bred, |

had a great opinion of ny shrewdness. | had come to his door no



better than a beggar and little nore than a child; he had net ne
with treachery and violence; it would be a fine consummation to

take the upper hand, and drive himlike a herd of sheep

| sat there nursing ny knee and smiling at the fire; and | saw
mysel f in fancy snell out his secrets one after another, and grow
to be that man's king and ruler. The warlock of Essendean, they
say, had nade a mirror in which nen could read the future; it

nmust have been of other stuff than burning coal; for in all the
shapes and pictures that | sat and gazed at, there was never a
ship, never a seanan with a hairy cap, never a big bludgeon for
ny silly head, or the least sign of all those tribul ations that

were ripe to fall on ne.

Presently, all swollen with conceit, | went up-stairs and gave ny
prisoner his liberty. He gave nme good-norning civilly; and

gave the same to him sniling down upon him fromthe heights of

my sufficiency. Soon we were set to breakfast, as it m ght have

been the day before.

"Well, sir," said |, with a jeering tone, "have you nothing nore
to say to me?" And then, as he nmade no articulate reply, "It wll
be time, | think, to understand each other,"” | continued. "You

took me for a country Johnnie Raw, with no nore nother-wit or
courage than a porridge-stick. | took you for a good man, or no
worse than others at the least. It seenms we were both w ong.
What cause you have to fear ne, to cheat ne, and to attenpt ny

life--"

He murmured sonet hing about a jest, and that he liked a bit of
fun; and then, seeing nme smile, changed his tone, and assured ne
he woul d make all clear as soon as we had breakfasted. | saw by

his face that he had no lie ready for ne, though he was hard at



work preparing one; and | think | was about to tell himso, when

we were interrupted by a knocking at the door

Bi dding ny uncle sit where he was, | went to open it, and found
on the doorstep a half-grown boy in sea-clothes. He had no
sooner seen ne than he began to dance sone steps of the

sea- hornpi pe (which | had never before heard of far |ess seen),
snapping his fingers in the air and footing it right cleverly.
For all that, he was blue with the cold; and there was sonething
in his face, a | ook between tears and | aughter, that was highly

pathetic and consisted ill with this gaiety of manner

"What cheer, mate?" says he, with a cracked voice.

| asked himsoberly to nanme his pleasure.

"QO, pleasure!"” says he; and then began to sing:

"For it's my delight, of a shiny night,

In the season of the year."

"Well," said |, "if you have no business at all, | will even be

so unmannerly as to shut you out."

"Stay, brother!" he cried. "Have you no fun about you? or do you

want to get me thrashed? |'ve brought a letter from old Heasyoasy

to M. Belflower." He showed nme a letter as he spoke. "And
say, mate," he added, "I'mnortal hungry.”
"Well," said |, "cone into the house, and you shall have a bite

if I go enpty for it.

Wth that | brought himin and set himdown to ny own pl ace,

where he fell-to greedily on the remains of breakfast, winking to



me between whiles, and naki ng many faces, which | think the poor
soul considered manly. Meanwhile, ny uncle had read the letter
and sat thinking; then, suddenly, he got to his feet with a great
air of liveliness, and pulled ne apart into the farthest corner

of the room

"Read that," said he, and put the letter in my hand.

Here it is, lying before ne as | wite:

"The Hawes Inn, at the Queen's Ferry.

"Sir, -- 1 lie here with ny hawser up and down, and send ny
cabin-boy to inforne. |f you have any further commands for
over-seas, to-day will be the last occasion, as the wind wll
serve us well out of the firth. | will not seek to deny that |
have had crosses with your doer,[4] M. Rankeillor; of which, if
not speedily redd up, you may | ooke to see sonme |osses follow |
have drawn a bill upon you, as per margin, and am sir, your nost
obedt., hunble servant,

"ELI AS HOSEASON. "

[4] Agent.

"You see, Davie," resuned ny uncle, as soon as he saw that | had
done, "l have a venture with this man Hoseason, the captain of a
trading brig, the Covenant, of Dysart. Now, if you and me was to
wal k over with yon lad, | could see the captain at the Hawes, or
maybe on board the Covenant if there was papers to be signed; and
so far froma loss of tine, we can jog on to the |lawer, M.
Rankeillor's. After a' that's cone and gone, ye would be

swier[5] to believe nme upon ny naked word; but ye'll believe



Rankeillor. He's factor to half the gentry in these parts; an

auld man, forby: highly respeckit, and he kenned your father."

[5] Unwilling.

| stood awhile and thought. | was going to sone place of

shi ppi ng, whi ch was doubt| ess popul ous, and where ny uncl e durst
attenpt no viol ence, and, indeed, even the society of the
cabin-boy so far protected ne. Once there, | believed | could
force on the visit to the lawer, even if nmy uncle were now
insincere in proposing it; and, perhaps, in the bottom of ny
heart, | wished a nearer view of the sea and ships. You are to
remenber | had lived all ny life in the inland hills, and just
two days before had ny first sight of the firth Iying like a blue
floor, and the sailed ships noving on the face of it, no bigger

than toys. One thing with another, | made up ny m nd.

"Very well," says |, "let us go to the Ferry."
My uncle got into his hat and coat, and buckled an old rusty
cutlass on; and then we trod the fire out, |ocked the door, and

set forth upon our wal k.

The wind, being in that cold quarter the north-west, blew nearly
in our faces as we went. It was the nonth of June; the grass was
all white with daisies, and the trees with bl ossom but, to judge
by our blue nails and aching wists, the tine m ght have been

wi nter and the whiteness a Decenber frost.

Uncl e Ebenezer trudged in the ditch, jogging fromside to side
i ke an ol d pl oughman coming honme fromwrk. He never said a
word the whole way; and | was thrown for talk on the cabin-boy.

He told nme his nane was Ransone, and that he had foll owed the sea



since he was nine, but could not say how old he was, as he had

| ost his reckoning. He showed nme tattoo marks, baring his breast
in the teeth of the wind and in spite of ny renonstrances, for |
thought it was enough to kill hinm he swore horribly whenever he
renmenbered, but nore like a silly school boy than a nman; and
boasted of many wild and bad things that he had done: stealthy
thefts, false accusations, ay, and even nurder; but all wth such
a dearth of likelihood in the details, and such a weak and crazy
swagger in the delivery, as disposed ne rather to pity than to

bel i eve him

| asked himof the brig (which he declared was the finest ship
that sailed) and of Captain Hoseason, in whose praises he was
equal ly loud. Heasyoasy (for so he still named the skipper) was
a man, by his account, that ninded for nothing either in heaven
or earth; one that, as people said, would "crack on all sail into

the day of judgnent;" rough, fierce, unscrupul ous, and brutal
and all this nmy poor cabin-boy had taught hinmself to adnire as
somet hi ng seamanli ke and manly. He would only admt one flaw in
his idol. "He ain't no seaman,” he admitted. "That's M. Shuan
that navigates the brig; he's the finest seaman in the trade,
only for drink; and | tell you |l believe it! Wiy, |ook'ere;" and
turni ng down his stocking he showed nme a great, raw, red wound

that made ny blood run cold. "He done that -- M. Shuan done

it," he said, with an air of pride.

"What!" | cried, "do you take such savage usage at his hands?

Wuy, you are no slave, to be so handled!"

"No," said the poor noon-cal f, changing his tune at once, "and so
he'll find. See'ere;" and he showed nme a great case-knife, which
he told me was stolen. "Q " says he, "let ne see him try;

dare himto; 1'll do for himl O he ain't the first!" And he



confirnmed it with a poor, silly, ugly oath.

I have never felt such pity for any one in this wide world as
felt for that half-witted creature, and it began to cone over ne
that the brig Covenant (for all her pious nane) was little better

than a hell upon the seas.

"Have you no friends?" said |

He said he had a father in some English seaport, | forget which

"He was a fine man, too," he said, "but he's dead."

"In Heaven's name,"” cried |, "can you find no reputable life on

shore?"

"O, no," says he, w nking and | ooking very sly, "they woul d put

me to a trade. | know a trick worth two of that, | do!"

| asked himwhat trade could be so dreadful as the one he

foll owed, where he ran the continual peril of his life, not al one
fromw nd and sea, but by the horrid cruelty of those who were
his masters. He said it was very true; and then began to praise
the life, and tell what a pleasure it was to get on shore with
money in his pocket, and spend it |ike a man, and buy apples, and
swagger, and surprise what he called stick-in-the-nmud boys. "And

then it's not all as bad as that," says he; "there's worse off
than me: there's the twenty-pounders. O, |aws! you should see
them taking on. Wy, |'ve seen a nan as old as you, | dessay" --
(to himl seenmed old)-- "ah, and he had a beard, too -- well, and
as soon as we cleared out of the river, and he had the drug out

of his head -- my! how he cried and carried on! | nade a fine

fool of him | tell you! And then there's little uns, too: oh



little by ne! | tell you, | keep themin order. Wen we carry
little uns, | have a rope's end of nmy own to wollop'em"™ And so
he ran on, until it came in on ne what he meant by
twent y- pounders were those unhappy crimnals who were sent
over-seas to slavery in North Arerica, or the still nore unhappy
i nnocents who were kidnapped or trepanned (as the word went) for

private interest or vengeance

Just then we cane to the top of the hill, and | ooked down on the
Ferry and the Hope. The Firth of Forth (as is very well known)
narrows at this point to the width of a good-sized river, which
makes a convenient ferry going north, and turns the upper reach
into a | andl ocked haven for all manner of ships. R ght in the
nmdst of the narrows lies an islet with sone ruins; on the south
shore they have built a pier for the service of the Ferry; and at
the end of the pier, on the other side of the road, and backed
against a pretty garden of holly-trees and hawt horns, | could see

the building which they called the Hawes | nn

The town of Queensferry lies farther west, and the nei ghbourhood
of the inn |looked pretty lonely at that time of day, for the boat
had just gone north with passengers. A skiff, however, |ay
beside the pier, with sone seanen sleeping on the thwarts; this,
as Ransone told nme, was the brig's boat waiting for the captain;
and about half a mle off, and all alone in the anchorage, he
showed nme the Covenant herself. There was a sea-going bustle on
board; yards were swinging into place; and as the wind blew from
that quarter, | could hear the song of the sailors as they pulled
upon the ropes. After all | had |istened to upon the way, |

| ooked at that ship with an extrene abhorrence; and fromthe
bottom of ny heart | pitied all poor souls that were condemed to

sail in her.



We had all three pulled up on the brow of the hill; and now
mar ched across the road and addressed ny uncle. "I think it

right to tell you, sir. says |, "there's nothing that wll

bring nme on board that Covenant."

He seened to waken froma dream "Eh?" he said. "Wat's that?"

I told himover again.

"Well, well," he said, "we'll have to please ye, | suppose. But
what are we standing here for? It's perishing cold; and if I'mno

m st aken, they're busking the Covenant for sea."”

CHAPTER VI

WHAT BEFELL AT THE QUEEN S FERRY

As soon as we cane to the inn, Ransone led us up the stair to a
small room with a bed in it, and heated |ike an oven by a great
fire of coal. At a table hard by the chimey, a tall, dark
sober-1ooking man sat witing. In spite of the heat of the room
he wore a thick sea-jacket, buttoned to the neck, and a tal

hairy cap drawn down over his ears; yet | never saw any man, not
even a judge upon the bench, |ook cool er, or nore studi ous and

sel f-possessed, than this ship-captain.

He got to his feet at once, and conming forward, offered his |arge
hand to Ebenezer. "I amproud to see you, M. Balfour," said he,
in a fine deep voice, "and glad that ye are here in tine. The
wind's fair, and the tide upon the turn; we'll see the old

coal - bucket burning on the Isle of May before to-night."

"Capt ai n Hoseason," returned nmy uncle, "you keep your room unco



hot . "

"It's a habit | have, M. Balfour," said the skipper. "I'ma
cold-rife man by ny nature; | have a cold blood, sir. There's
neither fur, nor flannel -- no, sir, nor hot rum wll warmup

what they call the tenperature. Sir, it's the sanme with nost nen

t hat have been carbonadoed, as they call it, in the tropic seas.”

"Well, well, captain,"” replied my uncle, "we nust all be the way

we' re nade."

But it chanced that this fancy of the captain's had a great share
in my msfortunes. For though | had promised nyself not to |et
ny ki nsman out of sight, | was both so inpatient for a nearer

| ook of the sea, and so sickened by the cl oseness of the room
that when he told nme to "run down-stairs and play nyself awhile,"”

I was fool enough to take himat his word.

Away | went, therefore, leaving the two nen sitting down to a
bottle and a great nmass of papers; and crossing the road in front
of the inn, wal ked down upon the beach. Wth the wind in that
quarter, only little wavelets, not nuch bigger than | had seen
upon a | ake, beat upon the shore. But the weeds were new to ne
-- sone green, sone brown and |long, and sone with little bl adders
that crackl ed between nmy fingers. Even so far up the firth, the
snell of the sea-water was exceedingly salt and stirring; the
Covenant, besides, was begi nning to shake out her sails, which
hung upon the yards in clusters; and the spirit of all that |

behel d put nme in thoughts of far voyages and foreign places.

| 1 ooked, too, at the seanmen with the skiff -- big brown fellows,
some in shirts, sonme with jackets, sonme with col oured

handker chi efs about their throats, one with a brace of pistols



stuck into his pockets, two or three with knotty bl udgeons, and
all with their case-knives. | passed the tinme of day with one
that | ooked | ess desperate than his fellows, and asked himof the
sailing of the brig. He said they would get under way as soon as
the ebb set, and expressed his gladness to be out of a port where
there were no taverns and fiddlers; but all with such horrifying

oaths, that | nade haste to get away from him

This threw ne back on Ransone, who seened the |east w cked of

that gang, and who soon came out of the inn and ran to me, crying

for a bow of punch. 1 told himl would give himno such thing,
for neither he nor I was of an age for such indul gences. "But a
gl ass of ale you nmay have, and wel conme,"” said |I. He nopped and

mowed at nme, and called me names; but he was glad to get the ale,
for all that; and presently we were set down at a table in the
front roomof the inn, and both eating and drinking with a good

appetite.

Here it occurred to nme that, as the landlord was a man of that
county, | might do well to nake a friend of him | offered hima
share, as was nuch the customin those days; but he was far too
great a man to sit with such poor customers as Ransome and
mysel f, and he was | eaving the room when | called himback to

ask if he knew M. Rankeill or.

"Hoot, ay," says he, "and a very honest man. And, O by-the-by,"
says he, "was it you that came in with Ebenezer?" And when | had
told himyes, "Ye'll be no friend of his?" he asked, neaning, in

the Scottish way, that | would be no relative.

| told hi mno, none.

"I thought not," said he, "and yet ye have a kind of gliff[6] of

M. Al exander."



[ 6] Look.

| said it seened that Ebenezer was ill-seen in the country.

"Nae doubt," said the landlord. "He's a w cked auld man, and
there's many would like to see himgirning in the tow7]. Jennet
Clouston and nony nmair that he has harried out of house and hane.
And yet he was ance a fine young fellow, too. But that was

bef ore the sough[ 8] gaed abroad about M. Al exander, that was

like the death of him"

[ 7] Rope.

[ 8] Report.

"And what was it?" | asked.

"Qu, just that he had killed him" said the landlord. "Did ye

never hear that?"

"And what would he kill himfor?" said I

"And what for, but just to get the place," said he.

"The place?" said |I. "The Shaws?"

"Nae other place that I ken," said he.

"Ay, man?" said |. "ls that so? Was ny -- was Al exander the

el dest son?"

"'Deed was he," said the landlord. "Wat el se would he have



killed himfor?"

And with that he went away, as he had been inpatient to do from

t he begi nni ng.

O course, | had guessed it a long while ago; but it is one thing
to guess, another to know, and | sat stunned with ny good
fortune, and could scarce grow to believe that the sane poor |ad
who had trudged in the dust fromEttrick Forest not two days ago,
was now one of the rich of the earth, and had a house and broad

| ands, and m ght nount his horse tonorrow. All these pleasant
things, and a thousand others, crowded into ny mind, as | sat
staring before me out of the inn wi ndow, and paying no heed to
what | saw, only | renenber that ny eye lighted on Captain
Hoseason down on the pier among his seanen, and speaking with
some authority. And presently he canme narchi ng back towards the
house, with no mark of a sailor's clunsiness, but carrying his
fine, tall figure with a manly bearing, and still with the sane
sober, grave expression on his face. | wondered if it was
possi bl e that Ransone's stories could be true, and half

di sbelieved them they fitted so ill with the man's | ooks. But

i ndeed, he was neither so good as | supposed him nor quite so
bad as Ransonme did; for, in fact, he was two nmen, and left the

better one behind as soon as he set foot on board his vessel

The next thing, | heard ny uncle calling me, and found the pair
in the road together. It was the captain who addressed nme, and
that with an air (very flattering to a young | ad) of grave

equal ity.

"Sir," said he, "M. Balfour tells ne great things of you; and
for my own part, | like your looks. | wish | was for |onger

here, that we might nake the better friends; but we'll make the



nost of what we have. Ye shall conme on board ny brig for half an

hour, till the ebb sets, and drink a bowl with ne."
Now, | longed to see the inside of a ship nore than words can
tell; but I was not going to put nyself in jeopardy, and | told

himny uncle and | had an appointnent with a | awer

"Ay, ay," said he, "he passed ne word of that. But, ye see, the
boat'll set ye ashore at the town pier, and that's but a penny
stonecast from Rankeillor's house.” And here he suddenly | eaned
down and whispered in ny ear: "Take care of the old tod;[9] he
means mi schief. Cone aboard till | can get a word with ye." And
then, passing his armthrough mne, he continued al oud, as he set
off towards his boat: "But, cone, what can | bring ye fromthe
Carolinas? Any friend of M. Balfour's can command. A roll of
tobacco? Indian feather-work? a skin of a wild beast? a stone
pi pe? the nocking-bird that news for all the world like a cat?
the cardinal bird that is as red as blood? -- take your pick and

say your pleasure.”

[9] Fox.

By this time we were at the boat-side, and he was handing me in.

I did not dream of hangi ng back; | thought (the poor fool!) that

I had found a good friend and helper, and | was rejoiced to see
the ship. As soon as we were all set in our places, the boat was
thrust off fromthe pier and began to nove over the waters: and
what with nmy pleasure in this new novenent and ny surprise at our
| ow position, and the appearance of the shores, and the grow ng
bi gness of the brig as we drew near to it, | could hardly

under stand what the captain said, and nust have answered hi m at

random



As soon as we were alongside (where | sat fairly gaping at the
ship's height, the strong humming of the tide against its sides,
and the pleasant cries of the seanen at their work) Hoseason
declaring that he and | nust be the first aboard, ordered a
tackle to be sent down fromthe main-yard. |In this | was whipped
into the air and set down again on the deck, where the captain
stood ready waiting for nme, and instantly slipped back his arm
under mne. There | stood some while, a little dizzy with the
unst eadi ness of all around ne, perhaps a little afraid, and yet
vastly pleased with these strange sights; the captain nmeanwhile

pointing out the strangest, and telling nme their names and uses.

"But where is ny uncle?" said | suddenly.

"Ay," said Hoseason, with a sudden grimess, "that's the point."

I felt I was lost. Wth all ny strength, | plucked nyself clear
of himand ran to the bulwarks. Sure enough, there was the boat
pulling for the town, with ny uncle sitting in the stern. | gave
a piercing cry -- "Help, help! Murder!" -- so that both sides of
the anchorage rang with it, and ny uncle turned round where he

was sitting, and showed nme a face full of cruelty and terror

It was the last | saw. Already strong hands had been pl ucki ng ne
back fromthe ship's side; and now a thunderbolt seened to strike

me; | saw a great flash of fire, and fell sensel ess.

CHAPTER VI |

I GO TO SEA IN THE BRI G "COVENANT" OF DYSART

| cane to nyself in darkness, in great pain, bound hand and foot,



and deafened by many unfaniliar noises. There sounded in ny ears
a roaring of water as of a huge mll-dam the thrashing of heavy
sprays, the thundering of the sails, and the shrill cries of
seanen. The whole world now heaved giddily up, and now rushed
giddily downward; and so sick and hurt was | in body, and ny m nd
so much confounded, that it took ne a |ong while, chasing ny

t houghts up and down, and ever stunned again by a fresh stab of
pain, to realise that I nust be |ying somewhere bound in the
belly of that unlucky ship, and that the wi nd nust have
strengthened to a gale. Wth the clear perception of ny plight,
there fell upon ne a bl ackness of despair, a horror of renorse at
my own folly, and a passion of anger at ny uncle, that once nore

bereft ne of nmy senses.

When | returned again to life, the sane uproar, the same confused
and vi ol ent novenents, shook and deafened nme; and presently, to
my ot her pains and distresses, there was added the sickness of an
unused | andsman on the sea. |In that tinme of ny adventurous
youth, | suffered many hardshi ps; but none that was so crushing
to ny mind and body, or lit by so few hopes, as these first hours

aboard the brig.

| heard a gun fire, and supposed the storm had proved too strong
for us, and we were firing signals of distress. The thought of
del i verance, even by death in the deep sea, was wel cone to ne.

Yet it was no such matter; but (as | was afterwards told) a
common habit of the captain's, which | here set down to show that
even the worst man may have his kindlier side. W were then
passing, it appeared, within sone niles of Dysart, where the brig
was built, and where old Ms. Hoseason, the captain's nother, had
come sone years before to live; and whether outward or inward
bound, the Covenant was never suffered to go by that place by

day, without a gun fired and col ours shown.



I had no neasure of tine; day and night were alike in that
ill-smelling cavern of the ship's bowels where, | lay; and the
m sery of ny situation drew out the hours to double. How |Iong,
therefore, | lay waiting to hear the ship split upon sone rock,
or to feel her reel head forenpst into the depths of the sea,
have not the means of conputation. But sleep at length stole

fromne the consci ousness of sorrow

I was awakened by the light of a hand-lantern shining in ny face.
A small man of about thirty, with green eyes and a tangle of fair

hair, stood |ooking down at ne.

"Well," said he, "how goes it?"

I answered by a sob; and ny visitor then felt ny pul se and
tenpl es, and set hinself to wash and dress the wound upon ny

scal p.

"Ay," said he, "a sore dunt[10]. What, nman? Cheer up! The
worl d's no done; you've nade a bad start of it but you'll nake a

better. Have you had any neat ?"

[10] Stroke.

| said | could not |ook at it: and thereupon he gave me some
brandy and water in a tin pannikin, and left nme once nore to

mysel f.

The next tine he cane to see ne, | was |ying betw xt sleep and
waki ng, ny eyes wi de open in the darkness, the sickness quite
departed, but succeeded by a horrid giddiness and sw nmm ng that

was al nost worse to bear. | ached, besides, in every linb, and



the cords that bound ne seened to be of fire. The snell of the
hole in which | lay seened to have become a part of me; and
during the long interval since his last visit | had suffered
tortures of fear, now fromthe scurrying of the ship's rats, that
sometines pattered on ny very face, and now fromthe disnal

i magi ni ngs that haunt the bed of fever

The glimer of the lantern, as a trap opened, shone in like the
heaven's sunlight; and though it only showed ne the strong, dark
beans of the ship that was ny prison, | could have cried al oud
for gladness. The man with the green eyes was the first to
descend the | adder, and | noticed that he came somewhat
unsteadily. He was followed by the captain. Neither said a
word; but the first set to and exam ned ne, and dressed my wound
as before, while Hoseason | ooked ne in ny face with an odd, bl ack

| ook.

"Now, sir, you see for yourself," said the first: "a high fever
no appetite, no light, no neat: you see for yourself what that

means. "

"I amno conjurer, M. Riach," said the captain.

"Gve ne |leave, sir" said Riach; "you' ve a good head upon your
shoul ders, and a good Scotch tongue to ask with; but | will |eave
you no manner of excuse; | want that boy taken out of this hole

and put in the forecastle."

"What ye may want, sir, is a matter of concern to nobody but
yoursel'," returned the captain; "but | can tell ye that which is

to be. Here he is; here he shall bide."

"Admitting that you have been paid in a proportion,"” said the



other, "I will crave leave hunbly to say that | have not. Paid
am and none too nuch, to be the second officer of this old tub
and you ken very well if | do ny best to earn it. But |I was paid

for nothing nore."

"If ye could hold back your hand fromthe tin-pan, M. Riach,
woul d have no conplaint to make of ye," returned the skipper
"and instead of asking riddles, | nmake bold to say that ye would
keep your breath to cool your porridge. W'IIl be required on
deck," he added, in a sharper note, and set one foot upon the

| adder .

But M. Riach caught him by the sleeve

"Admitting that you have been paid to do a nurder ----" he began
Hoseason turned upon himwith a flash

"What's that?" he cried. "Wat kind of talk is that?"

"It seens it is the talk that you can understand,” said M.

Ri ach, looking himsteadily in the face.

"M. Riach, | have sailed with ye three cruises," replied the
captain. "In all that time, sir, ye should have | earned to know
me: I'ma stiff man, and a dour man; but for what ye say the now
-- fie, fiel -- it comes froma bad heart and a bl ack consci ence.
If ye say the lad will die----"

"Ay, will he!" said M. Riach

"Well, sir, is not that enough?" said Hoseason. "Flit himwhere

ye pl ease!"



Ther eupon the captain ascended the | adder; and I, who had lain
silent throughout this strange conversation, beheld M. Riach
turn after himand bow as low as to his knees in what was plainly
a spirit of derision. Even in ny then state of sickness,
perceived two things: that the mate was touched with |iquor, as
the captain hinted, and that (drunk or sober) he was like to

prove a valuable friend

Five mnutes afterwards ny bonds were cut, | was hoisted on a
man's back, carried up to the forecastle, and laid in a bunk on
some sea- bl ankets; where the first thing that | did was to | ose

ny senses.

It was a blessed thing indeed to open ny eyes again upon the
daylight, and to find nyself in the society of men. The
forecastl e was a roony place enough, set all about wth berths,
in which the nmen of the watch bel ow were seated snoking, or |ying
down asl eep. The day being calmand the wind fair, the scuttle
was open, and not only the good daylight, but fromtine to tine
(as the ship rolled) a dusty beam of sunlight shone in, and
dazzl ed and delighted ne. | had no sooner noved, noreover, than
one of the men brought me a drink of sonething healing which M.
Ri ach had prepared, and bade ne lie still and | should soon be
wel | again. There were no bones broken, he explained: "A
clour[11]] on the head was naething. Man," said he, "it was ne

that gave it ye!"

[11] Bl ow.

Here | lay for the space of many days a cl ose prisoner, and not
only got ny health again, but cane to know ny conpani ons. They
were a rough lot indeed, as sailors nostly are: being nmen rooted

out of all the kindly parts of life, and condemmed to toss



together on the rough seas, with masters no less cruel. There
were sonme anong themthat had sailed with the pirates and seen
things it would be a shane even to speak of; sone were nen that
had run fromthe king's ships, and went with a halter round their
necks, of which they made no secret; and all, as the saying goes,
were "at a word and a blow' with their best friends. Yet |I had
not been many days shut up with them before | began to be ashaned
of nmy first judgnment, when I had drawn away fromthem at the
Ferry pier, as though they had been uncl ean beasts. No class of
man i s altogether bad, but each has its own faults and virtues;
and t hese shipmates of mne were no exception to the rule. Rough
they were, sure enough; and bad, | suppose; but they had nmany
virtues. They were kind when it occurred to them sinple even
beyond the sinplicity of a country lad Iike ne, and had some

gli merings of honesty.

There was one nman, of maybe forty, that would sit on ny berthside
for hours and tell me of his wife and child. He was a fisher
that had | ost his boat, and thus been driven to the deep-sea
voyaging. Well, it is years ago now. but | have never forgotten
him Hs wife (who was "young by him" as he often told ne)
waited in vain to see her man return; he would never again nmake
the fire for her in the norning, nor yet keep the bairn when she
was sick. Indeed, nany of these poor fellows (as the event
proved) were upon their last cruise; the deep seas and canni ba
fish received them and it is a thankless business to speak il

of the dead.

Anmong ot her good deeds that they did, they returned ny noney,

whi ch had been shared anong them and though it was about a third
short, | was very glad to get it, and hoped great good fromit in
the land | was going to. The ship was bound for the Carolinas;

and you nust not suppose that | was going to that place nerely as



an exile. The trade was even then nuch depressed; since that,

and with the rebellion of the colonies and the formation of the
United States, it has, of course, cone to an end; but in those
days of ny youth, white nen were still sold into slavery on the
pl antations, and that was the destiny to which my w cked uncle

had condemmed ne.

The cabi n-boy Ransone (fromwhom | had first heard of these
atrocities) cane in at tines fromthe round-house, where he
berthed and served, now nursing a bruised linb in silent agony,
now raving against the cruelty of M. Shuan. It nade ny heart

bl eed; but the nen had a great respect for the chief mate, who
was, as they said, "the only seaman of the whole jing-bang, and
none such a bad nman when he was sober." I ndeed, | found there
was a strange peculiarity about our two mates: that M. Riach was
sul I en, unkind, and harsh when he was sober, and M. Shuan would
not hurt a fly except when he was drinking. | asked about the
captain; but | was told drink nade no difference upon that man of

iron.

I did my best in the small tine allowed me to nmake some thing
like a man, or rather | should say sonething |like a boy, of the
poor creature, Ransonme. But his mind was scarce truly human. He
coul d renmenber nothing of the tine before he cane to sea; only
that his father had nade cl ocks, and had a starling in the
parlour, which could whistle "The North Countrie;" all else had
been blotted out in these years of hardship and cruelties. He
had a strange notion of the dry land, picked up fromsailor's
stories: that it was a place where | ads were put to sone kind of
slavery called a trade, and where apprentices were continually

| ashed and cl apped into foul prisons. 1In a town, he thought
every second person a decoy, and every third house a place in

whi ch seamen woul d be drugged and nurdered. To be sure, | would



tell himhow kindly |I had nyself been used upon that dry |and he
was so nmuch afraid of, and how well fed and carefully taught both
by nmy friends and ny parents: and if he had been recently hurt,
he woul d weep bitterly and swear to run away; but if he was in
hi s usual crackbrain hunour, or (still nore) if he had had a

glass of spirits in the roundhouse, he woul d deride the notion

It was M. Riach (Heaven forgive him) who gave the boy drink

and it was, doubtless, kindly neant; but besides that it was ruin
to his health, it was the pitifullest thing inlife to see this
unhappy, unfriended creature staggering, and dancing, and tal king
he knew not what. Some of the nen | aughed, but not all; others
woul d grow as bl ack as thunder (thinking, perhaps, of their own
chil dhood or their own children) and bid himstop that nonsense,
and think what he was doing. As for nme, | felt ashaned to | ook

at him and the poor child still cones about ne in ny dreans.

Al'l this tinme, you should know, the Covenant was neeting
continual head-wi nds and tunbling up and down agai nst head- seas,
so that the scuttle was al nost constantly shut, and the
forecastle lighted only by a swinging | antern on a beam There
was constant |abour for all hands; the sails had to be made and
shortened every hour; the strain told on the nmen's tenper; there
was a grow of quarrelling all day, long fromberth to berth; and
as | was never allowed to set ny foot on deck, you can picture to
your sel ves how weary of ny life | grew to be, and how inpatient

for a change

And a change | was to get, as you shall hear; but | nust first
tell of a conversation | had with M. Riach, which put a little
heart in me to bear ny troubles. GCetting himin a favourable
stage of drink (for indeed he never | ooked near ne when he was

sober), | pledged himto secrecy, and told himny whole story.



He declared it was |like a ballad; that he would do his best to
hel p me; that | should have paper, pen, and ink, and wite one
line to M. Canpbell and another to M. Rankeillor; and that if
had told the truth, ten to one he would be able (with their help)

to pull me through and set nme in ny rights.

"And in the neantine," says he, "keep your heart up. You're not
the only one, 1'll tell you that. There's many a nman hoei ng

t obacco over-seas that should be nounting his horse at his own
door at home; nmany and many! And life is all a variorum at the
best. Look at ne: I'ma laird s son and nore than half a doctor

and here | am man-Jack to Hoseason!"

I thought it would be civil to ask himfor his story.

He whi stled | oud.

"Never had one," said he. "I like fun, that's all." And he

ski pped out of the forecastle.

CHAPTER VI I |

THE ROUND- HOUSE

One night, about eleven o' clock, a man of M. Riach's watch
(which was on deck) canme below for his jacket; and instantly
there began to go a whi sper about the forecastle that "Shuan had
done for himat last.” There was no need of a name; we all knew
who was meant; but we had scarce tinme to get the idea rightly in
our heads, far less to speak of it, when the scuttle was again
flung open, and Captain Hoseason cane down the | adder. He | ooked

sharply round the bunks in the tossing light of the lantern; and



then, wal king straight up to ne, he addressed ne, to ny surprise,

in tones of Kkindness.

"My man," said he, "we want ye to serve in the round-house. You

and Ransone are to change berths. Run away aft with ye."

Even as he spoke, two seanen appeared in the scuttle, carrying
Ransone in their arns; and the ship at that nonment giving a great
sheer into the sea, and the lantern swinging, the light fel

direct on the boy's face. It was as white as wax, and had a | ook
upon it like a dreadful smle. The blood in ne ran cold, and

drewin nmy breath as if | had been struck

"Run away aft; run away aft with yel" cried Hoseason

And at that | brushed by the sailors and the boy (who neither

spoke nor noved), and ran up the | adder on deck

The brig was sheering swiftly and giddily through a | ong,

cresting swell. She was on the starboard tack, and on the left
hand, under the arched foot of the foresail, | could see the
sunset still quite bright. This, at such an hour of the night,

surprised nme greatly; but | was too ignorant to draw the true
conclusion -- that we were going north-about round Scotland, and
were now on the high sea between the Orkney and Shetl and I sl ands,
havi ng avoi ded t he dangerous currents of the Pentland Firth. For
my part, who had been so long shut in the dark and knew not hi ng
of head-w nds, | thought we m ght be half-way or nore across the
Atlantic. And indeed (beyond that | wondered a little at the

| at eness of the sunset light) | gave no heed to it, and pushed on
across the decks, running between the seas, catching at ropes,
and only saved from goi ng overboard by one of the hands on deck

who had been always kind to mne.



The round-house, for which | was bound, and where | was now to

sl eep and serve, stood sone six feet above the decks, and
considering the size of the brig, was of good dinensions. Inside
were a fixed table and bench, and two berths, one for the captain
and the other for the two mates, turn and turn about. It was al
fitted with | ockers fromtop to bottom so as to stow away the

of ficers' belongings and a part of the ship's stores; there was a
second store-room underneath, which you entered by a hatchway in
the middl e of the deck; indeed, all the best of the nmeat and
drink and the whole of the powder were collected in this place;
and all the firearns, except the two pieces of brass ordnance,
were set in arack in the afternost wall of the round-house. The

nmost of the cutlasses were in another place.

A small window with a shutter on each side, and a skylight in the
roof, gave it light by, day; and after dark there was a | anp

al ways burning. It was burning when | entered, not brightly, but
enough to show M. Shuan sitting at the table, with the brandy
bottle and a tin pannikin in front of him He was a tall nan,
strongly nade and very bl ack; and he stared before himon the

table Iike one stupid.

He took no notice of ny coming in; nor did he nove when the
captain followed and | eant on the berth beside ne, |ooking darkly
at the mate. | stood in great fear of Hoseason, and had ny
reasons for it; but sonmething told nme I need not be afraid of him
just then; and | whispered in his ear: "How is he?" He shook his
head |i ke one that does not know and does not wi sh to think, and

his face was very stern

Presently M. Riach came in. He gave the captain a gl ance that
meant the boy was dead as plain as speaking, and took his place

like the rest of us; so that we all three stood w thout a word,



staring dowmn at M. Shuan, and M. Shuan (on his side) sat

wi t hout a word, |ooking hard upon the table.

Al'l of a sudden he put out his hand to take the bottle; and at
that M. Riach started forward and caught it away from him

rat her by surprise than violence, crying out, with an oath, that
there had been too nuch of this work altogether, and that a
judgnent would fall upon the ship. And as he spoke (the weather

sl i di ng-doors standi ng open) he tossed the bottle into the sea.

M. Shuan was on his feet in a trice; he still |ooked dazed, but
he meant murder, ay, and would have done it, for the second tine
that night, had not the captain stepped in between himand his

victim

"Sit down!" roars the captain. "Ye sot and swi ne, do ye know

what ye've done? Ye've nurdered the boy!"

M. Shuan seened to understand; for he sat down again, and put up

his hand to his brow

"Well," he said, "he brought me a dirty pannikin!"

At that word, the captain and | and M. Riach all |ooked at each
other for a second with a kind of frightened | ook; and then
Hoseason wal ked up to his chief officer, took himby the

shoul der, |l ed himacross to his bunk, and bade himlie down and
go to sleep, as you nmight speak to a bad child. The nurderer

cried a little, but he took off his sea-boots and obeyed.

"Ah!" cried M. R ach, with a dreadful voice, "ye should have

interfered long syne. It's too |late now "



"M. R ach," said the captain, "this night's work nust never be
kennt in Dysart. The boy went overboard, sir; that's what the
story is; and | would give five pounds out of ny pocket it was
true!" He turned to the table. "Wat nmade ye throw the good
bottl e away?" he added. "There was nae sense in that, sir.

Here, David, draw ne another. They're in the bottom | ocker;" and
he tossed ne a key. "Ye'll need a glass yourself, sir," he added

to Riach. "Yon was an ugly thing to see.™

So the pair sat down and hob-a-nobbed; and while they did so, the
mur derer, who had been lying and whinpering in his berth, raised

hi nsel f upon his el bow and | ooked at them and at ne.

That was the first night of nmy new duties; and in the course of
the next day | had got well into the run of them | had to serve
at the meals, which the captain took at regular hours, sitting
down with the officer who was off duty; all the day through I
woul d be running with a dramto one or other of ny three nasters;
and at night | slept on a blanket thrown on the deck boards at
the afternost end of the round-house, and right in the draught of
the two doors. It was a hard and a cold bed; nor was | suffered
to sleep without interruption; for sone one would be al ways
coming in fromdeck to get a dram and when a fresh watch was to
be set, two and sometinmes all three would sit down and brew a
bow together. How they kept their health, | know not, any nore

than how | kept ny own.

And yet in other ways it was an easy service. There was no cloth
to lay; the nmeals were either of oatnmeal porridge or salt junk,
except twi ce a week, when there was duff: and though | was clunsy
enough and (not being firmon ny seal egs) sonetines fell with
what | was bringing them both M. R ach and the captain were

singularly patient. | could not but fancy they were naking up



| ee-way with their consciences, and that they would scarce have

been so good with me if they had not been worse with Ransorne.

As for M. Shuan, the drink or his crime, or the two together

had certainly troubled his mnd. | cannot say | ever saw himin
his proper wits. He never grew used to ny being there, stared at
me continually (sonetimes, | could have thought, with terror),
and nore than once drew back from ny hand when | was serving him
| was pretty sure fromthe first that he had no clear mnd of
what he had done, and on ny second day in the round-house | had
the proof of it. W were alone, and he had been staring at ne a
long tine, when all at once, up he got, as pale as death, and
came close up to ne, to ny great terror. But | had no cause to

be afraid of him

"You were not here before?" he asked.

"No, sir," said I|."

"There was anot her boy?" he asked again; and when | had answered
him "Ah!" says he, "I thought that," and went and sat down,

wi t hout another word, except to call for brandy.

You may think it strange, but for all the horror I had, | was
still sorry for him He was a married man, with a wife in Leith;
but whether or no he had a famly, | have now forgotten; | hope
not .

Altogether it was no very hard life for the time it |asted, which
(as you are to hear) was not long. | was as well fed as the best
of them even their pickles, which were the great dainty, | was
allowed nmy share of; and had | liked |I night have been drunk from
morning to night, Iike M. Shuan. | had conpany, too, and good

conmpany of its sort. M. Ri ach, who had been to the coll ege,



spoke to me like a friend when he was not sulking, and told ne
many curious things, and sone that were informng; and even the
captain, though he kept ne at the stick's end the nost part of
the time, would sonmetimes unbuckle a bit, and tell nme of the fine

countries he had visited.

The shadow of poor Ransone, to be sure, lay on all four of us,
and on me and M. Shuan in particular, nost heavily. And then
had another trouble of ny own. Here | was, doing dirty work for
three nen that | | ooked down upon, and one of whom at |east,
shoul d have hung upon a gallows; that was for the present; and as
for the future, I could only see nyself slaving al ongsi de of
negroes in the tobacco fields. M. Riach, perhaps from caution
woul d never suffer ne to say another word about ny story; the
captain, whom| tried to approach, rebuffed nme like a dog and
woul d not hear a word; and as the days cane and went, ny heart
sank |l ower and lower, till | was even glad of the work which kept

me from thinking.

CHAPTER | X

THE MAN WTH THE BELT OF GOLD

More than a week went by, in which the ill-luck that had hitherto
pursued the Covenant upon this voyage grew yet nore strongly

mar ked. Sonme days she nade a little way; others, she was driven
actually back. At last we were beaten so far to the south that
we tossed and tacked to and fro the whole of the ninth day,
within sight of Cape Wath and the wild, rocky coast on either
hand of it. There followed on that a council of the officers,

and sone decision which | did not rightly understand, seeing only



the result: that we had nade a fair wind of a foul one and were

runni ng sout h.

The tenth afternoon there was a falling swell and a thick, wet,

white fog that hid one end of the brig fromthe other. Al

afternoon, when | went on deck, | saw nen and officers |istening
hard over the bulwarks -- "for breakers,"” they said; and though
did not so nuch as understand the word, | felt danger in the air,

and was excited.

Maybe about ten at night, | was serving M. Riach and the captain
at their supper, when the ship struck sonething with a great
sound, and we heard voices singing out. M/ two nasters |eaped to

their feet.

"She's struck!" said M. R ach

"No, sir," said the captain. "W've only run a boat down."

And they hurried out.

The captain was in the right of it. W had run down a boat in
the fog, and she had parted in the m dst and gone to the bottom
with all her crew but one. This nman (as | heard afterwards) had
been sitting in the stern as a passenger, while the rest were on
the benches rowing. At the nonment of the blow, the stern had
been thrown into the air, and the man (having his hands free, and
for all he was encunbered with a frieze overcoat that cane bel ow
hi s knees) had | eaped up and caught hold of the brig' s bowsprit.
It showed he had |luck and nuch agility and unusual strength, that
he shoul d have thus saved hinself fromsuch a pass. And yet,
when the captain brought himinto the round-house, and | set eyes

on himfor the first tine, he |ooked as cool as | did.



He was smallish in stature, but well set and as ninble as a goat;
his face was of a good open expression, but sunburnt very dark
and heavily freckled and pitted with the small-pox; his eyes were
unusual ly I'ight and had a kind of dancing madness in them that
was bot h engagi ng and al arm ng; and when he took off his
great-coat, he laid a pair of fine silver-munted pistols on the
table, and | saw that he was belted with a great sword. His
manners, besides, were el egant, and he pl edged the captain
handsonely. Altogether | thought of him at the first sight,

that here was a man | would rather call ny friend than ny eneny.

The captain, too, was taking his observations, but rather of the
man's clothes than his person. And to be sure, as soon as he had
taken off the great-coat, he showed forth mighty fine for the
round- house of a nmerchant brig: having a hat with feathers, a red
wai st coat, breeches of black plush, and a blue coat with silver
buttons and handsone silver |ace; costly clothes, though sonewhat

spoiled with the fog and being slept in.

"I'"mvexed, sir, about the boat," says the captain.

"There are sonme pretty men gone to the bottom™ said the
stranger, "that | would rather see on the dry | and again than

hal f a score of boats."

"Friends of yours?" said Hoseason

"You have none such friends in your country," was the reply.

"They woul d have died for nme |ike dogs."

"Well, sir,"” said the captain, still watching him "there are

nmore men in the world than boats to put themin."



"And that's true, too," cried the other, "and ye seemto be a

gentl eman of great penetration.”

"I have been in France, sir," says the captain, so that it was
pl ain he neant nore by the words than showed upon the face of

t hem

"Well, sir," says the other, "and so has many a pretty man, for

the matter of that."

"No doubt, sir" says the captain, "and fine coats."”

"Cho!" says the stranger, "is that how the wi nd sets?" And he

laid his hand quickly on his pistols.

"Don't be hasty," said the captain. "Don't do a mi schief before
ye see the need of it. Ye' ve a French soldier's coat upon your
back and a Scotch tongue in your head, to be sure; but so has
many an honest fellow in these days, and | dare say none the

worse of it."

"So?" said the gentleman in the fine coat: "are ye of the honest
party?" (meaning, Was he a Jacobite? for each side, in these sort

of civil broils, takes the nanme of honesty for its own).

"Way, sir," replied the captain, "I ama true-blue Protestant,
and | thank God for it." (It was the first word of any religion
I had ever heard fromhim but |I learnt afterwards he was a great

church-goer while on shore.) "But, for all that," says he, "I

can be sorry to see another man with his back to the wall."

"Can ye so, indeed?" asked the Jacobite. "WelIl, sir, to be quite

plain with ye, I amone of those honest gentlenen that were in



troubl e about the years forty-five and six; and (to be stil
quite plain with ye) if | got into the hands of any of the
red-coated gentry, it's like it would go hard with me. Now, sir,

I was for France; and there was a French ship cruising here to

pi ck me up; but she gave us the go-by in the fog -- as | w sh
fromthe heart that ye had done yoursel'! And the best that | can
say is this: If ye can set ne ashore where | was going, | have

that upon me will reward you highly for your trouble."

"I'n France?" says the captain. "No, sir; that | cannot do. But

where ye cone from-- we might talk of that.”

And then, unhappily, he observed nme standing in my corner, and
packed ne off to the galley to get supper for the gentleman. |
lost no time, | promi se you; and when | canme back into the

round- house, | found the gentleman had taken a nmoney-belt from
about his waist, and poured out a guinea or two upon the table.
The captain was | ooking at the guineas, and then at the belt, and

then at the gentleman's face; and | thought he seened excited.

"Half of it," he cried, "and I'myour man!"

The ot her swept back the guineas into the belt, and put it on
again under his waistcoat. "I have told ye" sir" said he, "that
not one doit of it belongs to me. It belongs to ny chieftain,"”
and here he touched his hat, "and while | would be but a silly
messenger to grudge sone of it that the rest nmight cone safe, |
shoul d show nysel f a hound indeed if | bought ny own carcase any
too dear. Thirty guineas on the sea-side, or sixty if ye set ne
on the Linnhe Loch. Take it, if ye will; if not, ye can do your

wor st . "

"Ay," said Hoseason. "And if | give ye over to the soldiers?”



"Ye woul d make a fool's bargain," said the other. "M/ chief, let
me tell you, sir, is forfeited, |like every honest man in
Scotland. His estate is in the hands of the nman they call King
George; and it is his officers that collect the rents, or try to
collect them But for the honour of Scotland, the poor tenant
bodi es take a thought upon their chief lying in exile; and this
money is a part of that very rent for which King George is

| ooking. Now, sir, ye seemto ne to be a man that understands
things: bring this noney within the reach of Governnment, and how

much of it'll come to you?"

"Little enough, to be sure," said Hoseason; and then, "if they,
knew' he added, drily. "But | think, if |I was to try, that

could hold ny tongue about it."

"Ah, but I'Il begowk[12] ye there!" cried the gentleman. "Play
me false, and I'll play you cunning. If a hand is laid upon ne,

they shall ken what noney it is."

[ 12] Bef ool

"Well," returned the captain, "what mnmust be must. Sixty guineas,

and done. Here's my hand upon it."

"And here's mne," said the other

And thereupon the captain went out (rather hurriedly, | thought),

and left ne alone in the round-house with the stranger

At that period (so soon after the forty-five) there were nmany
exil ed gentlemen coning back at the peril of their lives, either

to see their friends or to collect a little noney; and as for the



H ghl and chi efs that had been forfeited, it was a comon natter
of talk how their tenants would stint thenmselves to send them
money, and their clansnmen outface the soldiery to get it in, and
run the gauntlet of our great navy to carry it across. Al this
| had, of course, heard tell of; and now | had a man under ny
eyes whose life was forfeit on all these counts and upon one
nmore, for he was not only a rebel and a snuggler of rents, but
had taken service with King Louis of France. And as if all this
wer e not enough, he had a belt full of golden guineas round his
| oins. Whatever ny opinions, | could not |ook on such a nman

without a lively interest.

"And so you're a Jacobite?" said |, as | set neat before him

"Ay," said he, beginning to eat. "And you, by your long face,

shoul d be a Wi g?"[13]

[13] wWhig or Wiiganore was the cant nane for those who were |oya

to King George

"Betwi xt and between,"” said I, not to annoy him for indeed |I was

as good a Wig as M. Canpbell could rmake ne.

"And that's naething," said he. "But |I'msaying, M.
Bet wi xt - and- Bet ween, " he added, "this bottle of yours is dry; and
it's hard if I'"'mto pay sixty guineas and be grudged a dram upon

the back of it."

"I''"l'l go and ask for the key," said |, and stepped on deck

The fog was as close as ever, but the swell al nost down. They
had laid the brig to, not know ng precisely where they were, and

the wind (what little there was of it) not serving well for their



true course. Sonme of the hands were still hearkening for
breakers; but the captain and the two officers were in the waist
with their heads together. It struck me (I don't know why) that
they were after no good; and the first word | heard, as | drew

softly near, nore than confirmed ne.

It was M. Riach, crying out as if upon a sudden thought:

"Couldn't we wile himout of the round-house?"

"He's better where he is," returned Hoseason; "he hasn't roomto

use his sword."

"Well, that's true," said Riach; "but he's hard to cone at."
"Hut!" said Hoseason. "W can get the man in talk, one upon each
side, and pin himby the two arnms; or if that'll not hold, sir,

we can neke a run by both the doors and get hi munder hand before

he has the tine to draw'

At this hearing, | was seized with both fear and anger at these
treacherous, greedy, bloody nmen that | sailed with. M first

m nd was to run away; ny second was bol der

"Captain," said |, "the gentlenman is seeking a dram and the

bottle's out. WIIl you give nme the key?"

They all started and turned about.

"Why, here's our chance to get the firearns!"

Ri ach cried; and then to nme: "Hark ye, David," he said, "do ye

ken where the pistols are?"

"Ay, ay," put in Hoseason. "David kens; David's a good lad. Ye



see, David ny man, yon wild Hi elandman is a danger to the ship,

besi des being a rank foe to King George, God bless him"

| had never been so be-Davided since | cane on board: but | said

Yes, as if all | heard were quite natural

"The trouble is," resuned the captain, "that all our firel ocks,
great and little, are in the round-house under this man's nose;
i kewise the powder. Now, if I, or one of the officers, was to
go in and take them he would fall to thinking. But a lad Iike

you, David, might snap up a horn and a pistol or two w thout

remark. And if ye can do it cleverly, 1I'll bear it in mnd when
it'll be good for you to have friends; and that's when we cone to
Carolina."

Here M. Riach whispered hima little.

"Very right, sir,"” said the captain; and then to nyself: "And see
here, David, yon man has a beltful of gold, and | give you ny

word that you shall have your fingers init."

I told himl would do as he wi shed, though indeed |I had scarce
breath to speak with; and upon that he gave nme the key of the
spirit locker, and I began to go slowy back to the round-house.
What was | to do? They were dogs and thieves; they had stolen ne
fromny own country; they had killed poor Ransonme; and was | to
hol d the candle to another nurder? But then, upon the other hand,
there was the fear of death very plain before ne; for what could
a boy and a man, if they were as brave as lions, against a whole

shi p's conpany?

I was still arguing it back and forth, and getting no great

cl earness, when | cane into the round-house and saw t he Jacobite



eating his supper under the lanp; and at that ny mnd was nade up
all in anonment. | have no credit by it; it was by no choice of
mne, but as if by compulsion, that |I walked right up to the

tabl e and put ny hand on his shoul der

"Do ye want to be killed?" said I. He sprang to his feet, and

| ooked a question at ne as clear as if he had spoken

"O" cried |, "they're all nurderers here; it's a ship full of

them They've nurdered a boy already. Nowit's you."

"Ay, ay" said he; "but they have n't got ne yet." And t hen

| ooking at nme curiously, "WIIl ye stand with nme?"

"That will I!'" said Il. "I amno thief, nor yet nurderer. 1'lI

stand by you."

"Why, then," said he, "what's your nanme?"

"David Bal four,"” said |I; and then, thinking that a man with so
fine a coat nmust like fine people, | added for the first tine,
"of Shaws."

It never occurred to himto doubt ne, for a Highlander is used to
see great gentlefolk in great poverty; but as he had no estate of

his own, ny words nettled a very childish vanity he had.

"My nane is Stewart," he said, drawi ng hinmself up. "Al an Breck
they call me. A king's nane is good enough for me, though | bear
it plain and have the name of no farmmidden to clap to the

hi nd-end of it."

And having adm ni stered this rebuke, as though it were sonething

of a chief inportance, he turned to exani ne our defences.



The round-house was built very strong, to support the breaching
of the seas. O its five apertures, only the skylight and the
two doors were |arge enough for the passage of a man. The doors,
besi des, could be drawn close: they were of stout oak, and ran in
grooves, and were fitted with hooks to keep them either shut or
open, as the need arose. The one that was already shut | secured
in this fashion; but when | was proceeding to slide to the other

Al an st opped ne.

"David," said he -- "for | cannae bring to nind the nane of your
| anded estate, and so will nmake so bold as to call you David --

that door, being open, is the best part of ny defences.”

"I't would be yet better shut," says |

"Not so, David," says he. "Ye see, | have but one face; but so
Il ong as that door is open and ny face to it, the best part of ny
enemies will be in front of me, where I would aye wish to find

them"

Then he gave ne fromthe rack a cutlass (of which there were a
few besides the firearms), choosing it with great care, shaking
his head and saying he had never in all his |ife seen poorer
weapons; and next he set nme down to the table with a powder-horn

a bag of bullets and all the pistols, which he bade nme charge

"And that will be better work, let ne tell you," said he, "for a
gentl eman of decent birth, than scraping plates and raxing[ 14]

drams to a wheen tarry sailors."”

[ 14] Reachi ng.



Ther eupon he stood up in the mdst with his face to the door, and
drawi ng his great sword, nade trial of the roomhe had to wield
it in.

"I must stick to the point," he said, shaking his head; "and
that's a pity, too. It doesn't set ny genius, which is all for
the upper guard. And, now' said he, "do you keep on charging the

pistols, and give heed to ne."

I told himl would listen closely. M chest was tight, nmy nouth
dry, the light dark to my eyes; the thought of the nunbers that

were soon to leap in upon us kept ny heart in a flutter: and the
sea, which | heard washing round the brig, and where | thought ny

dead body would be cast ere nmorning, ran in nmy mnd strangely.

"First of all,"” said he, "how many are agai nst us?"

I reckoned them up; and such was the hurry of ny mind, | had to

cast the nunbers twice. "Fifteen," said |

Alan whistled. "Well," said he, "that can't be cured. And now
follownme. It is nmy part to keep this door, where | look for the
mai n battle. |In that, ye have no hand. And mind and dinnae fire
to this side unless they get ne down; for | would rather have ten
foes in front of me than one friend like you cracking pistols at

my back."

I told him indeed | was no great shot.

"And that, s very bravely said,"” he cried, in a great adm ration
of nmy candour. "There's nmany a pretty gentlenan that woul dnae

dare to say it."



"But then, sir" said |, "there is the door behind you" which they

may perhaps break in."

"Ay," said he, "and that is a part of your work. No sooner the
pi stols charged, than ye nust clinb up into yon bed where ye're
handy at the window, and if they lift hand, against the door
ye're to shoot. But that's not all. Let's nmake a bit of a

sol dier of ye, David. Wat else have ye to guard?”

"There's the skylight," said |I. "But indeed, M. Stewart, |
woul d need to have eyes upon both sides to keep the two of them

for when ny face is at the one, ny back is to the other."

"And that's very true,"” said Alan. "But have ye no ears to your
head?"
"To be sure!" cried |I. "l nust hear the bursting of the glass!"

"Ye have sone rudi nents of sense," said Alan, grinly.

CHAPTER X

THE SI EGE OF THE ROUND- HOUSE

But now our tinme of truce was cone to an end. Those on deck had
waited for ny comng till they grew inpatient; and scarce had

Al an spoken, when the captain showed face in the open door.

"Stand!" cried Alan, and pointed his sword at him The captain

stood, indeed; but he neither wi nced nor drew back a foot.

"A naked sword?" says he. "This is a strange return for



hospitality."

"Do ye see nme?" said Alan. "I amconme of kings; | bear a king's
nane. M badge is the oak. Do ye see ny sword? It has sl ashed
the heads of f nmair Wi ganores than you have toes upon your feet.
Call up your vernmin to your back, sir, and fall on! The sooner
the cl ash begins, the sooner ye'll taste this steel throughout

your vitals."

The captain said nothing to Alan, but he | ooked over at nme with

an ugly look. "David," said he, "I'll nmind this;" and the sound

of his voice went through nme with a jar.

Next nonment he was gone.

"And now," said Alan, "let your hand keep your head, for the grip

is comng."

Alan drew a dirk, which he held in his left hand in case they
should run in under his sword. |, on ny part, clanbered up into
the berth with an arnful of pistols and sonething of a heavy
heart, and set open the w ndow where | was to watch. It was a
smal | part of the deck that | could overl ook, but enough for our
pur pose. The sea had gone down, and the wi nd was steady and kept
the sails quiet; so that there was a great stillness in the ship,
in which | nmade sure | heard the sound of muttering voices. A
little after, and there came a clash of steel upon the deck, by
which | knew they were dealing out the cutlasses and one had been

let fall; and after that, silence again.

I do not know if | was what you call afraid; but nmy heart beat
like a bird' s, both quick and little; and there was a di mess

came before ny eyes which | continually rubbed away, and which



continually returned. As for hope, | had none; but only a
darkness of despair and a sort of anger against all the world
that made nme long to sell ny life as dear as | was able. | tried
to pray, | renenber, but that sane hurry of ny mnd, |ike a nman
runni ng, would not suffer me to think upon the words; and ny

chief wish was to have the thing begin and be done with it.

It cane all of a sudden when it did, with a rush of feet and a
roar, and then a shout from Al an, and a sound of blows and sone
one crying out as if hurt. | |ooked back over ny shoul der, and

saw M. Shuan in the doorway, crossing blades with Al an

"That's himthat killed the boy!"™ | cried.

"Look to your window" said Alan; and as | turned back to ny

pl ace, | saw him pass his sword through the nate's body.

It was none too soon for ne to look to ny own part; for nmy head
was scarce back at the wi ndow, before five nmen, carrying a spare
yard for a battering-ram ran past me and took post to drive the
door in. | had never fired with a pistol in ny life, and not
often with a gun; far less against a fellowcreature. But it was
now or never; and just as they swang the yard, | cried out: "Take

that!" and shot into their mdst.

I nust have hit one of them for he sang out and gave back a
step, and the rest stopped as if a little disconcerted. Before
they had tine to recover, | sent another ball over their heads;
and at nmy third shot (which went as wi de as the second) the whole

party threw down the yard and ran for it

Then | | ooked round again into the deck-house. The whole place
was full of the smoke of my own firing, just as nmy ears seened to

be burst with the noise of the shots. But there was Al an



standi ng as before; only now his sword was running blood to the
hilt, and hinself so swelled with triunph and fallen into so fine
an attitude, that he looked to be invincible. R ght before him
on the floor was M. Shuan, on his hands and knees; the bl ood was
pouring fromhis nmouth, and he was sinking slowy lower, with a
terrible, white face; and just as | |ooked, some of those from
behi nd caught hold of himby the heels and dragged hi m bodily out

of the round-house. | believe he died as they were doing it.

"There's one of your Whigs for ye!" cried A an; and then turning

to ne, he asked if | had done nmuch execution

I told himl had wi nged one, and thought it was the captain.

"And |'ve settled two," says he. "No, there's not enough bl ood
let; they' Il be back again. To your watch, David. This was but

a dram before neat."

| settled back to ny place, re-charging the three pistols | had

fired, and keeping watch with both eye and ear

Qur enenies were disputing not far off upon the deck, and that so
loudly that | could hear a word or two above the washing of the

seas.

"I't was Shuan bauchled[15] it," | heard one say.

[ 15] Bungl ed.

And anot her answered himwi th a "Weesht, man! He's paid the

pi per."

After that the voices fell again into the sanme nuttering as



before. Only now, one person spoke nobst of the time, as though
| aying down a plan, and first one and then another answered him
briefly, like men taking orders. By this, | nade sure they were

com ng on again, and told Al an

"I't's what we have to pray for," said he. "Unless we can give
them a good di staste of us, and done with it, there'll be nae
sleep for either you or ne. But this tine, nmind, they'll be in

earnest."

By this, ny pistols were ready, and there was nothing to do but

listen and wait. While the brush lasted, | had not the tine to
think if I was frighted; but now, when all was still again, ny

nmind ran upon nothing else. The thought of the sharp swords and
the cold steel was strong in ne; and presently, when | began to
hear stealthy steps and a brushing of nen's clothes agai nst the
round- house wal |, and knew they were taking their places in the

dark, | could have found it in my mnd to cry out aloud.

Al'l this was upon Alan's side; and | had begun to think my share
of the fight was at an end, when | heard sone one drop softly on

t he roof above ne.

Then there canme a single call on the sea-pipe, and that was the
signal. A knot of them made one rush of it, cutlass in hand,
agai nst the door; and at the sane nonment, the glass of the
skylight was dashed in a thousand pieces, and a man | eaped
through and | anded on the floor. Before he got his feet, | had
clapped a pistol to his back, and might have shot him too; only
at the touch of him(and himalive) my whole flesh nisgave ne,

and | could no nore pull the trigger than | could have fl own.

He had dropped his cutlass as he junped, and when he felt the



pi stol, whipped straight round and laid hold of nme, roaring out
an oath; and at that either my courage came again, or | grew so
much afraid as cane to the same thing; for | gave a shriek and
shot himin the mdst of the body. He gave the nobst horrible,
ugly groan and fell to the floor. The foot of a second fellow,
whose | egs were dangling through the skylight, struck me at the
same time upon the head; and at that | snatched another pisto

and shot this one through the thigh, so that he slipped through
and tunbled in a lunp on his companion's body. There was no talk
of missing, any nore than there was tinme to aim | clapped the

nmuzzle to the very place and fired.

I might have stood and stared at themfor long, but | heard Al an

shout as if for help, and that brought nme to ny senses.

He had kept the door so long; but one of the seamen, while he was
engaged with others, had run in under his guard and caught him
about the body. Alan was dirking himwith his left hand, but the
fellow clung like a | eech. Another had broken in and had his
cutlass raised. The door was thronged with their faces. |

t hought we were |lost, and catching up my cutlass, fell on themin

fl ank.

But | had not time to be of help. The westler dropped at |ast;
and Al an, |eaping back to get his distance, ran upon the others
like a bull, roaring as he went. They broke before himlike

wat er, turning, and running, and falling one agai nst another in
their haste. The sword in his hands flashed |ike quicksilver
into the huddl e of our fleeing enem es; and at every flash there
came the screamof a man hurt. | was still thinking we were

| ost, when |lo! they were all gone, and Al an was driving them

al ong the deck as a sheep-dog chases sheep

Yet he was no sooner out than he was back again, being as



cautious as he was brave; and neanwhile the seamen continued
running and crying out as if he was still behind them and we
heard them tunbl e one upon another into the forecastle, and

clap-to the hatch upon the top.

The round-house was |ike a shanbles; three were dead inside,
another lay in his death agony across the threshold; and there

were Alan and | victorious and unhurt.

He cane up to me with open arns. "Cone to my arnms!" he cried,
and enbraced and ki ssed ne hard upon both cheek. "David," said
he, "I love you like a brother. And O man," he cried in a kind

of ecstasy, "am|l no a bonny fighter?”

Ther eupon he turned to the four enem es, passed his sword cl ean

t hrough each of them and tunbled them out of doors one after the
other. As he did so, he kept hunming and singing and whistling
to hinmself, like a man trying to recall an air; only what HE was
trying was to nake one. Al the while, the flush was in his
face, and his eyes were as bright as a five-year-old child s with
a new toy. And presently he sat down upon the table, sword in
hand; the air that he was nmaking all the tine began to run a
little clearer, and then clearer still; and then out he burst

with a great voice into a Gaelic song

I have translated it here, not in verse (of which I have no

skill) but at least in the king's English

He sang it often afterwards, and the thing becane popul ar; so
that | have, heard it, and had it explained to ne, many's the

tinme.



"This is the song of the sword of Al an
The smith made it,
The fire set it;

Now it shines in the hand of Al an Breck

"Their eyes were nmany and bri ght,
Swift were they to behol d,
Many the hands they gui ded:

The sword was al one.

"The dun deer troop over the hill
They are many, the hill is one;
The dun deer vani sh

The hill remins.

"Cone to ne fromthe hills of heather
Conme fromthe isles of the sea
O f ar-behol di ng eagl es,

Here is your neat."

Now t hi s song which he nmade (both words and nusic) in the hour of
our victory, is sonething less than just to nme, who stood beside
himin the tussle. M. Shuan and five nore were either killed
outright or thoroughly disabled; but of these, tw fell by ny
hand, the two that came by the skylight. Four nore were hurt,
and of that nunber, one (and he not the least inportant) got his
hurt fromnme. So that, altogether, |I did my fair share both of
the killing and the woundi ng, and m ght have clainmed a place in
Al an's verses. But poets have to think upon their rhymes; and in

good prose talk, Alan always did nme nore than justice

In the meanwhile, I was innocent of any wong being done ne. For

not only I knew no word of the Gaelic; but what with the | ong



suspense of the waiting, and the scurry and strain of our two
spirts of fighting, and nore than all, the horror I had of sone
of my own share init, the thing was no sooner over than | was
glad to stagger to a seat. There was that tightness on ny chest
that | could hardly breathe; the thought of the two nen | had
shot sat upon ne like a nightmare; and all upon a sudden, and
before I had a guess of what was coming, | began to sob and cry

I'i ke any child.

Al an cl apped ny shoulder, and said | was a brave | ad and want ed

not hing but a sl eep

"I''ll take the first watch," said he. "Ye've done well by ne,
David, first and last; and | wouldn't |ose you for all Appin --

no, nor for Breadal bane."

So | made up ny bed on the floor; and he took the first spell,
pistol in hand and sword on knee, three hours by the captain's
wat ch upon the wall. Then he roused ne up, and | took ny turn of
three hours; before the end of which it was broad day, and a very
qui et norning, with a snooth, rolling sea that tossed the ship
and made the blood run to and fro on the round-house floor, and a
heavy rain that drummed upon the roof. Al ny watch there was
not hing stirring; and by the banging of the helm | knew they had
even no one at the tiller. Indeed (as | |earned afterwards)
there were so many of them hurt or dead, and the rest insoill a
tenper, that M. R ach and the captain had to take turn and turn
like Alan and me, or the brig m ght have gone ashore and nobody
the wiser. It was a nercy the night had fallen so still, for the
wi nd had gone down as soon as the rain began. Even as it was, |
judged by the wailing of a great nunber of gulls that went crying
and fishing round the ship, that she nust have drifted pretty

near the coast or one of the islands of the Hebrides; and at



| ast, |ooking out of the door of the round-house, | saw the great
stone hills of Skye on the right hand, and, a little nore astern

the strange isle of Rum

CHAPTER Xl

THE CAPTAI N KNUCKLES UNDER

Alan and | sat down to breakfast about six of the clock. The
floor was covered with broken glass and in a horrid nmess of

bl ood, which took away ny hunger. In all other ways we were in a
situation not only agreeable but nmerry; having ousted the
officers fromtheir own cabin, and having at command all the
drink in the ship -- both wine and spirits -- and all the dainty
part of what was eatable, such as the pickles and the fine sort
of bread. This, of itself, was enough to set us in good hunour,
but the richest part of it was this, that the two thirstiest nen
that ever came out of Scotland (M. Shuan being dead) were now
shut in the fore-part of the ship and condemmed to what they

hated nost -- cold water.

"And depend upon it," Alan said, "we shall hear nore of themere
long. Ye may keep a man fromthe fighting, but never fromhis

bottle."

We nade good conpany for each other. Alan, indeed, expressed
hi msel f nmost lovingly; and taking a knife fromthe table, cut ne

off one of the silver buttons fromhis coat.

"I had them" says he, "fromny father, Duncan Stewart; and now
give ye one of themto be a keepsake for last night's work. And

wherever ye go and show that button, the friends of Al an Breck



will conme around you."

He said this as if he had been Charl emagne, and comranded arni es;

and indeed, nmuch as | adnired his courage, | was al ways in danger
of smling at his vanity: in danger, | say, for had I not kept ny
countenance, | would be afraid to think what a quarrel might have
fol | owed.

As soon as we were through with our meal he runmaged in the
captain's locker till he found a clothes-brush; and then taking
off his coat, began to visit his suit and brush away the stains,
with such care and | abour as | supposed to have been only usua
with wonen. To be sure, he had no other; and, besides (as he
said), it belonged to a king and so behoved to be royally | ooked

after.

For all that, when | saw what care he took to pluck out the

threads where the button had been cut away, | put a higher val ue
on his gift.
He was still so engaged when we were hailed by M. R ach fromthe

deck, asking for a parley; and I, clinmbing through the skylight
and sitting on the edge of it, pistol in hand and with a bold
front, though inwardly in fear of broken glass, hail ed himback
agai n and bade hi m speak out. He came to the edge of the

round- house, and stood on a coil of rope, so that his chin was on
a level with the roof; and we | ooked at each other awhile in
silence. M. Riach, as | do not think he had been very forward
in the battle, so he had got off with nothing worse than a bl ow
upon the cheek: but he | ooked out of heart and very weary, having
been all night afoot, either standing watch or doctoring the

wounded.

"This is a bad job," said he at |ast, shaking his head.



"I't was none of our choosing," said I

"The captain," says he, "would like to speak with your friend.

They m ght speak at the wi ndow "

"And how do we know what treachery he neans?" cried |

"He neans none, David," returned M. R ach, "and if he did, |'II

tell ye the honest truth, we coul dnae get the men to follow "

"I s that so?" said I|.

"I'"ll tell ye nore than that,"” said he. "It's not only the nen;
it's nme. I'mfrich ened, Davie." And he smled across at ne.

"No," he continued, "what we want is to be shut of him"

Thereupon | consulted with Alan, and the parley was agreed to and
parol e gi ven upon either side; but this was not the whole of M.
Ri ach's busi ness, and he now begged ne for a dramw th such

i nstancy and such reninders of his former kindness, that at |ast

I handed hima pannikin with about a gill of brandy. He drank a
part, and then carried the rest down upon the deck, to share it

(I suppose) with his superior

Alittle after, the captain canme (as was agreed) to one of the
wi ndows, and stood there in the rain, with his armin a sling,
and | ooking stern and pale, and so old that ny heart snote ne for

having fired upon him

Alan at once held a pistol in his face.

"Put that thing up!" said the captain. "Have | not passed ny

word, sir? or do ye seek to affront ne?"



"Captain," says Alan, "I doubt your word is a breakable. Last
ni ght ye haggl ed and argl e-bargled |ike an apple-w fe; and then
passed ne your word, and gave nme your hand to back it; and ye ken

very well what was the upshot. Be dammed to your word!" says he.

"Well, well, sir," said the captain, "ye'll get little good by
swearing." (And truly that was a fault of which the captain was
quite free.) "But we have other things to speak,” he continued,
bitterly. "Ye've nade a sore hash of ny brig; | haven't hands
enough left to work her; and ny first officer (whom!l could il
spare) has got your sword throughout his vitals, and passed

wi t hout speech. There is nothing left ne, sir, but to put back
into the port of dasgow after hands; and there (by your | eave)

ye will find themthat are better able to talk to you."

"Ay?" said Alan; "and faith, I'lIl have a talk with them nysel"!
Unl ess there's naebody speaks English in that town, | have a
bonny tale for them Fifteen tarry sailors upon the one side,
and a man and a halfling boy upon the other! O man, it's

peetiful!"

Hoseason fl ushed red.

"No," continued Alan, "that'll no do. Ye'll just have to set ne

ashore as we agreed."

"Ay," said Hoseason, "but ny first officer is dead -- ye ken best
how. There's none of the rest of us acquaint with this coast,

sir; and it's one very dangerous to ships."

"I give ye your choice," says Alan. "Set nme on dry ground in

Appin, or Ardgour, or in Mdrven, or Arisaig, or Mrar; or, in



brief, where ye please, within thirty mles of my own country;
except in a country of the Canpbells. That's a broad target. |If
ye m ss that, ye nmust be as feckless at the sailoring as | have
found ye at the fighting. Wy, ny poor country people in their
bit cobles[16] pass fromisland to island in all weathers, ay,

and by night too, for the matter of that."

[16] Cobl e: a small boat used in fishing.

"A coble's not a ship" sir" said the captain. "It has nae

draught of water."

"Well, then, to asgowif ye list!" says Alan. "W' |l have the

| augh of ye at the least."

"My mind runs little upon laughing," said the captain. "But all
this will cost noney, sir."
"Well, sir" says Alan, "I am nae weathercock. Thirty guineas, if

ye land ne on the sea-side; and sixty, if ye put nme in the Linnhe

Loch. "

"But see, sir, where we lie, we are but a few hours' sail from
Ardnamur chan," said Hoseason. "Gve ne sixty, and I'll set ye

there."

" And I'"'mto wear ny brogues and run jeopardy of the red-coats to
pl ease you?" cries Alan. "No, sir; if ye want sixty guineas earn

them and set me in nmy own country."”

"It's torisk the brig, sir," said the captain, "and your own

lives along with her."



"Take it or want it," says Al an

"Could ye pilot us at all?" asked the captain, who was frowning

to hinsel f.

"Well, it's doubtful,” said Alan. "I'mnore of a fighting man
(as ye have seen for yoursel') than a sailor-man. But | have
been often enough picked up and set down upon this coast, and

shoul d ken sonmething of the lie of it.

The captain shook his head, still frowning.

"I'f | had lost | ess noney on this unchancy cruise," says he, "I
woul d see you in a rope's end before |I risked my brig, sir. But
be it as ye will. As soon as | get a slant of wind (and there's
sone conming, or I'mthe nore mistaken) I'lIl put it in hand. But
there's one thing nore. W may neet in with a king's ship and
she may |lay us aboard, sir, with no blane of mne: they keep the
crui sers thick upon this coast, ye ken who for. Now, sir, if

that was to befall, ye might |eave the noney."

"Captain," says Alan, "if ye see a pennant, it shall be your part
to run away. And now, as | hear you're a little short of brandy
in the fore-part, 1'll offer ye a change: a bottle of brandy

agai nst two buckets of water.”

That was the |l ast clause of the treaty, and was duly executed on
both sides; so that Alan and | could at |ast wash out the

round- house and be quit of the nmenorials of those whom we had
slain, and the captain and M. Ri ach could be happy again in

their own way, the nane of which was drink



CHAPTER XI |

| HEAR OF THE "RED FOX'

Bef ore we had done cl eani ng out the round-house, a breeze sprang
up froma little to the east of north. This blew off the rain

and brought out the sun.

And here | nust explain; and the reader would do well to | ook at
a map. On the day when the fog fell and we ran down Al an's boat,
we had been running through the Little Mnch. At dawn after the
battle, we lay becalned to the east of the Isle of Canna or
between that and Isle Eriska in the chain of the Long Island.

Now to get fromthere to the Linnhe Loch, the straight course was
through the narrows of the Sound of Mull. But the captain had no
chart; he was afraid to trust his brig so deep anong the i sl ands;
and the wind serving well, he preferred to go by west of Tiree

and cone up under the southern coast of the great Isle of Mill

Al'l day the breeze held in the sanme point, and rather freshened
than died down; and towards afternoon, a swell began to set in
fromround the outer Hebrides. Qur course, to go round about the
inner isles, was to the west of south, so that at first we had
this swell upon our beam and were nuch rolled about. But after
nightfall, when we had turned the end of Tiree and began to head

more to the east, the sea cane right astern

Meanwhi l e, the early part of the day, before the swell cane up
was very pleasant; sailing, as we were, in a bright sunshine and
wi th many nount ai nous i sl ands upon different sides. Alan and

sat in the round-house with the doors open on each side (the w nd
bei ng straight astern), and snoked a pipe or two of the captain's
fine tobacco. It was at this time we heard each other's stories,

whi ch was the nore inportant to ne, as | gai ned sone know edge of



that wild Hi ghland country on which | was so soon to land. In
those days, so close on the back of the great rebellion, it was
needful a man shoul d know what he was doi ng when he went upon the

heat her.

It was | that showed the exanple, telling himall my mnisfortune;
whi ch he heard with great good-nature. Only, when | cane to
mention that good friend of mne, M. Canpbell the mnister, Al an

fired up and cried out that he hated all that were of that nane.

"Why," said I, "he is a man you should be proud to give your hand

to.

"I know nothing | would help a Canpbell to," says he, "unless it
was a leaden bullet. | would hunt all of that name Iike
bl ackcocks. If | lay dying, | would craw upon ny knees to ny

chanber wi ndow for a shot at one."

"Why, Alan,"” | cried, "what ails ye at the Canpbells?"

"Well," says he, "ye ken very well that | aman Appin Stewart,
and the Canpbells have | ong harried and wasted those of ny nane;
ay, and got lands of us by treachery--but never with the sword,"
he cried loudly, and with the word brought down his fist upon the
table. But | paid the less attention to this, for | knewit was
usual ly said by those who have the underhand. "There's nore than
that,"” he continued, "and all in the sanme story: |ying words,

| ying papers, tricks fit for a peddler, and the show of what's

| egal over all, to nake a man the nore angry."

"You that are so wasteful of your buttons," said I, "I can hardly

think you woul d be a good judge of business.”



"Ah!" says he, falling again to snmling, "I got ny wasteful ness
fromthe sane man | got the buttons from and that was ny poor
father, Duncan Stewart, grace be to him He was the prettiest man
of his kindred; and the best swordsman in the H elands, David,
and that is the same as to say, in all the world, | should ken,

for it was himthat taught me. He was in the Black Watch, when

first it was nustered; and, |like other gentlenen privates, had a
gillie at his back to carry his firelock for himon the march.
Well, the King, it appears, was wi shful to see Hiel and

swordsmanshi p; and ny father and three nore were chosen out and
sent to London town, to let himsee it at the best. So they were
had into the pal ace and showed the whole art of the sword for two
hours at a stretch, before King George and Queen Carline, and the
But cher Cunberl and, and many nore of whom | havenae mnd. And
when they were through, the King (for all he was a rank usurper)
spoke them fair and gave each nan three guineas in his hand.

Now, as they were going out of the palace, they had a porter's

| odge to go, by; and it came in on ny father, as he was perhaps
the first private Hieland gentl enan that had ever gone by that
door, it was right he should give the poor porter a proper notion
of their quality. So he gives the King's three guineas into the
man's hand, as if it was his common custom the three others that
came behind himdid the sane; and there they were on the street,
never a penny the better for their pains. Sone say it was one,
that was the first to fee the King's porter; and sonme say it was
anot her; but the truth of it is, that it was Duncan Stewart, as
amwilling to prove with either sword or pistol. And that was

the father that | had, God rest him"

"I think he was not the man to |l eave you rich," said |

"And that's true," said Alan. "He left ne ny breeks to cover ne,

and little besides. And that was how | cane to enlist, which was



a bl ack spot upon ny character at the best of tines, and woul d

still be a sore job for ne if | fell anong the red-coats.”
"What," cried I, "were you in the English army?"
"That was |," said Alan. "But | deserted to the right side at

Preston Pans -- and that's sone confort."

I could scarcely share this view holding desertion under arns
for an unpardonable fault in honour. But for all | was so young,
I was wi ser than say ny thought. "Dear, dear," says |, "the

puni shnent is death."

"Ay" said he, "if they got hands on nme, it would be a short
shrift and a lang tow for Alan! But | have the King of France's

commi ssion in ny pocket, which would aye be sone protection.”

"l msdoubt it nuch," said I

"I have doubts mysel'," said Alan drily.
"And, good heaven, man," cried |, "you that are a condemed
rebel, and a deserter, and a man of the French King's -- what

tenpts ye back into this country? It's a braving of Providence."

"Tut!" says Alan, "I have been back every year since forty-six!"

"And what brings ye, man?" cried |

"Well, ye see, | weary for ny friends and country," said he.
"France is a braw place, nae doubt; but | weary for the heather
and the deer. And then | have bit things that | attend to.
Whiles | pick up a few lads to serve the King of France:

recruits, ye see; and that's aye a little nmoney. But the heart



of the matter is the business of ny chief, Ardshiel."

"I thought they called your chief Appin," said I

"Ay, but Ardshiel is the captain of the clan," said he, which
scarcely cleared ny nind. "Ye see, David, he that was all his
life so great a man, and cone of the bl ood and bearing the nane
of kings, is now brought down to live in a French town |like a
poor and private person. He that had four hundred swords at his
whistle, | have seen, with these eyes of mne, buying butter in
the market-place, and taking it hone in a kale-leaf. This is not
only a pain but a disgrace to us of his famly and clan. There
are the bairns forby, the children and the hope of Appin, that
nust be learned their letters and how to hold a sword, in that
far country. Now, the tenants of Appin have to pay a rent to
King George; but their hearts are staunch, they are true to their
chief; and what with love and a bit of pressure, and naybe a
threat or two, the poor folk scrape up a second rent for
Ardshiel. Well, David, I'mthe hand that carries it." And he

struck the belt about his body, so that the guineas rang.

"Do they pay both?" cried |

"Ay, David, both," says he.

"What! two rents?" | repeated.

"Ay, David," said he. "I told a different tale to yon captain
man; but this is the truth of it. And it's wonderful to me how
little pressure is needed. But that's the handiwork of mnmy good
kinsman and ny father's friend, James of the dens: Janes
Stewart, that is: Ardshiel's half-brother. He it is that gets

the money in, and does the managenent."”



This was the first tine | heard the name of that Janes Stewart,
who was afterwards so fanobus at the time of his hanging. But I
took little heed at the nonent, for all ny mnd was occupied with

the generosity of these poor Highl anders.

"I call it noble," I cried. "I'ma Wig, or little better; but |

call it noble."

"Ay" said he, "ye're a Wiig, but ye're a gentlenman; and that's
what does it. Now, if ye were one of the cursed race of
Canpbel |, ye woul d ghash your teeth to hear tell of it. If ye

were the Red Fox. .. And at that name, his teeth shut together
and he ceased speaking. | have seen many a grimface, but never

a grimer than Al an's when he had naned the Red Fox.

"And who is the Red Fox?" | asked, daunted, but still curious.

"Who is he?" cried Alan. "Well, and I'Il tell you that. When
the men of the clans were broken at Cull oden, and the good cause
went down, and the horses rode over the fetlocks in the best

bl ood of the north, Ardshiel had to flee |like a poor deer upon
the mountains -- he and his lady and his bairns. A sair job we
had of it before we got him shipped; and while he still lay in
the heather, the English rogues, that coul dnae cone at his life,
were striking at his rights. They stripped himof his powers;
they stripped himof his |lands; they plucked the weapons fromthe
hands of his clansnen, that had borne arns for thirty centuries;
ay, and the very clothes off their backs -- so that it's now a
sin to wear a tartan plaid, and a nan nay be cast into a gaol if
he has but a kilt about his legs. One thing they coul dnae kill
That was the | ove the clansnmen bore their chief. These guineas
are the proof of it. And now, in there steps a nman, a Canpbell,

red- headed Colin of denure ----



"I's that himyou call the Red Fox?" said |

"WIIl ye bring me his brush?" cries Alan, fiercely. "Ay, that's
the man. I n he steps, and gets papers from King George, to be
so-called King's factor on the lands of Appin. And at first he
sings small, and is hail-fellowwell-nmet with Sheanus -- that's
Janes of the dens, ny chieftain's agent. But by-and-by, that
came to his ears that | have just told you; how the poor conmons
of Appin, the farners and the crofters and the bounen, were
winging their very plaids to get a second rent, and send it
over-seas for Ardshiel and his poor bairns. What was it ye

called it, when | told ye?"

"I called it noble, Al an," said I

"And you little better than a common Whig!" cries Alan. "But
when it came to Colin Roy, the black Canpbell blood in himran
wild. He sat gnashing his teeth at the wine table. What! should
a Stewart get a bite of bread, and himnot be able to prevent it?
Ah! Red Fox, if ever | hold you at a gun's end, the Lord have
pity upon ye!" (Al an stopped to swallow down his anger.) "Well
Davi d, what does he do? He declares all the farns to let. And,
thinks he, in his black heart, '"I'll soon get other tenants
that'lIl overbid these Stewarts, and Maccolls, and Macrobs' (for
these are all nanes in ny clan, David); 'and then,' thinks he,

"Ardshiel will have to hold his bonnet on a French roadsi de.

"Well," said |, "what foll owed?"

Alan laid down his pipe, which he had | ong since suffered to go

out, and set his two hands upon his knees.

"Ay," said he, "ye'll never guess that! For these sanme Stewarts,



and Maccolls, and Macrobs (that had two rents to pay, one to King
George by stark force, and one to Ardshiel by natural Kkindness)
offered hima better price than any Canpbell in all broad
Scot |l and; and far he sent seeking them-- as far as to the sides
of Cyde and the cross of Edi nburgh -- seeking, and fl eeching,
and begging themto cone, where there was a Stewart to be starved

and a red-headed hound of a Canpbell to be pleasured!"

"Well, Alan," said I, "that is a strange story, and a fine one,
too. And Whig as | may be, | amglad the nan was beaten.”

"H m beaten?" echoed Alan. "It's little ye ken of Canpbells, and
| ess of the Red Fox. H mbeaten? No: nor will be, till his

bl ood's on the hillside! But if the day comes, David man, that |
can find time and leisure for a bit of hunting, there grows not

enough heather in all Scotland to hide himfromny vengeance!"

"Man Alan," said I, "ye are neither very wise nor very Christian
to blow off so many words of anger. They will do the man ye cal
the Fox no harm and yourself no good. Tell ne your tale plainly

out. What did he next?"

"And that's a good observe, David," said Alan. "Troth and
i ndeed, they will do himno harnm the nore's the pity! And
barring that about Christianity (of which my opinionis quite

otherwi se, or | would be nae Christian), | amnuch of your nind."

"Opinion here or opinion there," said |, "it's a kent thing that

Christianity forbids revenge."

"Ay" said he, "it's well seen it was a Canmpbell taught ye! It
woul d be a convenient world for themand their sort, if there was

no such a thing as a lad and a gun behind a heather bush! But



that's nothing to the point. This is what he did."

"Ay" said |, "cone to that."

"Wel |, David," said he, "since he couldnae be rid of the |oya
conmons by fair nmeans, he swore he would be rid of them by foul
Ardshiel was to starve: that was the thing he ained at. And
since themthat fed himin his exile woul dnae be bought out --
right or wong, he would drive themout. Therefore he sent for

| awyers, and papers, and red-coats to stand at his back. And the
kindly folk of that country nust all pack and tranp, every
father's son out of his father's house, and out of the place
where he was bred and fed, and played when he was a callant. And
who are to succeed then? Bare-leggit beggars! King George is to
whistle for his rents; he maun dow with | ess; he can spread his
butter thinner: what cares Red Colin? If he can hurt Ardshiel, he
has his wish; if he can pluck the nmeat fromny chieftain's table,
and the bit toys out of his children's hands, he will gang hane

singing to denure!”

"Let me have a word," said I. "Be sure, if they take less rents,
be sure Government has a finger in the pie. It's not this
Campbel | 's fault, man -- it's his orders. And if ye killed this

Colin to-nmorrow, what better would ye be? There woul d be anot her

factor in his shoes, as fast as spur can drive."

"Ye're a good lad in a fight," said Alan; "but, nman! ye have Wig

blood in yel™

He spoke kindly enough, but there was so rmuch anger under his
contenpt that | thought it was wi se to change the conversation
| expressed nmy wonder how, with the Hi ghlands covered with
troops, and guarded like a city in a siege, a man in his

situation could come and go w thout arrest.



"It's easier than ye would think," said Alan. "A bare hillside
(ye see) is like all one road; if there's a sentry at one pl ace,
ye just go by another. And then the heather's a great help. And
everywhere there are friends' houses and friends' byres and

hayst acks. And besides, when folk talk of a country covered with
troops, it's but a kind of a byword at the best. A soldier
covers nae mair of it than his boot-soles. | have fished a water
with a sentry on the other side of the brae, and killed a fine
trout; and | have sat in a heather bush within six feet of

anot her, and learned a real bonny tune fromhis whistling. This

was it," said he, and whistled nme the air.

"And then, besides,"” he continued, "it's no sae bad now as it was
in forty-six. The Hi elands are what they call pacified. Small
wonder, with never a gun or a sword left fromCantyre to Cape
Wath, but what tenty[17] folk have hidden in their thatch! But
what | would like to ken, David, is just how long? Not |ong, ye
woul d think, with nen |like Ardshiel in exile and nmen |ike the Red
Fox sitting birling the wine and oppressing the poor at hone.

But it's a kittle thing to decide what folk'|ll bear, and what
they will not. O why would Red Colin be riding his horse al

over mny poor country of Appin, and never a pretty lad to put a

bul et in hin®"

[17] Careful.

And with this Alan fell into a nuse, and for a long tinme sate

very sad and silent.

I will add the rest of what | have to say about my friend, that

he was skilled in all kinds of nusic, but principally pipe-nusic;



was a wel |l -considered poet in his own tongue; had read severa
books both in French and English; was a dead shot, a good angl er
and an excellent fencer with the small sword as well as with his
own particular weapon. For his faults, they were on his face,
and | now knew themall. But the worst of them his childish
propensity to take offence and to pick quarrels, he greatly laid
aside in ny case, out of regard for the battle of the

round- house. But whether it was because | had done well nyself,
or because | had been a witness of his own nuch greater prowess,
is nore than | can tell. For though he had a great taste for

courage in other nen, yet he admired it nost in Al an Breck.

CHAPTER Xl |

THE LGSS OF THE BRI G

It was already late at night, and as dark as it ever would be at
that season of the year (and that is to say, it was still pretty
bright), when Hoseason cl apped his head into the round-house

door.

"Here," said he, "conme out and see if ye can pilot."

"I's this one of your tricks?" asked Al an

"Do | look like tricks?" cries the captain. "l have other things

to think of -- ny brig's in danger!"

By the concerned | ook of his face, and, above all, by the sharp
tones in which he spoke of his brig, it was plain to both of us
he was in deadly earnest; and so Alan and |, with no great fear

of treachery, stepped on deck



The sky was clear; it blew hard, and was bitter cold; a great
deal of daylight |ingered; and the noon, which was nearly full
shone brightly. The brig was close hauled, so as to round the
sout hwest corner of the Island of Mull, the hills of which (and
Ben More above themall, with a wisp of mist upon the top of it)
lay full upon the lar-board bow Though it was no good point of
sailing for the Covenant, she tore through the seas at a great

rate, pitching and straining, and pursued by the westerly swell.

Altogether it was no such ill night to keep the seas in; and
had begun to wonder what it was that sat so heavily upon the
captain, when the brig rising suddenly on the top of a high
swell, he pointed and cried to us to look. Away on the |ee bow,
a thing like a fountain rose out of the noonlit sea, and

i medi ately after we heard a | ow sound of roaring

"What do ye call that?" asked the captain, gloomly

"The sea breaking on a reef,” said Alan. "And now ye ken where

it is; and what better would ye have?"

"Ay," said Hoseason, "if it was the only one."

And sure enough, just as he spoke there cane a second fountain

farther to the south.

"There!" said Hoseason. "Ye see for yourself. |If |I had kent of
these reefs, if | had had a chart, or if Shuan had been spared

it's not sixty guineas, no, nor six hundred, would have nade ne
risk my brig in sic a stoneyard! But you, sir, that was to pilot

us, have ye never a word?"

"I"'mthinking," said Alan, "these'll be what they call the Torran



Rocks. "

"Are there many of then?" says the captain.

"Truly, sir, | amnae pilot," said Alan; "but it sticks in ny

mnd there are ten mles of them"

M. R ach and the captain | ooked at each other

"There's a way through them | suppose?” said the captain.

"Doubt| ess,” said Al an, "but where? But it sonehow runs in ny

m nd once nore that it is clearer under the |land."

"So?" said Hoseason. "We'Ill have to haul our wind then, M.

Ri ach; we'll have to conme as near in about the end of Mull as we
can take her, sir; and even then we'll have the |land to kep the

wi nd off us, and that stoneyard on our lee. WIlI, we're in for

it now, and may as well crack on."

Wth that he gave an order to the steersnman, and sent Riach to
the foretop. There were only five nmen on deck, counting the
officers; these being all that were fit (or, at |east, both fit
and willing) for their work. So, as | say, it fell to M. Riach
to go aloft, and he sat there | ooking out and hailing the deck

with news of all he saw

"The sea to the south is thick," he cried; and then, after a

while, "it does seemclearer in by the land."

"Well, sir," said Hoseason to Alan, "we'll try your way of it.
But | think I might as well trust to a blind fiddler. Pray God

you're right."



"Pray God | am" says Alan to ne. "But where did | hear it?

Well, well, it will be as it nust."

As we got nearer to the turn of the land the reefs began to be
sown here and there on our very path; and M. Riach sonetines
cried down to us to change the course. Soneti mes, indeed, none
too soon; for one reef was so close on the brig s weather board
that when a sea burst upon it the lighter sprays fell upon her

deck and wetted us |ike rain.

The brightness of the night showed us these perils as clearly as
by day, which was, perhaps, the nore alarmng. It showed ne,

too, the face of the captain as he stood by the steersnman, now on
one foot, now on the other, and sonetines blowi ng in his hands,
but still listening and | ooking and as steady as steel. Neither
he nor M. Ri ach had shown well in the fighting, but | saw they
were brave in their own trade, and adnired themall the nore

because | found Al an very white.

"QCchone, David," says he, "this is no the kind of death I fancy!"

"What, Alan!" | cried, "you' re not afraid?"

"No," said he, wetting his lips, "but you'll allow vyourself,

it's a cold ending."

By this tine, now and then sheering to one side or the other to
avoid a reef, but still hugging the wind and the | and, we had got
round lona and begun to come al ongside Mull. The tide at the
tail of the land ran very strong, and threw the brig about. Two
hands were put to the helm and Hoseason hinself woul d sonetinmes
lend a help; and it was strange to see three strong nen throw

their weight upon the tiller, and it (like a living thing)



struggl e agai nst and drive them back. This would have been the
greater danger had not the sea been for sonme while free of
obstacles. M. Riach, besides, announced fromthe top that he

saw cl ear water ahead.

"Ye were right," said Hoseason to Alan. "Ye have saved the brig,
sir. I'"lIl mnd that when we conme to clear accounts." And
bel i eve he not only neant what he said, but would have done it;

so high a place did the Covenant hold in his affections.

But this is matter only for conjecture, things having gone

ot herwi se than he forecast.

"Keep her away a point," sings out M. Riach. "Reef to

w ndwar d! "

And just at the sanme tinme the tide caught the brig, and threw the
wi nd out of her sails. She canme round into the wind |ike a top

and the next nmoment struck the reef with such a dunch as threw us
all flat upon the deck, and cane near to shake M. Riach fromhis

pl ace upon the nast.

I was on ny feet in a mnute. The reef on which we had struck
was close in under the southwest end of Mull, off alittle isle
they call Earraid, which lay | ow and bl ack upon the | arboard.
Sonetines the swell broke clean over us; sonetines it only ground
the poor brig upon the reef, so that we coul d hear her beat
herself to pieces; and what with the great noise of the sails,
and the singing of the wind, and the flying of the spray in the
moonl i ght, and the sense of danger, | think my head must have
been partly turned, for | could scarcely understand the things

saw.

Presently | observed M. Riach and the seanen busy round the



skiff, and, still in the same blank, ran over to assist them and
as soon as | set ny hand to work, ny mind came clear again. It
was no very easy task, for the skiff |ay am dships and was ful

of hanper, and the breaking of the heavier seas continually
forced us to give over and hold on; but we all wought |ike

horses while we coul d.

Meanwhi | e such of the wounded as coul d nove cane cl anbering out
of the fore-scuttle and began to help; while the rest that |ay
hel pl ess in their bunks harrowed ne with scream ng and begging to

be saved.

The captain took no part. 1t seened he was struck stupid. He
stood hol ding by the shrouds, talking to hinself and groani ng out
al oud whenever the ship hammered on the rock. H s brig was like
wife and child to him he had | ooked on, day by day, at the

nm shandl i ng of poor Ransome; but when it cane to the brig, he

seened to suffer along with her.

Al'l the time of our working at the boat, | renenber only one
other thing: that | asked Al an, |ooking across at the shore, what
country it was; and he answered, it was the worst possible for

him for it was a | and of the Canpbells.

We had one of the wounded nmen told off to keep a watch upon the

seas and cry us warning. Well, we had the boat about ready to be
| aunched, when this nman sang out pretty shrill: "For God's sake
hold on!™ W knew by his tone that it was sonething nore than

ordi nary; and sure enough, there followed a sea so huge that it
lifted the brig right up and canted her over on her beam

Whet her the cry canme too late, or ny hold was too weak, | know
not; but at the sudden tilting of the ship | was cast clean over

the bulwarks into the sea.



I went down, and drank ny fill, and then canme up, and got a blink
of the nmoon, and then down again. They say a nman sinks a third
time for good. | cannot be nmade like other folk, then; for

would not like to wite how often I went down, or how often

came up again. Al the while, | was being hurled al ong, and
beat en upon and choked, and then swall owed whol e; and the thing
was so distracting to my wits, that | was neither sorry nor

afrai d.

Presently, | found | was holding to a spar, which hel ped ne
sonewhat. And then all of a sudden | was in quiet water, and

began to conme to nyself.

It was the spare yard | had got hold of, and I was anmazed to see
how far | had travelled fromthe brig. | hailed her, indeed; but
it was plain she was already out of cry. She was still holding
toget her; but whether or not they had yet |aunched the boat, |

was too far off and too | ow down to see.

Wiile | was hailing the brig, | spied a tract of water |ying

bet ween us where no great waves came, but which yet boiled white
all over and bristled in the nmoon with rings and bubbl es.
Sonetinmes the whole tract swung to one side, like the tail of a
live serpent; sonetines, for a glinpse, it would all disappear
and then boil up again. What it was | had no guess, which for
the tine increased ny fear of it; but I now know it rust have
been the roost or tide race, which had carried nme away so fast
and tunbl ed nme about so cruelly, and at last, as if tired of that
play, had flung out ne and the spare yard upon its | andward

mar gi n.

I now lay quite becal med, and began to feel that a man can die of

cold as well as of drowning. The shores of Earraid were close



in; | could see in the noonlight the dots of heather and the

sparkling of the mica in the rocks.

"Well," thought | to nyself, "if | cannot get as far as that,

it's strange!"

I had no skill of swi nming, Essen Water being snall in our

nei ghbour hood; but when | laid hold upon the yard with both arns,
and kicked out with both feet, | soon begun to find that | was
moving. Hard work it was, and nortally slow, but in about an
hour of kicking and splashing, | had got well in between the

poi nts of a sandy bay surrounded by low hills.

The sea was here quite quiet; there was no sound of any surf; the
nmoon shone clear; and | thought in nmy heart | had never seen a

pl ace so desert and desolate. But it was dry |land; and when at
last it grew so shallow that | could | eave the yard and wade
ashore upon ny feet, | cannot tell if |I was nore tired or nore
grateful. Both, at least, | was: tired as | never was before
that night; and grateful to God as | trust | have been often

t hough never with nore cause

CHAPTER XI V

THE | SLET

Wth ny stepping ashore |I began the nost unhappy part of ny
adventures. It was hal f-past twelve in the norning, and though
the wind was broken by the land, it was a cold night. | dared
not sit down (for | thought |I should have frozen), but took off
my shoes and wal ked to and fro upon the sand, bare-foot, and

beating my breast with infinite weariness. There was no sound of



man or cattle; not a cock crew, though it was about the hour of
their first waking; only the surf broke outside in the distance,
which put me in mnd of ny perils and those of ny friend. To
wal k by the sea at that hour of the norning, and in a place so

desert-li ke and | onesone, struck me with a kind of fear

As soon as the day began to break | put on ny shoes and clinbed a
hill -- the ruggedest scramble | ever undertook-- falling, the
whol e way, between big blocks of granite, or leaping fromone to
another. Wwen | got to the top the dawn was conme. There was no
sign of the brig, which nust have lifted fromthe reef and sunk
The boat, too, was nowhere to be seen. There was never a sai
upon the ocean; and in what | could see of the | and was neither

house nor man.

I was afraid to think what had befallen ny shi pmates, and afraid
to |l ook longer at so enpty a scene. Wat with ny wet clothes and
weariness, and ny belly that now began to ache with hunger, | had
enough to trouble me without that. So | set off eastward al ong
the south coast, hoping to find a house where | mght warm
mysel f, and perhaps get news of those | had lost. And at the

worst, | considered the sun would soon rise and dry ny cl ot hes.

After alittle, ny way was stopped by a creek or inlet of the
sea, which seened to run pretty deep into the land; and as | had
no nmeans to get across, | must needs change ny direction to go
about the end of it. It was still the roughest kind of walking;
i ndeed the whole, not only of Earraid, but of the neighbouring
part of Mull (which they call the Ross) is nothing but a junble
of granite rocks with heather in anong. At first the creek kept
narrowing as | had | ooked to see; but presently to ny surprise it
began to widen out again. At this | scratched nmy head, but had

still no notion of the truth: until at last | cane to a rising



ground, and it burst upon ne all in a nonent that | was cast upon

alittle barren isle, and cut off on every side by the salt seas.

Instead of the sun rising to dry nme, it canme on to rain, with a

thick mst; so that ny case was | anentabl e.

| stood in the rain, and shivered, and wondered what to do, till
it occurred to ne that perhaps the creek was fordable. Back I
went to the narrowest point and waded in. But not three yards
fromshore, | plunmped in head over ears; and if ever | was heard
of nmore, it was rather by God's grace than ny own prudence.

was no wetter (for that could hardly be), but I was all the

col der for this mishap; and having | ost another hope was the nore

unhappy.

And now, all at once, the yard cane in ny head. What had carried
me through the roost would surely serve me to cross this little
quiet creek in safety. Wth that | set off, undaunted, across
the top of the isle, to fetch and carry it back. It was a weary
tranp in all ways, and if hope had not buoyed nme up, | nust have
cast nyself down and given up. \Whether with the sea salt, or
because | was growi ng fevered, | was distressed with thirst, and
had to stop, as | went, and drink the peaty water out of the

hags.

| came to the bay at last, nore dead than alive; and at the first
gl ance, | thought the yard was sonething farther out than when |
left it. In 1 went, for the third tinme, into the sea. The sand
was smooth and firm and shelved gradually down, so that | could
wade out till the water was alnpbst to nmy neck and the little
waves splashed into ny face. But at that depth my feet began to
| eave nme, and | durst venture in no farther. As for the yard,

saw it bobbing very quietly sone twenty feet beyond.



| had borne up well until this |ast disappointment; but at that I

came ashore, and flung mysel f down upon the sands and wept.

The tinme | spent upon the island is still so horrible a thought
to ne, that | nust pass it lightly over. 1In all the books | have
read of people cast away, they had either their pockets full of
tools, or a chest of things would be thrown upon the beach al ong
with them as if on purpose. M case was very different. | had
not hing in ny pockets but noney and Alan's silver button; and

being inland bred, I was as nuch short of know edge as of mneans.

I knew i ndeed that shell-fish were counted good to eat; and anong
the rocks of the isle | found a great plenty of linpets, which at
first | could scarcely strike fromtheir places, not know ng

qui ckness to be needful. There were, besides, some of the little
shells that we call buckies; | think periwinkle is the English
nane. O these two | made ny whol e diet, devouring themcold and
raw as | found them and so hungry was |, that at first they

seened to ne delicious.

Per haps they were out of season, or perhaps there was sonething
wong in the sea about nmy island. But at least | had no sooner
eaten ny first meal than | was seized with giddi ness and
retching, and lay for a long tine no better than dead. A second
trial of the same food (indeed | had no other) did better with
me, and revived nmy strength. But as long as | was on the island,
I never knew what to expect when | had eaten; sonetines all was
well, and sonmetimes | was thrown into a miserable sickness; nor
could I ever distinguish what particular fish it was that hurt

ne.

All day it streaned rain; the island ran like a sop, there was no

dry spot to be found; and when | lay down that night, between two



boul ders that nmade a kind of roof, ny feet were in a bog.

The second day | crossed the island to all sides. There was no
one part of it better than another; it was all desol ate and
rocky; nothing living on it but game birds which |I | acked the
means to kill, and the gulls which haunted the outlying rocks in
a prodigious nunmber. But the creek, or strait, that cut off the
isle fromthe main-land of the Ross, opened out on the north into
a bay, and the bay again opened into the Sound of lona; and it
was the nei ghbourhood of this place that | chose to be ny hone;
though if | had thought upon the very name of home in such a

spot, | nust have burst out weeping.

I had good reasons for ny choice. There was in this part of the
isle alittle hut of a house like a pig's hut, where fishers used
to sl eep when they cane there upon their business; but the turf
roof of it had fallen entirely in; so that the hut was of no use
to ne, and gave ne |l ess shelter than ny rocks. Wat was nore

i mportant, the shell-fish on which | lived grew there in great

pl enty; when the tide was out | could gather a peck at a tine:
and this was doubtless a convenience. But the other reason went
deeper. | had becone in no way used to the horrid solitude of
the isle, but still |ooked round ne on all sides (like a man that
was hunted), between fear and hope that | m ght see sonme human
creature coming. Now, froma little up the hillside over the
bay, | could catch a sight of the great, ancient church and the
roofs of the people's houses in lona. And on the other hand,
over the low country of the Ross, | saw snoke go up, norning and

evening, as if froma honestead in a hollow of the |and.

| used to watch this snoke, when | was wet and cold, and had ny
head half turned with |oneliness; and think of the fireside and

the conpany, till ny heart burned. It was the same with the



roofs of lona. Altogether, this sight I had of nmen's honmes and
confortable lives, although it put a point on ny own sufferings,
yet it kept hope alive, and helped me to eat ny raw shell-fish
(whi ch had soon grown to be a disgust), and saved ne fromthe
sense of horror | had whenever | was quite alone with dead rocks,

and fows, and the rain, and the cold sea.

| say it kept hope alive; and indeed it seened inpossible that |
should be left to die on the shores of nmy own country, and within
view of a church-tower and the snoke of nen's houses. But the
second day passed; and though as long as the light lasted | kept
a bright |ook-out for boats on the Sound or nen passing on the
Ross, no help cane near ne. It still rained, and | turned in to
sl eep, as wet as ever, and with a cruel sore throat, but alittle
conforted, perhaps, by having said good-night to my next

nei ghbours, the people of 1ona.

Charles the Second declared a man coul d stay outdoors nore days
in the year in the climate of England than in any other. This
was very like a king, with a palace at his back and changes of
dry clothes. But he nust have had better luck on his flight from
Wircester than | had on that mserable isle. It was the height

of the summer; yet it rained for nore than twenty-four hours, and

did not clear until the afternoon of the third day.

This was the day of incidents. In the norning | saw a red deer
a buck with a fine spread of antlers, standing in the rain on the
top of the island; but he had scarce seen ne rise fromunder ny
rock, before he trotted off upon the other side. | supposed he
must have swumthe strait; though what should bring any creature

to Earraid, was nore than | could fancy.

Alittle after, as | was junping about after ny linpets, | was

startled by a gui nea-piece, which fell upon a rock in front of nme



and glanced off into the sea. Wen the sailors gave ne ny noney
agai n, they kept back not only about a third of the whole sum

but ny father's |l eather purse; so that fromthat day out,

carried ny gold loose in a pocket with a button. | now saw there
must be a hole, and clapped ny hand to the place in a great

hurry. But this was to |lock the stable door after the steed was
stolen. | had left the shore at Queensferry with near on fifty
pounds; now | found no nore than two gui nea-pieces and a sil ver

shil i ng.

It is true | picked up a third guinea a little after, where it
lay shining on a piece of turf. That nade a fortune of three
pounds and four shillings, English noney, for a lad, the rightfu
heir of an estate, and now starving on an isle at the extrenme end

of the wild Highlands.

This state of ny affairs dashed ne still further; and, indeed ny
plight on that third norning was truly pitiful. M clothes were
beginning to rot; ny stockings in particular were quite worn

t hrough, so that nmy shanks went naked; mnmy hands had grown quite
soft with the continual soaking; ny throat was very sore, ny
strength had nuch abated, and ny heart so turned against the
horrid stuff | was condemmed to eat, that the very sight of it

cane near to sicken ne.

And yet the worst was not yet cone.

There is a pretty high rock on the northwest of Earraid, which
(because it had a flat top and overl ooked the Sound) | was nuch
in the habit of frequenting; not that ever | stayed in one place,
save when asleep, ny misery giving ne no rest. Indeed, | wore
mysel f down with continual and aim ess goings and conings in the

rain.



As soon, however, as the sun cane out, | lay down on the top of
that rock to dry myself. The confort of the sunshine is a thing
I cannot tell. 1t set ne thinking hopefully of my deliverance,
of which |I had begun to despair; and | scanned the sea and the
Ross with a fresh interest. On the south of ny rock, a part of
the island jutted out and hid the open ocean, so that a boat
could thus cone quite near ne upon that side, and | be none the

W ser.

Well, all of a sudden, a coble with a brown sail and a pair of

fishers aboard of it, cane flying round that corner of the isle,
bound for lona. | shouted out, and then fell on ny knees on the
rock and reached up ny hands and prayed to them They were near
enough to hear -- | could even see the colour of their hair; and
there was no doubt but they observed ne, for they cried out in

the Gaelic tongue, and |laughed. But the boat never turned aside,

and flew on, right before ny eyes, for |ona.

I could not believe such wi ckedness, and ran along the shore from
rock to rock, crying on thempiteously. even after they were out
of reach of ny voice, |I still cried and waved to them and when
they were quite gone, | thought ny heart would have burst. All
the tine of ny troubles | wept only twice. Once, when | could
not reach the yard, and now, the second tinme, when these fishers
turned a deaf ear to ny cries. But this time | wept and roared
like a wicked child, tearing up the turf with ny nails, and
grinding ny face in the earth. |If a wish would kill nen, those
two fishers would never have seen norning, and |I should likely

have di ed upon ny i sl and.

Wen | was a little over my anger, | nust eat again, but with

such loathing of the mess as | could now scarce control. Sure



enough, | should have done as well to fast, for ny fishes

poi soned me again. | had all ny first pains; ny throat was so
sore | could scarce swallow, | had a fit of strong shuddering

whi ch clucked ny teeth together; and there cane on ne that
dreadful sense of illness, which we have no nane for either in
Scotch or English. | thought | should have died, and nade ny
peace with God, forgiving all nmen, even ny uncle and the fishers;
and as soon as | had thus nmade up ny mind to the worst, clearness
came upon me; | observed the night was falling dry; ny clothes
were dried a good deal; truly, | was in a better case than ever
before, since | had | anded on the isle; and so | got to sleep at

last, with a thought of gratitude

The next day (which was the fourth of this horrible life of mne)
I found ny bodily strength run very low. But the sun shone, the
air was sweet, and what | managed to eat of the shell-fish agreed

well with me and revived nmy courage.

I was scarce back on ny rock (where I went always the first thing
after | had eaten) before | observed a boat coning down the

Sound, and with her head, as | thought, in ny direction

| began at once to hope and fear exceedingly; for | thought these
men m ght have thought better of their cruelty and be comi ng back

to ny assistance. But another disappointnent, such as

yesterday's, was nmore than | could bear. | turned my back
accordingly, upon the sea, and did not |ook again till | had
counted many hundreds. The boat was still heading for the

island. The next tine | counted the full thousand, as slowy as
I could, ny heart beating so as to hurt me. And then it was out

of all question. She was coning straight to Earraid!

I could no I onger hold nyself back, but ran to the seaside and

out, fromone rock to another, as far as | could go. It is a



marvel | was not drowned; for when | was brought to a stand at
last, my |legs shook under me, and ny nouth was so dry, | nust wet

it with the sea-water before | was able to shout.

Al'l this tine the boat was com ng on; and now | was able to
perceive it was the sanme boat and the sane two nen as yesterday.
This | knew by their hair, which the one had of a bright yell ow
and the other black. But nowthere was a third nman along with

them who | ooked to be of a better cl ass.

As soon as they were conme within easy speech, they let down their
sail and lay quiet. |In spite of my supplications, they drew no
nearer in, and what frightened ne nost of all, the new man

tee-hee'd with laughter as he tal ked and | ooked at ne.

Then he stood up in the boat and addressed ne a | ong while,
speaking fast and with many wavi ngs of his hand. | told himl had
no Gaelic; and at this he becane very angry, and | began to
suspect he thought he was tal king English. Listening very close,
| caught the word "whateffer"” several tines; but all the rest was

Gaelic and mi ght have been Greek and Hebrew for ne.

"What ever,"” said I, to show himI| had caught a word.
"Yes, yes -- yes, yes," says he, and then he | ooked at the other
men, as nmuch as to say, "I told you | spoke English," and began

again as hard as ever in the Gaelic.

This time | picked out another word, "tide." Then | had a flash
of hope. | renenbered he was al ways wavi ng his hand towards the

mai nl and of the Ross.

"Do you nean when the tide is out --?" | cried, and could not



finish.

"Yes, yes," said he. "Tide."

At that | turned tail upon their boat (where ny adviser had once
nmore begun to tee-hee with laughter), |eaped back the way | had
come, fromone stone to another, and set off running across the
isle as | had never run before. |In about half an hour | came out
upon the shores of the creek; and, sure enough, it was shrunk
into alittle trickle of water, through which I dashed, not above

my knees, and | anded with a shout on the nain island.

A sea-bred boy woul d not have stayed a day on Earraid; which is
only what they call a tidal islet, and except in the bottom of
the neaps, can be entered and left twice in every twenty-four
hours, either dry-shod, or at the nost by wading. Even I, who
had the tide going out and in before nme in the bay, and even

wat ched for the ebbs, the better to get ny shellfish -- even I (I
say) if | had sat down to think, instead of raging at ny fate
must have soon guessed the secret, and got free. It was no
wonder the fishers had not understood nme. The wonder was rather
that they had ever guessed ny pitiful illusion, and taken the
trouble to cone back. | had starved with cold and hunger on that
i sland for close upon one hundred hours. But for the fishers, |
m ght have left nmy bones there, in pure folly. And even as it
was, | had paid for it pretty dear, not only in past sufferings
but in ny present case; being clothed |ike a beggar-man, scarce

able to walk, and in great pain of ny sore throat.

| have seen wicked nmen and fools, a great many of both; and

believe they both get paid in the end; but the fools first.



CHAPTER XV

THE LAD WTH THE SI LVER BUTTON: THROUGH THE | SLE OF MJLL

The Ross of Mull, which I had now got upon, was rugged and
trackless, like the isle | had just left; being all bog, and
brier, and big stone. There may be roads for themthat know that
country well; but for ny part | had no better guide than nmy own

nose, and no ot her | andmark than Ben Nbre.

| ained as well as | could for the snoke | had seen so often from
the island; and with all my great weariness and the difficulty of
the way canme upon the house in the bottomof a little hollow
about five or six at night. It was |low and |ongish, roofed with
turf and built of unnortared stones; and on a mound in front of

it, an old gentlenman sat snoking his pipe in the sun

Wth what little English he had, he gave ne to understand that ny
shi pmat es had got safe ashore, and had broken bread in that very

house on the day after

"Was there one,"” | asked, "dressed |like a gentlenman?"

He said they all wore rough great-coats; but to be sure, the
first of them the one that cane al one, wore breeches and

stockings, while the rest had sailors' trousers.

"Ah," said |, "and he woul d have a feathered hat?"

He told ne, no, that he was bareheaded |ike nyself.

At first | thought Al an might have lost his hat; and then the
rain cane in nmy mind, and | judged it nore likely he had it out

of harmis way under his great-coat. This set ne smiling, partly



because ny friend was safe, partly to think of his vanity in

dress.

And then the old gentleman clapped his hand to his brow, and

cried out that | nust be the lad with the silver button

"Why, yes!" said I, in sonme wonder.

"Well, then," said the old gentlenan, "I have a word for you

that you are to follow your friend to his country, by Torosay."

He then asked me how | had fared, and | told himny tale. A
sout h-country man would certainly have | aughed; but this old
gentleman (I call himso because of his manners, for his clothes
were dropping off his back) heard nme all through with nothing but
gravity and pity. Wen | had done, he took me by the hand, |ed
me into his hut (it was no better) and presented ne before his

wife, as if she had been the Queen and | a duke.

The good woman set oat-bread before me and a cold grouse, patting
my shoul der and smiling to ne all the time, for she had no
English; and the old gentleman (not to be behind) brewed ne a
strong punch out of their country spirit. Al the while | was
eating, and after that when | was drinking the punch, | could
scarce cone to believe in ny good fortune; and the house, though
it was thick with the peat-snoke and as full of holes as a

col ander, seened |ike a pal ace.

The punch threw ne in a strong sweat and a deep slunber; the good
people let ne lie; and it was near noon of the next day before
took the road, ny throat already easier and nmy spirits quite
restored by good fare and good news. The old gentleman, although

| pressed him hard, would take no noney, and gave ne an old



bonnet for ny head; though | amfree to own | was no sooner out
of view of the house than |I very jealously washed this gift of

his in a waysi de fountain.

Thought | to nyself: "If these are the wild Highlanders, | could

wish ny owmn folk wlder."

I not only started late, but | nust have wandered nearly half the
time. True, | nmet plenty of people, grubbing in little mserable
fields that would not keep a cat, or herding little kine about
the bigness of asses. The Highland dress being forbidden by | aw
since the rebellion, and the people condemmed to the Low and
habit, which they nmuch disliked, it was strange to see the
variety of their array. Sone went bare, only for a hanging cl oak
or great-coat, and carried their trousers on their backs like a
usel ess burthen: sone had made an imtation of the tartan with
little parti-coloured stripes patched together like an old wife's
quilt; others, again, still wore the Hi ghl and phil abeg, but by
putting a few stitches between the legs transfornmed it into a
pair of trousers like a Dutchman's. All those nmakeshifts were
condemed and puni shed, for the |law was harshly applied, in hopes
to break up the clan spirit; but in that out-of-the-way,
sea-bound isle, there were few to nmake remarks and fewer to tel

tal es.

They seened in great poverty; which was no doubt natural, now
that rapine was put down, and the chiefs kept no | onger an open
house; and the roads (even such a wandering, country by--track as
the one | followed) were infested with beggars. And here again
marked a difference fromny own part of the country. For our

Lowl and beggars -- even the gownsnen thensel ves, who beg by
patent -- had a louting, flattering way with them and if you

gave them a pl aek and asked change, would very civilly return you



a boddle. But these Hi ghland beggars stood on their dignity,
asked alnms only to buy snuff (by their account) and would give no

change.

To be sure, this was no concern of mne, except in so far as it
entertained ne by the way. Wat was nuch nore to the purpose,
few had any English, and these few (unless they were of the

br ot herhood of beggars) not very anxious to place it at ny
service. | knew Torosay to be ny destination, and repeated the
name to them and pointed; but instead of sinply pointing in
reply, they would give ne a screed of the Gaelic that set me
foolish; so it was snmall wonder if | went out of ny road as often

as | stayed init.

At | ast, about eight at night, and already very weary, | cane to
a | one house, where | asked adm ttance, and was refused, until |
bet hought ne of the power of npbney in so poor a country, and held
up one of ny guineas in ny finger and thunb. Thereupon, the man
of the house, who had hitherto pretended to have no English, and
driven me fromhis door by signals, suddenly began to speak as
clearly as was needful, and agreed for five shillings to give nme

a night's | odging and guide me the next day to Torosay.

| slept uneasily that night, fearing | should be robbed; but I

m ght have spared nyself the pain; for ny host was no robber

only miserably poor and a great cheat. He was not alone in his
poverty; for the next norning, we must go five mles about to the
house of what he called a rich man to have one of ny gui neas
changed. This was perhaps a rich man for Miull; he would have
scarce been thought so in the south; for it took all he had --

t he whol e house was turned upsi de down, and a nei ghbour brought
under contribution, before he could scrape together twenty

shillings in silver. The odd shilling he kept for hinself,



protesting he could ill afford to have so great a sum of nobney
lying "l ocked up." For all that he was very courteous and wel |
spoken, made us both sit down with his fanmly to dinner, and
brewed punch in a fine china bow, over which ny rascal guide

grew so nmerry that he refused to start.

I was for getting angry, and appealed to the rich man (Hector
Macl ean was his nane), who had been a witness to our bargain and
to ny paynent of the five shillings. But Mclean had taken his
share of the punch, and vowed that no gentleman should | eave his
table after the bow was brewed; so there was nothing for it but
to sit and hear Jacobite toasts and Gaelic songs, till all were
ti psy and staggered off to the bed or the barn for their night's

rest.

Next day (the fourth of ny travels) we were up before five upon
the clock; but ny rascal guide got to the bottle at once, and it
was three hours before | had himclear of the house, and then (as

you shall hear) only for a worse di sappoi ntnent.

As | ong as we went down a heathery valley that lay before M.

Macl ean' s house, all went well; only ny guide | ooked constantly
over his shoul der, and when | asked himthe cause, only grinned
at me. No sooner, however, had we crossed the back of a hill

and got out of sight of the house wi ndows, than he told ne
Torosay lay right in front, and that a hill-top (which he pointed

out) was ny best | andmark.

"I care very little for that," said I, "since you are going with

ne.

The i npudent cheat answered ne in the Gaelic that he had no

Engl i sh.



"My fine fellow," | said, "I know very well your English cones
and goes. Tell me what will bring it back? Is it nore noney you
w sh?"

"Five shillings mair," said he, "and hersel' will bring ye

there."

| reflected awhile and then offered himtwo, which he accepted
greedily, and insisted on having in his hands at once "for |uck,"

as he said, but | think it was rather for nmy m sfortune.

The two shillings carried himnot quite as many niles; at the end
of which di stance, he sat down upon the waysi de and took off his

brogues fromhis feet, Iike a man about to rest.

I was now red-hot. "Hal" said I, "have you no nore English?"

He said inmpudently, "No."

At that | boiled over, and lifted ny hand to strike him and he,
drawi ng a knife fromhis rags, squatted back and grinned at ne
like a wildcat. At that, forgetting everything but ny anger,

ran in upon him put aside his knife with nmy left, and struck him
in the nouth with the right. | was a strong |lad and very angry,
and he but a little man; and he went down before ne heavily. By

good luck, his knife flew out of his hand as he fell.

| picked up both that and his brogues, w shed hima good norning,
and set off upon ny way, |eaving himbarefoot and disarnmed. |
chuckled to nyself as | went, being sure | was done with that
rogue, for a variety of reasons. First, he knew he could have no
nmore of my noney; next, the brogues were worth in that country

only a few pence; and, lastly, the knife, which was really a



dagger, it was against the law for himto carry.

In about half an hour of walk, | overtook a great, ragged nan,
nmoving pretty fast but feeling before himwith a staff. He was
quite blind, and told ne he was a catechist, which should have
put ne at ny ease. But his face went against ne; it seened dark
and dangerous and secret; and presently, as we began to go on

al ongside, | saw the steel butt of a pistol sticking fromunder
the flap of his coat-pocket. To carry such a thing neant a fine
of fifteen pounds sterling upon a first offence, and
transportation to the col onies upon a second. Nor could | quite
see why a religious teacher should go arned, or what a blind nman

coul d be doing with a pistol

| told himabout nmy guide, for I was proud of what | had done,
and ny vanity for once got the heels of ny prudence. At the
mention of the five shillings he cried out so loud that | nade up
nmy mind | should say nothing of the other two, and was gl ad he

could not see ny bl ushes.

"WAs it too nmuch?" | asked, a little faltering.

"Too much!"™ cries he. "Way, | will guide you to Torosay nyself
for a dramof brandy. And give you the great pleasure of ny

conpany (me that is a man of sonme learning) in the bargain."

| said | did not see how a blind man coul d be a guide; but at
that he | aughed al oud, and said his stick was eyes enough for an

eagl e.

"In the Isle of Mull, at least," says he, "where | know every

stone and heat her-bush by mark of head. See, now," he said,
striking right and left, as if to nmake sure, "down there a burn

is running; and at the head of it there stands a bit of a snmall



hill with a stone cocked upon the top of that; and it's hard at
the foot of the hill, that the way runs by to Torosay; and the
way here, being for droves, is plainly trodden, and will show

grassy through the heather."

I had to own he was right in every feature, and told ny wonder.

"Ha!" says he, "that's nothing. Wuld ye believe me now, that
before the Act cane out, and when there were weepons in this
country, | could shoot? Ay, could I!" cries he, and then with a
leer: "If ye had such a thing as a pistol here to try with,

woul d show ye how it's done."

I told himl had nothing of the sort, and gave hima w der berth.
If he had known, his pistol stuck at that tine quite plainly out
of his pocket, and | could see the sun tw nkle on the steel of
the butt. But by the better luck for me, he knew not hi ng,

t hought all was covered, and lied on in the dark

He then began to question ne cunningly, where | cane from
whether | was rich, whether | could change a five-shilling piece
for him (which he declared he had that nonment in his sporran),
and all the tine he kept edging up to ne and | avoiding him W
were now upon a sort of green cattle-track which crossed the
hills towards Torosay, and we kept changi ng sides upon that |ike
ancers in areel. | had so plainly the upper-hand that ny
spirits rose, and indeed | took a pleasure in this gane of
bli ndman's buff; but the catechist grew angrier and angrier, and
at last began to swear in Gaelic and to strike for ny legs with

his staff.

Then | told himthat, sure enough, | had a pistol in ny pocket as

well as he, and if he did not strike across the hill due south |



woul d even bl ow his brains out.

He becane at once very polite, and after trying to soften nme for
some time, but quite in vain, he cursed ne once nore in Gaelic
and took hinself off. | watched himstriding along, through bog
and brier, tapping with his stick, until he turned the end of a
hill and disappeared in the next hollow. Then | struck on again
for Torosay, nuch better pleased to be alone than to travel with
that man of learning. This was an unlucky day; and these two, of
whom | had just rid nyself, one after the other, were the two

worst men | met with in the Hi ghl ands.

At Torosay, on the Sound of Miull and | ooking over to the mainland
of Morven, there was an inn with an innkeeper, who was a Macl ean
it appeared, of a very high family; for to keep an inn is thought
even nore genteel in the Highlands than it is with us, perhaps as
partaki ng of hospitality, or perhaps because the trade is idle
and drunken. He spoke good English, and finding me to be

somet hing of a scholar, tried ne first in French, where he easily
beat me, and then in the Latin, in which | don't know which of us
did best. This pleasant rivalry put us at once upon friendly
terns; and | sat up and drank punch with him (or to be nore
correct, sat up and watched himdrink it), until he was so tipsy

that he wept upon ny shoul der

| tried him as if by accident, with a sight of Alan's button

but it was plain he had never seen or heard of it. Indeed, he
bore sone grudge against the fanily and friends of Ardshiel, and
bef ore he was drunk he read ne a | anpoon, in very good Latin, but
with a very ill neaning, which he had made in el egi ac verses upon

a person of that house.

When | told himof ny catechist, he shook his head, and said

was |ucky to have got clear off. "That is a very dangerous nan,"



he sai d; "Duncan Macki egh is his nane; he can shoot by the ear at
several yards, and has been often accused of hi ghway robberies,

and once of nurder."

"The creamof it is,"” says I, "that he called hinself a

catechist."”

"And why should he not?" says he, "when that is what he is. It
was Macl ean of Duart gave it to hi mbecause he was blind. But

perhaps it was a peety,"” says ny host, "for he is always on the
road, going fromone place to another to hear the young fol k say
their religion; and, doubtless, that is a great tenptation to the

poor man."

At |ast, when ny | andlord could drink no nore, he showed ne to a
bed, and | lay down in very good spirits; having travelled the
greater part of that big and crooked Island of Mull, fromEarraid
to Torosay, fifty mles as the crow flies, and (with ny
wanderings) much nearer a hundred, in four days and with little
fatigue. |Indeed | was by far in better heart and health of body

at the end of that long tranp than I had been at the beginning.

CHAPTER XVI

THE LAD WTH THE SI LVER BUTTON: ACROSS MORVEN

There is a regular ferry from Torosay to Kinlochaline on the
mai nl and. Both shores of the Sound are in the country of the
strong clan of the Macl eans, and the people that passed the ferry
with me were alnost all of that clan. The skipper of the boat,
on the other hand, was called Neil Roy Macrob; and since Macrob

was one of the nanes of Alan's clansnmen, and Al an hi nsel f had



sent me to that ferry, |

Nei | Roy.

In the crowded boat this was of course inpossible,

passage was a very slow affair.
boat was wetchedly equi pped, we
The

side, and one on the other

good will, the passengers taking
whol e conpany giving the tine in
with the songs, and the sea-air,
of all concerned, and the bright

pretty thing to have seen.

But there was one nel ancholy part.

found a great sea-going ship at anchor

was eager to conme to private speech of

and t he
There was no wind, and as the
could pull but two oars on one

men gave way, however, with a
spells to help them and the
Gael i ¢ boat-songs. And what
and the good-nature and spirit

weat her, the passage was a

In the nouth of Loch Aline we

and this |I supposed at

first to be one of the King's cruisers which were kept al ong that

coast, both sunmer and wi nter
Fr ench.
shi p of nerchandi se

decks, but the sea-beach al so

skiffs were continually plying to and fro between them

nearer,

nour ni ng,

As we got a little nearer
and what still

were quite black with people,

to prevent comruni cation with the

it becane plain she was a
nore puzzled me, not only her
and

Yet

and there began to cone to our ears a great sound of

t he peopl e on board and those on the shore crying and

| anenting one to another so as to pierce the heart.

Then |

Ameri can col oni es.

We put the ferry-boat al ongside,
bul war ks,

fell ow passengers

How |l ong this nmight have gone on |

to have no sense of tinme: but at

understood this was an emnigrant ship bound for the

and the exiles | eaned over the

weepi ng and reaching out their hands to ny

anong whom t hey counted sone near friends.

do not know, for they seened

| ast the captain of the ship,



who seened near beside hinself (and no great wonder) in the mdst
of this crying and confusion, canme to the side and begged us to

depart.

Ther eupon Neil sheered off; and the chief singer in our boat
struck into a nelancholy air, which was presently taken up both
by the emgrants and their friends upon the beach, so that it
sounded fromall sides like a |ament for the dying. | saw the
tears run down the cheeks of the men and wonen in the boat, even
as they bent at the oars; and the circunstances and the nusic of
the song (which is one called "Lochaber no nore") were highly

af fecting even to nyself.

At Kinlochaline I got Neil Roy upon one side on the beach, and

said | made sure he was one of Appin's nen.

"And what for no?" said he.

"I am seeki ng sonebody," said |I; "and it cones in ny mnd that
you wi Il have news of him Alan Breck Stewart is his nane."” And
very foolishly, instead of showing himthe button, | sought to

pass a shilling in his hand.

At this he drew back. "I amvery nuch affronted,"” he said; "and
this is not the way that one shentl eman shoul d behave to anot her
at all. The man you ask for is in France; but if he was in ny

sporran," says he, "and your belly full of shillings, | would not

hurt a hair upon his body."

| saw | had gone the wong way to work, and wi thout wasting tine
upon apol ogi es, showed himthe button lying in the hollow of ny

pal m

"Aweel , aweel," said Neil; "and | think ye might have begun with



that end of the stick, whatever! But if ye are the lad with the
silver button, all is well, and I have the word to see that ye
come safe. But if ye will pardon ne to speak plainly," says he
"there is a nane that you should never take into your nouth, and
that is the name of Alan Breck; and there is a thing that ye
woul d never do, and that is to offer your dirty noney to a

H el and shent!| eman."

It was not very easy to apologise; for |I could scarce tell him
(what was the truth) that | had never dreamed he would set up to
be a gentlenman until he told me so. Neil on his part had no w sh
to prolong his dealings with ne, only to fulfil his orders and be
done with it; and he nade haste to give ne ny route. This was to
lie the night in Kinlochaline in the public inn; to cross Mrrven
the next day to Ardgour, and lie the night in the house of one
John of the O aynore, who was warned that | might conme; the third
day, to be set across one |loch at Corran and anot her at

Bal achul i sh, and then ask ny way to the house of Janes of the

G ens, at Aucharn in Duror of Appin. There was a good deal of
ferrying, as you hear; the sea in all this part running deep into
the mountai ns and wi nding about their roots. It makes the
country strong to hold and difficult to travel, but full of

prodi gious wild and dreadful prospects.

I had sone other advice fromMNeil: to speak with no one by the

way, to avoid Wigs, Canmpbells, and the "red-soldiers;" to | eave
the road and lie in a bush if | saw any of the latter coning,

"for it was never chancy to neet in with them" and in brief, to
conduct nyself like a robber or a Jacobite agent, as perhaps Nei

t hought ne.

The inn at Kinlochaline was the nost beggarly vile place that

ever pigs were styed in, full of snoke, vermn, and silent



H ghl anders. | was not only discontented with ny | odging, but
with nyself for ny m smanagenent of Neil, and thought | could
hardly be worse off. But very wongly, as | was soon to see; for
I had not been half an hour at the inn (standing in the door nost
of the tine, to ease ny eyes fromthe peat snoke) when a

t hunderstorm cane close by, the springs broke in a little hill on
whi ch the inn stood, and one end of the house becane a running
water. Places of public entertainnment were bad enough all over
Scotland in those days; yet it was a wonder to nyself, when | had
to go fromthe fireside to the bed in which | slept, wading over

t he shoes.

Early in ny next day's journey | overtook a little, stout, solemm
man, wal king very slowy with his toes turned out, sonetines
reading in a book and sonetines marking the place with his
finger, and dressed decently and plainly in something of a

clerical style.

This | found to be another catechist, but of a different order
fromthe blind man of Mull: being i ndeed one of those sent out by
t he Edi nburgh Society for Propagating Christian Know edge, to
evangel i se the nore savage places of the Highlands. Hi s nane was
Hender | and; he spoke with the broad south-country tongue, which
was beginning to weary for the sound of; and besides conmon
countryship, we soon found we had a nore particular bond of
interest. For ny good friend, the mnister of Essendean, had
translated into the Gaelic in his by-tine a nunber of hyms and
pi ous books whi ch Henderland used in his work, and held in great
esteem Indeed, it was one of these he was carrying and reading

when we net.

We fell in conpany at once, our ways lying together as far as to

Ki ngairloch. As we went, he stopped and spoke with all the



wayfarers and workers that we met or passed; and though of course
I could not tell what they di scoursed about, yet | judged M.
Hender | and nust be well liked in the countryside, for | observed
many of themto bring out their mulls and share a pinch of snuff

with him

I told himas far in ny affairs as | judged wi se; as far, that
is, as they were none of Alan's; and gave Bal achulish as the
place | was travelling to, to neet a friend; for | thought
Aucharn, or even Duror, would be too particular, and m ght put

hi mon the scent.

On his part, he told nme nmuch of his work and the people he worked
anong, the hiding priests and Jacobites, the Disarm ng Act, the
dress, and many other curiosities of the tine and place. He
seenmed noderate; blamng Parlianment in several points, and

especi ally because they had framed the Act nore severely agai nst

those who wore the dress than agai nst those who carri ed weapons.

This nmoderation put it in ny mnd to question himof the Red Fox
and the Appin tenants; questions which, | thought, would seem

natural enough in the nmouth of one travelling to that country.

He said it was a bad business. "It's wonderful,"” said he, "where
the tenants find the noney, for their life is nmere starvation

(Ye don't carry such a thing as snuff, do ye, M. Balfour? No.
Vell, I"'mbetter wanting it.) But these tenants (as | was
saying) are doubtless partly driven to it. Janes Stewart in
Duror (that's himthey call Janmes of the dens) is half-brother
to Ardshiel, the captain of the clan; and he is a man nuch | ooked

up to, and drives very hard. And then there's one they call Al an



Breck--"

"Ah!'" | cried, "what of hin®"

"What of the wind that bloweth where it listeth?" said

Henderland. "He's here and awa; here to-day and gone to-norrow
a fair heather-cat. He might be glowering at the two of us out
of yon whin-bush, and | woul dnae wonder! Ye'll no carry such a

thing as snuff, will ye?"

I told himno, and that he had asked the sanme thing nore than

once.

"It's highly possible,” said he, sighing. "But it seens strange
ye shoul dnae carry it. However, as | was saying, this A an Breck
is a bold, desperate customer, and well kent to be Janes's right
hand. His life is forfeit already; he would boggl e at naet hing;
and nmaybe, if a tenant-body was to hang back he would get a dirk

in his wane."

"You nmeke a poor story of it all, M. Henderland," said I. "If

it is all fear upon both sides, | care to hear no nore of it."

"Na," said M. Henderland, "but there's |ove too, and self-denia
that should put the like of you and ne to shane. There's

somet hing fine about it; no perhaps Christian, but humanly fine.
Even Al an Breck, by all that | hear, is a chield to be respected.
There's many a lying sneck-draw sits close in kirk in our own
part of the country, and stands well in the world' s eye, and
maybe is a far worse man, M. Balfour, than yon m sgui ded shedder
of man's bl ood. Ay, ay, we nmight take a | esson by them -- Ye'l
perhaps think |'ve been too long in the Hielands?" he added,

smling to ne.



I told himnot at all; that | had seen nuch to admire anong the
H ghl anders; and if he cane to that, M. Canpbell hinself was a

Hi ghl ander.

"Ay," said he, "that's true. |It's a fine blood."

"And what is the King's agent about?" | asked.

"Colin Canpbel | ?" says Henderland. "Putting his head in a bees

byke!"
"He is to turn the tenants out by force, | hear?" said |
"Yes," says he, "but the business has gone back and forth, as

folk say. First, James of the dens rode to Edi nburgh, and got
sonme |lawer (a Stewart, nae doubt -- they all hing together like
bats in a steeple) and had the proceedi ngs stayed. And then
Colin Campbell cam in again, and had the upper-hand before the
Barons of Exchequer. And now they tell ne the first of the
tenants are to flit to-nmorrow. It's to begin at Duror under
Janmes's very wi ndows, which doesnae seem w se by ny hunbl e way of

it."

"Do you think they'll fight?" |I asked.

"Wl l," says Henderland, "they're disarned -- or supposed to be
-- for there's still a good deal of cold iron Iying by in quiet
pl aces. And then Colin Canpbell has the sogers coming. But for
all that, if I was his lady wife, | woul dnae be well pleased till
I got him home again. They're queer custoners, the Appin

Stewarts."

| asked if they were worse than their neighbours.



"No they," said he. "And that's the worst part of it. For if
Colin Roy can get his business done in Appin, he has it all to
begin again in the next country, which they call Mnore, and
which is one of the countries of the Canmerons. He's King's
Fact or upon both, and from both he has to drive out the tenants;
and i ndeed, M. Balfour (to be open with ye), it's ny belief that

if he escapes the one lot, he'll get his death by the other."

So we continued tal king and wal king the great part of the, day;
until at last, M. Henderland after expressing his delight in ny
company, and satisfaction at nmeeting with a friend of M.

Canpbel l's ("whom " says he, "I will nmake bold to call that sweet
singer of our covenanted Zion"), proposed that | should nake a
short stage, and lie the night in his house a little beyond

Ki ngairloch. To say truth, | was overjoyed; for | had no great
desire for John of the Caynore, and since ny double

nmi sadventure, first with the guide and next with the gentlenan
ski pper, | stood in sone fear of any Highland stranger

Accordi ngly we shook hands upon the bargain, and canme in the
afternoon to a small house, standing alone by the shore of the

Li nnhe Loch. The sun was already gone fromthe desert nountains
of Ardgour upon the hither side, but shone on those of Appin on
the farther; the loch lay as still as a lake, only the gulls were
crying round the sides of it; and the whol e place seened sol emm

and uncout h.

We had no sooner cone to the door of M. Henderland' s dwelling,
than to ny great surprise (for | was now used to the politeness
of Hi ghl anders) he burst rudely past ne, dashed into the room
caught up a jar and a small horn-spoon, and began | adling snuff
into his nose in nost excessive quantities. Then he had a hearty

fit of sneezing, and | ooked round upon nme with a rather silly



smle.

"It's a vow | took," says he. "I took a vow upon ne that |
woul dnae carry it. Doubtless it's a great privation; but when
think upon the martyrs, not only to the Scottish Covenant but to

other points of Christianity, | think shame to mind it."

As soon as we had eaten (and porridge and whey was the best of
the good man's diet) he took a grave face and said he had a duty
to performby M. Canpbell, and that was to inquire into ny state
of mind towards God. | was inclined to smle at himsince the
busi ness of the snuff; but he had not spoken |ong before he
brought the tears into ny eyes. There are two things that nen
shoul d never weary of, goodness and hunmility; we get none too
much of themin this rough world anmong col d, proud peopl e; but

M. Henderl and had their very speech upon his tongue. And though
| was a good deal puffed up with nmy adventures and w th having
come off, as the saying is, with flying colours; yet he soon had
me on ny knees beside a sinple, poor old nan, and both proud and

glad to be there.

Before we went to bed he offered nme sixpence to help nme on ny
way, out of a scanty store he kept in the turf wall of his house;
at whi ch excess of goodness | knew not what to do. But at |ast
he was so earnest with ne that | thought it the nore mannerly

part to Il et himhave his way, and so |left him poorer than nyself.

CHAPTER XVI

THE DEATH OF THE RED FOX

The next day M. Henderland found for me a man who had a boat of



his own and was to cross the Linnhe Loch that afternoon into
Appin, fishing. H mhe prevailed on to take ne, for he was one
of his flock; and in this way | saved a |long day's travel and the

price of the two public ferries | nust otherw se have passed.

It was near noon before we set out; a dark day with clouds, and
the sun shining upon little patches. The sea was here very deep
and still, and had scarce a wave upon it; so that | nust put the
water to nmy lips before | could believe it to be truly salt. The
nmount ai ns on either side were high, rough and barren, very bl ack
and gl oony in the shadow of the clouds, but all silver-laced with
little watercourses where the sun shone upon them It seened a
hard country, this of Appin, for people to care as nuch about as

Al an di d.

There was but one thing to nention. Alittle after we had
started, the sun shone upon a little noving clunp of scarlet
close in along the water-side to the north. It was nuch of the
same red as soldiers' coats; every now and then, too, there came
little sparks and |ightnings, as though the sun had struck upon

bright steel.

| asked ny boatman what it should be, and he answered he supposed
it was sone of the red soldiers comng fromFort Wlliaminto
Appi n, against the poor tenantry of the country. WlIl, it was a
sad sight to nme; and whether it was because of ny thoughts of

Al an, or from sonething prophetic in ny bosom although this was
but the second tine | had seen King George's troops, | had no

good will to them

At last we cane so near the point of land at the entering in of
Loch Leven that | begged to be set on shore. M boatman (who was
an honest fellow and mndful of his pronmise to the catechist)

woul d fain have carried ne on to Bal achulish; but as this was to



take me farther fromny secret destination, | insisted, and was
set on shore at last under the wood of Letternore (or Lettervore,

for I have heard it both ways) in Alan's country of Appin.

This was a wood of birches, growing on a steep, craggy side of a

mountai n that overhung the loch. It had nany openi ngs and ferny

howes; and a road or bridle track ran north and south through the
mdst of it, by the edge of which, where was a spring, | sat down
to eat sonme oat-bread of M. Henderland's and think upon ny

si tuati on.

Here | was not only troubled by a cloud of stinging mdges, but
far more by the doubts of nmy mind. Wat | ought to do, why | was
going to join nyself with an outlaw and a woul d-be nurderer |ike
Al an, whether | should not be acting nore |like a man of sense to
tranp back to the south country direct, by nmy own gui dance and at
my own charges, and what M. Canpbell or even M. Henderl and
would think of me if they should ever learn ny folly and
presunption: these were the doubts that now began to come in on

me stronger than ever.

As | was so sitting and thinking, a sound of nen and horses cane
to ne through the wood; and presently after, at a turning of the
road, | saw four travellers cone into view The way was in this
part so rough and narrow that they cane single and led their
horses by the reins. The first was a great, red-headed

gentl eman, of an inperious and flushed face, who carried his hat
in his hand and fanned hinself, for he was in a breathing heat.
The second, by his decent black garb and white wig, | correctly
took to be a lawer. The third was a servant, and wore sone part
of his clothes in tartan, which showed that his master was of a
Hi ghland family, and either an outlaw or else in singular good

odour with the Governnent, since the wearing of tartan was



agai nst the Act. |If | had been better versed in these things, |
woul d have known the tartan to be of the Argyle (or Campbell)
colours. This servant had a good-si zed portnmanteau strapped on
his horse, and a net of lenons (to brew punch wi th) hangi ng at
the saddl e-bow, as was often enough the customwi th | uxurious

travellers in that part of the country.

As for the fourth, who brought up the tail, | had seen his |ike

bef ore, and knew himat once to be a sheriff's officer

I had no sooner seen these people coming than | made up nmy nind
(for no reason that | can tell) to go through with ny adventure;
and when the first cane alongside of nme, | rose up fromthe

bracken and asked himthe way to Aucharn

He stopped and | ooked at nme, as | thought, a little oddly; and
then, turning to the | awer, "Mingo," said he, "there's many a
man woul d think this nore of a warning than two pyats. Here am/|
on ny road to Duror on the job ye ken; and here is a young | ad
starts up out of the bracken, and speers if | amon the way to

Aucharn. "

"denure," said the other, "this is an ill subject for jesting."

These two had now drawn cl ose up and were gazing at ne, while the

two followers had halted about a stone-cast in the rear

"And what seek ye in Aucharn?" said Colin Roy Canpbell of
G enure, himthey called the Red Fox; for he it was that | had

st opped.

"The man that |ives there," said |



"Janmes of the dens," says denure, nusingly; and then to the

| awyer: "lIs he gathering his people, think ye?"

"Anyway," says the |l awyer, "we shall do better to bide where we

are, and let the soldiers rally us."

"If you are concerned for ne," said |, "I amneither of his
peopl e nor yours, but an honest subject of King George, ow ng no

man and fearing no nan."

"Wy, very well said," replies the Factor. "But if | may nake so
bol d as ask, what does this honest man so far fromhis country?
and why does he cone seeking the brother of Ardshiel? | have
power here, | must tell you. | amKing' s Factor upon several of

these estates, and have twelve files of soldiers at ny back.”

"I have heard a waif word in the country,” said I, alittle

nettled, "that you were a hard nan to drive."

He still kept looking at me, as if in doubt.

"Well," said he, at last, "your tongue is bold; but I amno
unfriend to plainness. |If ye had asked me the way to the door of
James Stewart on any other day but this, | would have set ye
right and bi dden ye God speed. But to-day -- eh, Mungo?" And he

turned again to | ook at the | awer

But just as he turned there canme the shot of a firelock from
hi gher up the hill; and with the very sound of it G enure fel

upon the road.

"O, | amdead!" he cried, several tines over.

The | awyer had caught himup and held himin his arns, the



servant standing over and cl asping his hands. And now the
wounded man | ooked fromone to another with scared eyes, and

there was a change in his voice, that went to the heart.

"Take care of yourselves," says he. "I amdead."

He tried to open his clothes as if to |look for the wound, but his
fingers slipped on the buttons. Wth that he gave a great sigh

his head rolled on his shoul der, and he passed away.

The | awyer said never a word, but his face was as sharp as a pen
and as white as the dead man's; the servant broke out into a
great noise of crying and weeping, like a child; and |, on ny
side, stood staring at themin a kind of horror. The sheriff's
officer had run back at the first sound of the shot, to hasten

the coning of the soldiers.

At last the lawyer laid down the dead man in his blood upon the

road, and got to his own feet with a kind of stagger

| believe it was his novenent that brought nme to ny senses; for
he had no sooner done so than | began to scranble up the hill,

crying out, "The nurderer! the murderer!”

So little a time had el apsed, that when | got to the top of the
first steepness, and could see sone part of the open nountain,
the murderer was still noving away at no great distance. He was
a big man, in a black coat, with netal buttons, and carried a

I ong fow ing-piece.

"Here!" | cried. "I see hinl"

At that the murderer gave a little, quick |ook over his shoul der



and began to run. The next nonent he was lost in a fringe of
bi rches; then he canme out again on the upper side, where | could
see himclinbing |ike a jackanapes, for that part was again very
steep; and then he di pped behind a shoul der, and | saw hi m no

nor e.

Al this tine | had been running on ny side, and had got a good

way up, when a voice cried upon ne to stand.

| was at the edge of the upper wood, and so now, when | halted

and | ooked back, | saw all the open part of the hill bel ow ne.

The | awyer and the sheriff's officer were standing just above the
road, crying and waving on nme to conme back; and on their left,
the red-coats, nusket in hand, were beginning to struggle singly

out of the | ower wood.

"Way should I cone back?" | cried. "Cone you on!"

"Ten pounds if ye take that lad!" cried the lawer. "He's an

acconplice. He was posted here to hold us in talk."

At that word (which | could hear quite plainly, though it was to
the soldiers and not to ne that he was crying it) ny heart cane
inm nmouth with quite a new kind of terror. |Indeed, it is one
thing to stand the danger of your life, and quite another to run
the peril of both life and character. The thing, besides, had

come so suddenly, like thunder out of a clear sky, that | was al

amazed and hel pl ess.

The sol diers began to spread, sone of themto run, and others to

put up their pieces and cover ne; and still | stood.

"Jock[18] in here anpbng the trees,"” said a voice close bhy.



[ 18] Duck.

I ndeed, | scarce knew what | was doing, but | obeyed; and as
did so, | heard the firelocks bang and the balls whistle in the

bi r ches.

Just inside the shelter of the trees | found Al an Breck standing,
with a fishing-rod. He gave ne no salutation; indeed it was no
time for civilities; only "Cone!" says he, and set off running

al ong the side of the nountain towards Bal aehulish; and I, like a

sheep, to follow him

Now we ran anong the birches; now stooping behind | ow hunps upon
the nmountain-side; now crawing on all fours anong the heather
The pace was deadly: ny heart seenmed bursting against ny ribs;
and | had neither time to think nor breath to speak with. Only I
renenber seeing with wonder, that Al an every now and then woul d
straighten hinmself to his full height and | ook back; and every
time he did so, there cane a great far-away cheering and crying

of the sol diers.

Quarter of an hour later, Al an stopped, clapped down flat in the

heather, and turned to ne.

"Now, " said he, "it's earnest. Do as | do, for your life."

And at the sane speed, but nowwith infinitely nore precaution
we traced back again across the nountain-side by the sane way

that we had cone, only perhaps higher; till at last Al an threw
hi msel f down in the upper wood of Letternore, where | had found

himat the first, and lay, with his face in the bracken, panting



i ke a dog.

My own sides so ached, ny head so swam ny tongue so hung out of

my mouth with heat and dryness, that | |ay beside himlike one
dead.
CHAPTER XVI |

I TALK WTH ALAN | N THE WOOD OF LETTERMORE

Alan was the first to cone round. He rose, went to the border of

the wood, peered out a little, and then returned and sat down.

"Well," said he, "yon was a hot burst, David."

| said nothing, nor so nuch as lifted ny face. | had seen nurder
done, and a great, ruddy, jovial gentleman struck out of life in
a monent; the pity of that sight was still sore within nme, and
yet that was but a part of ny concern. Here was nurder done upon
the man Al an hated; here was Al an skulking in the trees and
running fromthe troops; and whether his was the hand that fired
or only the head that ordered, signified but little. By ny way
of it, nmy only friend in that wild country was blood-guilty in
the first degree; | held himin horror; | could not | ook upon his
face; | would have rather lain alone in the rain on ny cold isle,

than in that warm wood besi de a nurderer

"Are ye still wearied?" he asked agai n.

"No," said |, still with ny face in the bracken; "no, | am not
wearied now, and | can speak. You and me nust twine,"[19] | said.
"I liked you very well, Al an, but your ways are not mine, and

they're not God's: and the short and the long of it is just that



we nust twne."

[19] Part.

"I will hardly twine fromye, David, wthout sone kind of reason
for the sanme," said Alan, mghty gravely. "If ye ken anything
against ny reputation, it's the least thing that ye should do,
for old acquai ntance' sake, to let nme hear the nane of it; and if
ye have only taken a distaste to ny society, it will be proper

for me to judge if I"'minsulted."

"Alan," said |, "what is the sense of this? Ye ken very well yon

Canpbel |l -man lies in his blood upon the road."

He was silent for a little; then says he, "Did ever ye hear tel
of the story of the Man and the Good Peopl e?" -- by which he

meant the fairies.

"No," said I, "nor do | want to hear it."
"Wth your permission, M. Balfour, I will tell it you
what ever, " says Alan. "The man, ye should ken, was cast upon a

rock in the sea, where it appears the Good People were in use to
come and rest as they went through to Ireland. The nane of this
rock is called the Skerryvore, and it's not far fromwhere we
suffered ship-weck. WIlI, it seens the man cried so sore, if he
could just see his little bairn before he died! that at last the
king of the Good Peopl e took peety upon him and sent one flying
that brought back the bairn in a poke[20] and laid it down beside
the man where he lay sleeping. So when the man woke, there was a
poke beside him and sonmething into the inside of it that noved.

Well, it seens he was one of these gentry that think aye the



worst of things; and for greater security, he stuck his dirk
t hroughout that poke before he opened it, and there was his bairn
dead. | amthinking to nyself, M. Balfour, that you and the man

are very nuch alike."

[ 20] Bag.

"Do you nean you had no hand in it?" cried |, sitting up

"I will tell you first of all, M. Balfour of Shaws, as one

friend to another," said Alan, "that if | were going to kill a
gentleman, it would not be in ny own country, to bring trouble on
my clan; and I would not go wanting sword and gun, and with a

| ong fishing-rod upon ny back."

"Well," said |, "that's true!"

"And now," continued Al an, taking out his dirk and Il aying his
hand upon it in a certain manner, "I swear upon the Holy lron

had neither art nor part, act nor thought init."

"I thank God for that!" cried I, and offered himmy hand.

He did not appear to see it.

"And here is a great deal of work about a Canpbell!" said he.

"They are not so scarce, that | ken!"

"At least," said |, "you cannot justly blanme nme, for you know
very well what you told nme in the brig. But the tenptation and
the act are different, | thank God again for that. W nmay all be

tenpted; but to take a life in cold blood, Alan!™ And | could

say no nore for the nonent. "And do you know who did it?"



added. "Do you know that man in the black coat?"

"I have nae clear mind about his coat," said Al an cunningly, "but

it sticks in nmy head that it was blue.”

"Blue or black, did ye know hin?" said I

"I coul dnae just conscientiously swear to him" says Alan. "He
gaed very close by ne, to be sure, but it's a strange thing that

I should just have been tying my brogues.™

"Can you swear that you don't know him Al an?" | cried, half

angered, half in a mnd to | augh at his evasions.

"Not yet," says he; "but |1've a grand nmenory for forgetting,

Davi d. "

"And yet there was one thing | sawclearly," said |; "and that

was, that you exposed yourself and me to draw the soldiers."”

"It's very likely," said Alan; "and so would any gentleman. You

and ne were innocent of that transaction."”

"The better reason, since we were falsely suspected, that we
should get clear," | cried. "The innocent should surely cone

before the guilty.”

"Why, David," said he, "the innocent have aye a chance to get
assoiled in court; but for the lad that shot the bullet, I think
the best place for himwi |l be the heather. Themthat havenae
di pped their hands in any little difficulty, should be very

m ndful of the case of themthat have. And that is the good
Christianity. For if it was the other way round about, and the

I ad whom | coul dnae just clearly see had been in our shoes, and



we in his (as nmght very well have been), | think we would be a

good deal obliged to himoursel's if he would draw the soldiers."

When it came to this, | gave Alan up. But he | ooked so innocent
all the time, and was in such clear good faith in what he said,
and so ready to sacrifice hinmself for what he deened his duty,
that ny mouth was closed. M. Henderland' s words cane back to
me: that we ourselves might take a | esson by these wild

H ghl anders. Well, here | had taken mine. Al an's norals were
all tail-first; but he was ready to give his life for them such

as they were.

"Alan,” said |, "I'lIl not say it's the good Christianity as
understand it, but it's good enough. And here | offer ye ny hand

for the second tine."

Wher eupon he gave nme both of his, saying surely | had cast a
spell upon him for he could forgive me anything. Then he grew
very grave, and said we had not nuch tinme to throw away, but nust
both flee that country: he, because he was a deserter, and the
whol e of Appin would now be searched |ike a chanber, and every
one obliged to give a good account of hinself; and |, because

was certainly involved in the murder.

"O" says |, willing to give hima little lesson, "I have no fear

of the justice of ny country.”

"As if this was your country!" said he. "O as if ye would be

tried here, in a country of Stewarts!"

"It's all Scotland,” said I

"Man, | whiles wonder at ye," said Alan. "This is a Canpbell



that's been killed. Well, it'll be tried in Inverara, the
Canpbel | s' head place; with fifteen Canpbells in the jury-box and
the bi ggest Canpbell of all (and that's the Duke) sitting cocking
on the bench. Justice, David? The sane justice, by all the

worl d, as denure found awhile ago at the roadside."

This frightened me a little, | confess, and would have frightened
me nore if | had known how nearly exact were Al an's predictions;
indeed it was but in one point that he exaggerated, there being
but el even Canmpbells on the jury; though as the other four were
equally in the Duke's dependence, it mattered | ess than night
appear. Still, | cried out that he was unjust to the Duke of
Argyle, who (for all he was a Whig) was yet a wi se and honest

nobl eman.

"Hoot!" said Alan, "the man's a \Whig, nae doubt; but | would
never deny he was a good chieftain to his clan. And what woul d
the clan think if there was a Canpbell shot, and naebody hanged,
and their own chief the Justice General? But | have often
observed," says Al an, "that you Low country bodi es have no clear

i dea of what's right and wong."

At this | did at |ast |augh out aloud, when to ny surprise, Al an

joined in, and | aughed as nerrily as myself.

"Na, na," said he, "we're in the Hielands, David; and when | tel
ye to run, take ny word and run. Nae doubt it's a hard thing to
skul k and starve in the Heather, but it's harder yet to lie

shackled in a red-coat prison."

| asked hi mwhither we should flee; and as he told nme "to the
Low ands,"” | was a little better inclined to go with him for
i ndeed, | was growing inpatient to get back and have the

upper - hand of mnmy uncle. Besides, Al an made so sure there would



be no question of justice in the matter, that | began to be
afraid he mght be right. O all deaths, | would truly like

| east to die by the gallows; and the picture of that uncanny
instrument came into my head with extraordi nary cl earness (as
had once seen it engraved at the top of a pedlar's ballad) and

took away ny appetite for courts of justice.

"I''ll chance it, Alan," saidIl. "I'll go with you."

"But mind you," said Alan, "it's no small thing. Ye maun lie
bare and hard, and brook many an enpty belly. Your bed shall be
the moorcock's, and your life shall be like the hunted deer's,

and ye shall sleep with your hand upon your weapons. Ay, nan, ye

shall taigle many a weary foot, or we get clear! | tell ye this
at the start, for it's alife that | ken well. But if ye ask
what ot her chance ye have, | answer: Nane. Either take to the

heather with ne, or else hang."

"And that's a choice very easily nade," said |I; and we shook

hands upon it.

"And now |l et's take another keek at the red-coats,” says Al an

and he led ne to the north-eastern fringe of the wood.

Looki ng out between the trees, we could see a great side of
mount ai n, runni ng down exceeding steep into the waters of the
loch. It was a rough part, all hanging stone, and heather, and
big scrogs of birchwood; and away at the far end towards

Bal achulish, little wee red soldiers were di pping up and down
over hill and howe, and growi ng smaller every minute. There was
no cheering now, for | think they had other uses for what breath
was | eft them but they still stuck to the trail, and doubtless

t hought that we were close in front of them



Al an watched them smiling to hinself.

"Ay," said he, "they'|l|l be gey weary before they've got to the
end of that enploy! And so you and ne, David, can sit down and
eat a bite, and breathe a bit |onger, and take a dram from ny
bottle. Then we'll strike for Aucharn, the house of ny kinsman,
Janes of the dens, where | nust get ny clothes, and ny arns, and
money to carry us along; and then, David, we'll cry, 'Forth,

Fortune!' and take a cast ampbng the heather.”

So we sat again and ate and drank, in a place whence we could see
the sun going down into a field of great, wild, and housel ess
nmount ai ns, such as | was now condemed to wander in with ny
companion. Partly as we so sat, and partly afterwards, on the
way to Aucharn, each of us narrated his adventures; and | shal
here set down so nuch of Alan's as seens either curious or

needf ul .

It appears he ran to the bulwarks as soon as the wave was passed;
saw ne, and lost ne, and saw ne again, as | tunbled in the roost;
and at | ast had one glinpse of me clinging on the yard. It was
this that put himin some hope | would maybe get to land after
all, and nade him |l eave those clues and nessages which had

brought me (for my sins) to that unlucky country of Appin.

In the meanwhile, those still on the brig had got the skiff

| aunched, and one or two were on board of her already, when there
came a second wave greater than the first, and heaved the brig
out of her place, and would certainly have sent her to the
bottom had she not struck and caught on sone projection of the
reef. Vhen she had struck first, it had been bows-on, so that
the stern had hitherto been | owest. But now her stern was thrown

in the air, and the bows plunged under the sea; and with that,



the water began to pour into the fore-scuttle Iike the pouring of

a mll-dam

It took the colour out of Alan's face, even to tell what

followed. For there were still two nen lying inpotent in their
bunks; and these, seeing the water pour in and thinking the ship
had foundered, began to cry out aloud, and that with such
harrowing cries that all who were on deck tunbl ed one after
another into the skiff and fell to their oars. They were not two
hundred yards away, when there cane a third great sea; and at
that the brig lifted clean over the reef; her canvas filled for a
nmorment, and she seened to sail in chase of them but settling al
the while; and presently she drew down and down, as if a hand was

drawi ng her; and the sea closed over the Covenant of Dysart.

Never a word they spoke as they pulled ashore, being stunned with
the horror of that screaning; but they had scarce set foot upon

t he beach when Hoseason woke up, as if out of a nuse, and bade
them |l ay hands upon Al an. They hung back indeed, having little
taste for the enploynment; but Hoseason was like a fiend, crying
that Al an was al one, that he had a great sum about him that he
had been the nmeans of losing the brig and drowning all their
conrades, and that here was both revenge and weal th upon a single
cast. It was seven against one; in that part of the shore there
was no rock that Al an could set his back to; and the sailors

began to spread out and come behind him

"And then," said Alan, "the little man with the red head --

havenae nmnd of the name that he is called."”

"Riach," said |

"Ay" said Alan, "Riach! Well, it was himthat took up the clubs



for me, asked the nmen if they werenae feared of a judgnent, and,
says he "Dod, I'Il put my back to the Hi el andman's nysel'.
That's none such an entirely bad little man, yon little man with

the red head," said Alan. "He has sone spunks of decency."

"Well," said |, "he was kind to ne in his way."

"And so he was to Alan," said he; "and by ny troth, | found his
way a very good one! But ye see, David, the loss of the ship and
the cries of these poor lads sat very ill upon the man; and I'm

thinking that would be the cause of it."

"Well, | would think so," says |I; "for he was as keen as any of

the rest at the beginning. But how did Hoseason take it?"

"It sticks in ny mind that he would take it very ill," says Al an
"But the little man cried to me to run, and indeed | thought it
was a good observe, and ran. The last that | saw they were al
in a knot upon the beach, like folk that were not agreeing very

wel | together."

"VWhat do you nean by that?" said |

"Well, the fists were going,"” said Alan; "and | saw one man go
down like a pair of breeks. But | thought it would be better no
to wait. Ye see there's a strip of Canpbells in that end of
Mul I, which is no good conpany for a gentleman like ne. If it
hadnae been for that | would have waited and | ooked for ye
mysel', let alone giving a hand to the little man." (It was
droll how Alan dwelt on M. Riach's stature, for, to say the
truth, the one was not nuch snaller than the other.) "So," says
he, continuing, "I set ny best foot forward, and whenever | net
inwith any one | cried out there was a weck ashore. Man, they

didnae sto p to fash with ne! Ye should have seen them |inking



for the beach! And when they got there they found they had had
the pleasure of a run, which is aye good for a Canpbell. I'm
thinking it was a judgnment on the clan that the brig went down in
the lunp and di dnae break. But it was a very unlucky thing for
you, that same; for if any wreck had cone ashore they woul d have

hunted hi gh and | ow, and woul d soon have found ye."

CHAPTER XI X

THE HOUSE OF FEAR

Night fell as we were wal king, and the cl ouds, which had broken
up in the afternoon, settled in and thickened, so that it fell
for the season of the year, extrenely dark. The way we went was
over rough mount ai nsi des; and though Al an pushed on with an

assured manner, | could by no neans see how he directed hinself.

At | ast, about half-past ten of the clock, we came to the top of
a brae, and saw lights below us. |t seened a house door stood

open and let out a beamof fire and candle-light; and all round
the house and steading five or six persons were noving hurriedly

about, each carrying a |ighted brand.

"James nmust have tint his wits," said Alan. "If this was the
sol diers instead of you and nme, he would be in a bonny nmess. But
| dare say he'll have a sentry on the road, and he woul d ken well

enough no soldiers would find the way that we cane."

Her eupon he whistled three tinmes, in a particular manner. It was
strange to see how, at the first sound of it, all the noving

torches cane to a stand, as if the bearers were affrighted; and



how, at the third, the bustle began again as before.

Havi ng thus set folks' mnds at rest, we cane down the brae, and
were met at the yard gate (for this place was like a well-doing
farm) by a tall, handsone man of nore than fifty, who cried out

to Alan in the Gaelic.

"James Stewart," said Alan, "I will ask ye to speak in Scotch,
for here is a young gentleman with nme that has nane of the other.
This is him" he added, putting his armthrough mne, "a young
gentl eman of the Lowlands, and a laird in his country too, but I
amthinking it will be the better for his health if we give his

nane the go-by."

James of the Aens turned to ne for a nmonent, and greeted ne

courteously enough; the next he had turned to Al an

"This has been a dreadful accident," he cried. "It will bring

trouble on the country." And he wung his hands.

"Hoots!" said Alan, "ye nust take the sour with the sweet, nan.

Colin Roy is dead, and be thankful for that!"

"Ay" said Janmes, "and by ny troth, I wi sh he was alive again!
It's all very fine to blow and boast beforehand; but nowit's
done, Al an; and who's to bear the wte[21] of it? The acci dent
fell out in Appin -- mind ye that, Alan; it's Appin that nust

pay; and | ama nman that has a famly."

[ 21] Bl an®.

While this was going on | | ooked about ne at the servants. Sone

were on | adders, digging in the thatch of the house or the farm



bui I di ngs, from which they brought out guns, swords, and

di fferent weapons of war; others carried them away; and by the
sound of mattock bl ows from sonewhere farther down the brae, |
suppose they buried them Though they were all so busy, there
prevailed no kind of order in their efforts; men struggled
together for the sane gun and ran into each other with their
burning torches; and Janes was continually turning about fromhis
talk with Alan, to cry out orders which were apparently never
understood. The faces in the torchlight were |ike those of
peopl e overborne with hurry and panic; and though none spoke

above his breath, their speech sounded both anxi ous and angry.

It was about this tinme that a | assie canme out of the house
carrying a pack or bundle; and it has often nmade nme smile to

think how Alan's instinct awoke at the nere sight of it.

"What's that the | assie has?" he asked.

"We're just setting the house in order, Alan," said Janes, in his
frightened and somewhat fawning way. "They'll search Appin with
candl es, and we nmust have all things straight. W're digging the
bit guns and swords into the noss, ye see; and these, | am
thinking, will be your ain French clothes. W'IIl be to bury

them | believe."

"Bury ny French clothes!" cried Alan. "Troth, no!" And he laid
hol d upon the packet and retired into the barn to shift hinself,

recommending me in the neanwhile to his kinsman.

Janmes carried nme accordingly into the kitchen, and sat down with
me at table, smiling and talking at first in a very hospitable
manner. But presently the gl oomreturned upon him he sat

frowning and biting his fingers; only remenbered nme fromtine to



tinme; and then gave ne but a word or two and a poor snile, and
back into his private terrors. His wife sat by the fire and
wept, with her face in her hands; his eldest son was crouched
upon the floor, running over a great nmass of papers and now and
again setting one alight and burning it to the bitter end; al

the while a servant lass with a red face was rummagi ng about the
room in a blind hurry of fear, and whi npering as she went; and
every now and again one of the men would thrust in his face from

the yard, and cry for orders.

At | ast Janes coul d keep his seat no | onger, and begged ny
permi ssion to be so unmannerly as wal k about. "I am but poor
company al together, sir," says he, "but | can think of nothing
but this dreadful accident, and the trouble it is like to bring

upon quite innocent persons."

Alittle after he observed his son burning a paper which he
t hought shoul d have been kept; and at that his excitenent burst
out so that it was painful to witness. He struck the |ad

repeat edl y.

"Are you gone gyte?"[22] he cried. "Do you wi sh to hang your
father?" and forgetful of ny presence, carried on at hima | ong
time together in the Gaelic, the young man answering not hi ng;
only the wife, at the name of hanging, throwi ng her apron over

her face and sobbi ng out |ouder than before.

[22] Mad.

This was all wetched for a stranger |ike nyself to hear and see;
and | was right glad when Al an returned, |ooking like hinself in
his fine French clothes, though (to be sure) they were now grown

al nbst too battered and withered to deserve the nane of fine. |



was then taken out in my turn by another of the sons, and given
that change of clothing of which | had stood so long in need, and
a pair of Highland brogues nade of deer-|eather, rather strange

at first, but after a little practice very easy to the feet.

By the time | cane back Al an nmust have told his story; for it
seenmed understood that | was to fly with him and they were al
busy upon our equi pnent. They gave us each a sword and pistols,
though | professed ny inability to use the former; and with
these, and sone ammunition, a bag of oatneal, an iron pan, and a
bottle of right French brandy, we were ready for the heather
Money, indeed, was | acking. | had about two guineas left; Alan's
belt havi ng been despatched by another hand, that trusty
messenger had no nore than seventeen-pence to his whole fortune;
and as for Janes, it appears he had brought hinself so low with
journeys to Edi nburgh and | egal expenses on behal f of the
tenants, that he could only scrape together

t hree- and-five-pence- hal f penny, the nost of it in coppers.

"This'll no do," said Al an

"Ye nust find a safe bit sonewhere near by," said James, "and get
word sent to ne. Ye see, ye'll have to get this business
prettily off, Alan. This is no tinme to be stayed for a guinea or
two. They're sure to get wind of ye, sure to seek ye, and by ny
way of it, sure to lay on ye the wte of this day's accident. |If
it falls on you, it falls on ne that am your near kinsnman and
harboured ye while ye were in the country. And if it cones on

me----" he paused, and bit his fingers, with a white face. "It
woul d be a painful thing for our friends if | was to hang," said

he.

"I't would be an ill day for Appin," says Alan



"It's a day that sticks in ny throat," said Janes. "O man, nman,
man- - man Al an! you and ne have spoken like two fools!" he cried,

striking his hand upon the wall so that the house rang again.

"Well, and that's true, too," said Alan; "and ny friend fromthe
Low ands here" (nodding at me) "gave ne a good word upon that

head, if | would only have listened to him"

"But see here," said Janmes, returning to his forner manner, "if
they lay me by the heels, Alan, it's then that you'll be needing
the money. For with all that | have said and that you have said,
it will |ook very black against the two of us; do ye mark that?
Vwell, follow ne out, and ye'll, I'll see that I'll have to get a
paper out against ye mysel'; have to offer a reward for ye; ay,
will I! It's a sore thing to do between such near friends; but
if I get the dirdun{23] of this dreadful accident, 1'll have to

fend for nyself, man. Do ye see that?"

[23] Bl ane.

He spoke with a pleading earnestness, taking Al an by the breast

of the coat.

"Ay" said Alan, "I see that."
"And ye'll have to be clear of the country, Alan -- ay, and clear
of Scotland -- you and your friend fromthe Low ands, too. For

I"1l have to paper your friend fromthe Low ands. Ye see that,

Alan -- say that ye see that!"”

I thought Alan flushed a bit. "This is unco hard on me that

brought hi m here, Janes," said he, throwing his head back. "It's



like making me a traitor!"

"Now, Alan, man!" cried Janes. "Look things in the face! He'll
be papered anyway; Mingo Canpbell'll be sure to paper him what
matters if | paper himtoo? And then, Alan, | ama man that has

a famly." And then, after a little pause on both sides, "And,

Alan, it'll be a jury of Canpbells," said he.

"There's one thing," said Al an, nusingly, "that naebody kens his

namne.

"Nor yet they shallnae, Alan! There's ny hand on that," cried
James, for all the world as if he had really known ny nane and
was foregoi ng sone advantage. "But just the habit he was in, and
what he | ooked like, and his age, and the |like? | coul dnae well

do less."

"I wonder at your father's son," cried Alan, sternly. "Wuld ye

sell the lad with a gift? Wuld ye change his clothes and then

betray hi nmP"

"No, no, Alan," said Janes. "No, no: the habit he took off -- the
habit Mungo saw himin." But | thought he seened crestfallen

i ndeed, he was clutching at every straw, and all the time, | dare

say, saw the faces of his hereditary foes on the bench, and in

the jury-box, and the gallows in the background.

"Well, sir" says Alan, turning to nme, "what say ye to, that? Ye
are here under the safeguard of ny honour; and it's ny part to

see not hing done but what shall please you."

"I have but one word to say,"” said I; "for to all this dispute

am a perfect stranger. But the plain common-sense is to set the



bl ame where it belongs, and that is on the man who fired the
shot. Paper him as ye call it, set the hunt on him and |et
honest, innocent folk show their faces in safety.” But at this
both Alan and Janes cried out in horror; bidding me hold ny
tongue, for that was not to be thought of; and asking nme what the
Canerons woul d think? (which confirmed nme, it nust have been a
Caneron from Manore that did the act) and if | did not see that
the lad m ght be caught? "Ye havenae surely thought of that?"
said they, with such innocent earnestness, that ny hands dropped

at ny side and | despaired of argunent.

"Very well, then," said |, "paper ne, if you please, paper Alan

paper King CGeorge! W're all three innocent, and that seens to

be what's want ed. But at |least, sir," said | to Janes

recovering fromny little fit of annoyance, "I am Al an's friend,
and if | can be helpful to friends of his, I will not stunble at
the risk."

I thought it best to put a fair face on nmy consent, for | saw

Al an troubl ed; and, besides (thinks | to nyself), as soon as ny
back is turned, they will paper nme, as they call it, whether |
consent or not. But inthis | saw |l was wong; for | had no
sooner said the words, than Ms. Stewart |eaped out of her chair,
came running over to us, and wept first upon ny neck and then on

Alan's, blessing God for our goodness to her famly.

"As for you, Alan, it was no nore than your bounden duty," she
said. "But for this lad that has come here and seen us at our
worst, and seen the goodnan fleeching like a suitor, himthat by
rights should give his commands |ike any king -- as for you, ny
| ad," she says, "ny heart is wae not to have your nanme, but |
have your face; and as long as ny heart beats under ny bosom |

will keep it, and think of it, and bless it." And with that she



ki ssed ne, and burst once nore into such sobbing, that | stood

abashed.

"Hoot, hoot," said Alan, looking nmighty silly. "The day cones
unco soon in this nonth of July; and to-norrow there'll be a fine
to-do in Appin, a fine riding of dragoons, and crying of
"Cruachan!'[24] and running of red-coats; and it behoves you and

me to the sooner be gone.”

[24] The rallying-word of the Canpbells.

Thereupon we said farewell, and set out again, bendi ng somewhat
eastwards, in a fine mld dark night, and over nuch the sane

broken country as before.

CHAPTER XX

THE FLI GHT I N THE HEATHER: THE ROCKS

Sonetinmes we wal ked, sonetinmes ran; and as it drew on to norning,
wal ked ever the less and ran the nore. Though, upon its face,
that country appeared to be a desert, yet there were huts and
houses of the people, of which we nmust have passed nore than
twenty, hidden in quiet places of the hills. Wen we came to one
of these, Alan would leave ne in the way, and go hinself and rap
upon the side of the house and speak awhile at the wi ndow with
sonme sl eeper awakened. This was to pass the news; which, in that
country, was so rmuch of a duty that Al an must pause to attend to
it even while fleeing for his life; and so well attended to by
others, that in nore than half of the houses where we call ed they

had heard already of the nmurder. |In the others, as well as



coul d nmake out (standing back at a distance and hearing a strange

tongue), the news was received with nore of consternation than

surprise.
For all our hurry, day began to cone in while we were still far
fromany shelter. It found us in a prodigious valley, strewn

with rocks and where ran a foaming river. WId nountains stood
around it; there grew there neither grass nor trees; and | have
someti nes thought since then, that it nay have been the valley
call ed d encoe, where the nassacre was in the tinme of King
Wlliam But for the details of our itinerary, I amall to seek
our way |lying now by short cuts, now by great detours; our pace
being so hurried, our tinme of journeying usually by night; and
the nanes of such places as | asked and heard being in the Gaelic

tongue and the nore easily forgotten

The first peep of norning, then, showed us this horrible place,

and | could see Alan knit his brow

"This is no fit place for you and ne," he said. "This is a place

they're bound to watch.”

And with that he ran harder than ever down to the water-side, in
a part where the river was split in two anong three rocks. It
went through with a horrid thundering that made ny belly quake;
and there hung over the lynn a little mst of spray. Al an |ooked
neither to the right nor to the left, but junped clean upon the
nmiddl e rock and fell there on his hands and knees to check

hi nsel f, for that rock was small and he m ght have pitched over
on the far side. | had scarce time to neasure the distance or to
understand the peril before | had followed him and he had caught

and st opped ne.



So there we stood, side by side upon a snmall rock slippery with
spray, a far broader leap in front of us, and the river dinning
upon all sides. Wien | saw where | was, there cane on ne a deadly
si ckness of fear, and | put my hand over nmy eyes. Alan took ne
and shook me; | saw he was speaking, but the roaring of the falls
and the trouble of ny mnd prevented nme fromhearing; only I saw
his face was red with anger, and that he stanped upon the rock
The same | ook showed ne the water raging by, and the nmi st hanging

inthe air: and with that | covered ny eyes again and shudder ed.

The next mnute Al an had set the brandy bottle to ny lips, and
forced ne to drink about a gill, which sent the blood into ny
head again. Then, putting his hands to his nouth, and his nouth
to ny ear, he shouted, "Hang or drown!" and turning his back upon
me, | eaped over the farther branch of the stream and | anded

saf e.

I was now al one upon the rock, which gave nme the nore room the
brandy was singing in ny ears; | had this good exanple fresh
before ne, and just wit enough to see that if | did not |eap at
once, | should never leap at all. | bent |ow on ny knees and
flung nyself forth, with that kind of anger of despair that has
sonmetines stood nme in stead of courage. Sure enough, it was but
my hands that reached the full Iength; these slipped, caught
again, slipped again; and | was sliddering back into the lynn
when Al an seized nme, first by the hair, then by the collar, and

with a great strain dragged nme into safety.

Never a word he said, but set off running again for his life, and
I nust stagger to ny feet and run after him | had been weary
before, but now | was sick and bruised, and partly drunken with
the brandy; | kept stunbling as | ran, | had a stitch that cane

near to overmaster ne; and when at |ast Al an paused under a great



rock that stood there anobng a nunber of others, it was none too

soon for David Bal four.

A great rock | have said; but by rights it was two rocks | eaning
together at the top, both sonme twenty feet high, and at the first
sight inaccessible. Even Al an (though you nay say he had as good
as four hands) failed twice in an attenpt to clinb them and it
was only at the third trial, and then by standing on ny shoul ders
and | eaping up with such force as | thought nust have broken ny
col l ar-bone, that he secured a | odgnent. Once there, he |l et down
his leathern girdle; and with the aid of that and a pair of

shal | ow footholds in the rock, | scranbled up beside him

Then | saw why we had cone there; for the two rocks, being both
somewhat holl ow on the top and sl oping one to the other, made a
ki nd of dish or saucer, where as many as three or four nmen m ght

have | ai n hi dden.

Al this while Alan had not said a word, and had run and clinbed
with such a savage, silent frenzy of hurry, that | knew that he
was in nortal fear of sone miscarriage. Even now we were on the
rock he said nothing, nor so nuch as rel axed the frowning | ook
upon his face; but clapped flat down, and keeping only one eye
above the edge of our place of shelter scouted all round the
conpass. The dawn had cone quite, clear; we could see the stony
sides of the valley, and its bottom which was bestrewed with
rocks, and the river, which went fromone side to another, and
made white falls; but nowhere the snoke of a house, nor any

living creature but some eagles screaming round a cliff.

Then at last Alan sm |l ed.

"Ay" said he, "now we have a chance;" and then |l ooking at me with

some anusenent. "Ye're no very gleg[25] at the junping,"” said he.



[ 25] Bri sk.

At this |I suppose | coloured with nortification, for he added at
once, "Hoots! small blame to ye! To be feared of a thing and yet
to do it, is what makes the prettiest kind of a man. And then

there was water there, and water's a thing that dauntons even ne.

No, no," said Alan, "it's no you that's to blane, it's ne."

| asked hi m why.

"Why," said he, "I have proved nyself a goneral this night. For
first of all | take a wong road, and that in nmy own country of
Appin; so that the day has caught us where we shoul d never have
been; and thanks to that, we lie here in sonme danger and nair

di sconfort. And next (which is the worst of the two, for a man
that has been so much anong the heat her as nyself) | have cone
wanting a water-bottle, and here we lie for a long summer's day
wi th naething but neat spirit. Ye may think that a small natter;

but before it comes night, David, ye'll give me news of it."

I was anxious to redeemny character, and offered, if he would
pour out the brandy, to run down and fill the bottle at the
river.

"I woul dnae waste the good spirit either," says he. "It's been a

good friend to you this night; or in ny poor opinion, ye would

still be cocking on yon stone. And what's nair," says he, "ye
may have observed (you that's a man of so much penetration) that
Al an Breck Stewart was perhaps wal ki ng qui cker than his

ordinar'."



"You!" | cried, "you were running fit to burst."

"Was | so0?" said he. "Well, then, ye may depend upon it, there
was nae time to be lost. And now here is enough said; gang you

to your sleep, lad, and I'lIl watch."

Accordingly, | lay down to sleep; a little peaty earth had
drifted in between the top of the two rocks, and sone bracken
grew there, to be a bed to ne; the last thing | heard was stil

the crying of the eagles.

| dare say it would be nine in the norning when | was roughly

awakened, and found Al an's hand pressed upon ny nouth.

"Wheesht!" he whi spered. "Ye were snoring."

"Well," said |, surprised at his anxious and dark face, "and why

not ?"

He peered over the edge of the rock, and signed to nme to do the

l'ike.

It was now hi gh day, cloudless, and very hot. The valley was as
clear as in a picture. About half a mle up the water was a canp
of red-coats; a big fire blazed in their mdst, at which sone
wer e cooki ng; and near by, on the top of a rock about as high as
ours, there stood a sentry, with the sun sparkling on his arns.
Al the way down along the river-side were posted other sentries;
here near together, there widelier scattered; sonme planted |ike
the first, on places of comand, sone on the ground | evel and

mar chi ng and counter-marching, so as to neet half-way. Higher up
the gl en, where the ground was nore open, the chain of posts was
continued by horse-sol diers, whomwe could see in the distance

riding to and fro. Lower down, the infantry continued; but as



the stream was suddenly swelled by the confluence of a
consi derabl e burn, they were nore widely set, and only watched

the fords and steppi ng-stones.

| took but one look at them and ducked again into ny place. It
was strange indeed to see this valley, which had lain so solitary
in the hour of dawn, bristling with arns and dotted with the red

coats and breeches.

"Ye see," said Alan, "this was what | was afraid of, Davie: that
they would watch the burn-side. They began to come in about two

hours ago, and, man! but ye're a grand hand at the sl eeping!

W're in a narrow place. |If they get up the sides of the hill
they could easy spy us with a glass; but if they'Il only keep in
the foot of the valley, we'll do yet. The posts are thinner down
the water; and, conme night, we'll try our hand at getting by

t hem "

"And what are we to do till night?" | asked

"Lie here," says he, "and birstle."

That one good Scotch word, "birstle," was indeed the nost of the
story of the day that we had now to pass. You are to renenber
that we lay on the bare top of a rock, |ike scones upon a girdle;
the sun beat upon us cruelly; the rock grew so heated, a man
could scarce endure the touch of it; and the little patch of
earth and fern, which kept cooler, was only |arge enough for one
at a time. W took turn about to lie on the naked rock, which
was indeed |ike the position of that saint that was martyred on a
gridiron; and it ran in ny mnd how strange it was, that in the
same climate and at only a few days' distance, | should have

suffered so cruelly, first fromcold upon ny island and now from



heat upon this rock

Al the while we had no water, only raw brandy for a drink, which
was worse than nothing; but we kept the bottle as cool as we
could, burying it in the earth, and got sone relief by bathing

our breasts and tenples.

The soldiers kept stirring all day in the bottom of the vall ey,
now changi ng guard, now in patrolling parties hunting anong the
rocks. These lay round in so great a nunber, that to | ook for
men anong themwas like |ooking for a needle in a bottle of hay;
and being so hopeless a task, it was gone about with the |ess
care. Yet we could see the soldiers pike their bayonets anong
the heather, which sent a cold thrill into nmy vitals; and they
woul d sonetimes hang about our rock, so that we scarce dared to

br eat he.

It was in this way that | first heard the right English speech
one fellow as he went by actually clapping his hand upon the

sunny face of the rock on which we lay, and plucking it off again

with an oath. "I tell youit's '"ot," says he; and | was anmazed at
the clipping tones and the odd sing-song in which he spoke, and
no less at that strange trick of dropping out the letter "h." To
be sure, | had heard Ransonme; but he had taken his ways from al
sorts of people, and spoke so inperfectly at the best, that | set
down the nmost of it to childishness. M surprise was all the
greater to hear that manner of speaking in the nmouth of a grown
man; and indeed | have never grown used to it; nor yet altogether

with the English grammar, as perhaps a very critical eye m ght

here and there spy out even in these nenoirs.

The tedi ousness and pain of these hours upon the rock grew only
the greater as the day went on; the rock getting still the hotter

and the sun fiercer. There were giddiness, and sickness, and



sharp pangs |like rheunmatism to be supported. | minded then, and

have often m nded since, on the lines in our Scotch psalm --

"The moon by night thee shall not snite,

Nor yet the sun by day;"

and indeed it was only by God's blessing that we were neither of

us sun-smtten.

At |ast, about two, it was beyond nen's bearing, and there was
now tenptation to resist, as well as pain to thole. For the sun
being now got a little into the west, there cane a patch of shade
on the east side of our rock, which was the side sheltered from

the sol di ers.

"As well one death as another," said Al an, and slipped over the

edge and dropped on the ground on the shadowy side.

I followed himat once, and instantly fell all ny Iength, so weak
was | and so giddy with that | ong exposure. Here, then, we |ay
for an hour or two, aching fromhead to foot, as weak as water,
and lying quite naked to the eye of any soldier who should have
strolled that way. None cane, however, all passing by on the

ot her side; so that our rock continued to be our shield even in

this new position.

Presently we began again to get a little strength; and as the

sol diers were now lying closer along the river-side, Al an
proposed that we should try a start. | was by this tine afraid
of but one thing in the world; and that was to be set back upon
the rock; anything el se was wel cone to ne; so we got ourselves at
once in marching order, and began to slip fromrock to rock one

after the other, now crawing flat on our bellies in the shade,



now nmaking a run for it, heart in nouth

The sol diers, having searched this side of the valley after a
fashi on, and bei ng perhaps sonewhat sleepy with the sultriness of
the afternoon, had now laid by nmuch of their vigilance, and stood
dozing at their posts or only kept a | ook-out along the banks of
the river; so that in this way, keeping down the valley and at
the sane tine towards the nountains, we drew steadily away from

t hei r nei ghbourhood. But the business was the nost wearing | had
ever taken part in. A man had need of a hundred eyes in every
part of him to keep concealed in that uneven country and wthin
cry of so many and scattered sentries. Wen we nust pass an open
pl ace, quickness was not all, but a swi ft judgnent not only of
the lie of the whole country, but of the solidity of every stone
on which we nust set foot; for the afternoon was now fallen so
breathl ess that the rolling of a pebble sounded abroad |like a

pi stol shot, and would start the echo calling anong the hills and

cliffs.

By sundown we had nade sone distance, even by our slow rate of
progress, though to be sure the sentry on the rock was stil
plainly in our view. But now we cane on sonething that put all
fears out of season; and that was a deep rushing burn, that tore
down, in that part, to join the glen river. At the sight of this
we cast ourselves on the ground and plunged head and shoul ders in
the water; and | cannot tell which was the nore pleasant, the
great shock as the cool streamwent over us, or the greed with

whi ch we drank of it.

We |ay there (for the banks hid us), drank again and agai n,
bat hed our chests, let our wists trail in the running water till
they ached with the chill; and at |ast, being wonderfullv

renewed, we got out the neal-bag and nmade drammach in the iron



pan. This, though it is but cold water mingled with oatneal, yet
makes a good enough dish for a hungry man; and where there are no
means of making fire, or (as in our case) good reason for not
maki ng one, it is the chief stand-by of those who have taken to

t he heat her.

As soon as the shadow of the night had fallen, we set forth
again, at first with the sane caution, but presently with nore
bol dness, standing our full height and stepping out at a good
pace of wal king. The way was very intricate, lying up the steep
si des of nountains and along the brows of cliffs; clouds had cone
in with the sunset, and the night was dark and cool; so that |

wal ked wi t hout nuch fatigue, but in continual fear of falling and

rolling down the nountains, and with no guess at our direction

The moon rose at last and found us still on the road; it was in
its last quarter, and was |ong beset with clouds; but after
awhi | e shone out and showed nme many dark heads of mountains, and

was reflected far underneath us on the narrow arm of a sea-I|och

At this sight we both paused: | struck with wonder to find mnyself
so high and walking (as it seened to ne) upon clouds; Alan to

make sure of his direction.

Seenmingly he was well pleased, and he nust certainly have judged
us out of ear-shot of all our enem es; for throughout the rest of
our night-march he beguiled the way with whistling of nany tunes,
warlike, nerry, plaintive; reel tunes that made the foot go
faster; tunes of my own south country that nmade ne fain to be
hone from ny adventures; and all these, on the great, dark

desert nountai ns, nmaki ng conpany upon the way.



CHAPTER XX

THE FLI GHT I N THE HEATHER: THE HEUGH OF CORRYNAKI EGH

Early as day cones in the beginning of July, it was still dark
when we reached our destination, a cleft in the head of a great
mountain, with a water running through the mdst, and upon the
one hand a shallow cave in a rock. Birches grewthere in a thin,
pretty wood, which a little farther on was changed into a wood of
pi nes. The burn was full of trout; the wood of cushat-doves; on
the open side of the nountain beyond, whaups woul d be al ways

whi stling, and cuckoos were plentiful. Fromthe nouth of the
cleft we | ooked down upon a part of Manore, and on the sea-loch
that divides that country fromAppin; and this fromso great a
hei ght as nade it ny continual wonder and pleasure to sit and

behol d t hem

The nane of the cleft was the Heugh of Corrynaki egh; and al t hough
fromits height and being so near upon the sea, it was often
beset with clouds, yet it was on the whole a pleasant place, and

the five days we lived in it went happily.

We slept in the cave, making our bed of heather bushes which we
cut for that purpose, and covering ourselves with Alan's
great-coat. There was a | ow conceal ed place, in a turning of the
gl en, where we were so bold as to nmake fire: so that we could

war m our sel ves when the cl ouds set in, and cook hot porridge, and
grill the little trouts that we caught with our hands under the
stones and overhangi ng banks of the burn. This was indeed our

chi ef pleasure and business; and not only to save our neal

agai nst worse times, but with a rivalry that nuch anused us, we
spent a great part of our days at the water-side, stripped to the
wai st and gropi ng about or (as they say) guddling for these fish

The | argest we got night have been a quarter of a pound; but they



were of good flesh and flavour, and when broiled upon the coals,

|l acked only a little salt to be delicious.

In any by-tine Al an nust teach me to use ny sword, for ny

i gnorance had nuch distressed him and | think besides, as | had
sonetines the upper-hand of himin the fishing, he was not sorry
to turn to an exercise where he had so nmuch the upper-hand of ne.
He made it sonewhat nore of a pain than need have been, for he
storned at ne all through the | essons in a very violent manner of
scol di ng, and woul d push ne so close that | made sure he must run
me through the body. | was often tenpted to turn tail, but held
my ground for all that, and got some profit of ny lessons; if it
was but to stand on guard with an assured countenance, which is
often all that is required. So, though I could never in the

| east please nmy nmaster, | was not altogether displeased with

mysel f.

In the meanwhil e, you are not to suppose that we negl ected our

chi ef business, which was to get away.

"It will be many a long day," Alan said to ne on our first
nmor ni ng, "before the red-coats think upon seeking Corrynaki egh
so now we mnmust get word sent to Janmes, and he nust find the

siller for us."

"And how shall we send that word?" says I. "W are here in a
desert place, which yet we dare not |eave; and unless ye get the
fows of the air to be your nmessengers, | see not what we shal

be able to do."

"Ay?" said Alan. "Ye're a man of small contrivance, David."

Thereupon he fell in a nuse, looking in the enbers of the fire;



and presently, getting a piece of wood, he fashioned it in a
cross, the four ends of which he blackened on the coals. Then he

| ooked at nme a little shyly.

"Could ye lend me nmy button?" says he. "It seens a strange thing

to ask a gift again, but I owmn | amlaith to cut another."

I gave himthe button; whereupon he strung it on a strip of his
great-coat which he had used to bind the cross; and tying in a
little sprig of birch and another of fir, he | ooked upon his work

with satisfaction.

"Now," said he, "there is alittle clachan" (what is called a
ham et in the English) "not very far from Corrynaki egh, and it
has the nane of Koalisnacoan. There there are |living many
friends of mine whom| could trust with ny life, and sone that |
amno just so sure of. Ye see, David, there will be noney set
upon our heads; Janmes hinsel' is to set noney on them and as for
the Canpbells, they woul d never spare siller where there was a
Stewart to be hurt. |If it was otherwise, | would go down to
Koal i snacoan whatever, and trust ny life into these people's

hands as lightly as | would trust another with my glove."

"But being so?" said I

"Being so," said he, "I would as lief they di dnae see ne.

There's bad fol k everywhere, and what's far worse, weak ones. So
when it conmes dark again, | will steal down into that clachan

and set this that | have been naking in the wi ndow of a good

friend of mine, John Breck Maccoll, a bouman[26] of Appin's."

[26] A bourman is a tenant who takes stock fromthe |andl ord and

shares with himthe increase.



"Wth all nmy heart," says |; "and if he finds it, what is he to

t hi nk?"

"Well," says Alan, "I wish he was a man of nore penetration, for
by my troth I amafraid he will nmake little enough of it! But
this is what | have in nmy mind. This cross is sonething in the
nature of the crosstarrie, or fiery cross, which is the signal of
gathering in our clans; yet he will know well enough the clan is
not torise, for there it is standing in his w ndow, and no word
with it. So he will say to hinmsel', THE CLAN IS NOT TO RI SE, BUT
THERE IS SOVETHING Then he will see mnmy button, and that was
Duncan Stewart's. And then he will say to hinsel', THE SON OF

DUNCAN |'S I N THE HEATHER, AND HAS NEED OF ME. "

"Well," said |, "it may be. But even supposing so, there is a

good deal of heather between here and the Forth."

"And that is a very true word," says Alan. "But then John Breck
will see the sprig of birch and the sprig of pine; and he will
say to hinsel' (if he is a man of any penetration at all, which
m sdoubt), ALAN WLL BE LYING IN A WoOD WVHICH I S BOTH OF PI NES
AND Bl RCHES. Then he will think to hinmsel', THAT IS NOT SO VERY
Rl FE HEREABOUT; and then he will cone and give us a ook up in
Corrynaki egh. And if he does not, David, the devil may fly away
with him for what | care; for he will no be worth the salt to

his porridge."
"Eh, man," said |, drolling with hima little, "you're very
i ngeni ous! But would it not be sinpler for you to wite hima few

words in black and white?"

"And that is an excellent observe, M. Balfour of Shaws," says



Alan, drolling with nme; "and it would certainly be much sinpler
for me to wite to him but it would be a sore job for John Breck
toread it. He would have to go to the school for two-three

years; and it's possible we nmight be wearied waiting on him"

So that night Alan carried down his fiery cross and set it in the
bourman' s wi ndow. He was troubl ed when he canme back; for the dogs
had barked and the folk run out fromtheir houses; and he thought
he had heard a clatter of arns and seen a red-coat conme to one of
the doors. On all accounts we lay the next day in the borders of
the wood and kept a close |ook-out, so that if it was John Breck
that cane we might be ready to guide him and if it was the

red-coats we should have tine to get away.

About noon a man was to be spied, straggling up the open side of
the mountain in the sun, and | ooking round himas he cane, from
under his hand. No sooner had Al an seen himthan he whistl ed;
the man turned and cane a little towards us: then Al an woul d give
anot her "peep!" and the man would come still nearer; and so by

the sound of whistling, he was guided to the spot where we |ay.

He was a ragged, wild, bearded nman, about forty, grossly
disfigured with the small pox, and | ooked both dull and savage.

Al t hough his English was very bad and broken, yet Al an (according
to his very handsone use, whenever | was by) would suffer himto
speak no Gaelic. Perhaps the strange | anguage nmade hi m appear
nmore backward than he really was; but | thought he had little

good-will to serve us, and what he had was the child of terror

Al an woul d have had himcarry a nessage to Janes; but the bouman
woul d hear of no nessage. "She was forget it," he said in his
scream ng voice; and would either have a letter or wash his hands

of us.



| thought Al an would be gravelled at that, for we |acked the

means of witing in that desert.

But he was a man of nore resources than | knew, searched the wood
until he found the quill of a cushat-dove, which he shaped into a
pen; made hinself a kind of ink with gunpowder from his horn and
water fromthe running stream and tearing a corner fromhis
French military conmm ssion (which he carried in his pocket, |ike
a talisman to keep himfromthe gall ows), he sat down and wote

as follows:

"DEAR KI NSMAN, -- Please send the noney by the bearer to the
pl ace he kens of.
"Your affectionate cousin,

"AL S "

This he intrusted to the bourman, who pronised to make what nanner
of speed he best could, and carried it off with himdown the

hill.

He was three full days gone, but about five in the evening of the
third, we heard a whistling in the wood, which Al an answered; and
presently the bouman cane up the water-side, |ooking for us,

right and left. He seened |ess sulky than before, and indeed he
was no doubt well pleased to have got to the end of such a

danger ous conmi ssi on.

He gave us the news of the country; that it was alive with
red-coats; that arns were being found, and poor folk brought in
trouble daily; and that Janes and sone of his servants were

al ready clapped in prison at Fort WIliam under strong suspicion



of conplicity. It seened it was noised on all sides that Al an
Breck had fired the shot; and there was a bill issued for both

himand me, with one hundred pounds reward.

This was all as bad as could be; and the little note the bounan
had carried us fromMs. Stewart was of a miserable sadness. In
it she besought Alan not to let hinself be captured, assuring
him if he fell in the hands of the troops, both he and Janes
were no better than dead nen. The noney she had sent was al

that she could beg or borrow, and she prayed heaven we coul d be
doing with it. Lastly, she said, she enclosed us one of the

bills in which we were descri bed.

This we | ooked upon with great curiosity and not a little fear
partly as a man may look in a mirror, partly as he mght | ook
into the barrel of an eneny's gun to judge if it be truly ained.
Al an was advertised as "a snall, pock-marked, active nan of
thirty-five or thereby, dressed in a feathered hat, a French
side-coat of blue with silver buttons, and | ace a great dea

tarni shed, a red wai stcoat and breeches of black, shag;" and | as
"a tall strong | ad of about eighteen, wearing an old blue coat,
very ragged, an old Hi ghland bonnet, a | ong homespun wai st coat,

bl ue breeches; his legs bare, |owcountry shoes, wanting the

toes; speaks like a Low ander, and has no beard."

Al 'an was well enough pleased to see his finery so fully
renenbered and set down; only when he cane to the word tarnish
he | ooked upon his lace like one a little nortified. As for
mysel f, | thought | cut a nmiserable figure in the bill; and yet
was wel |l enough pl eased too, for since | had changed these rags,
the description had ceased to be a danger and becone a source of

safety.

"Alan," said |, "you should change your clothes."



"Na, troth!" said Alan, "I have nae others. A fine sight I would

be, if I went back to France in a bonnet!"

This put a second reflection in ny mnd: that if | were to
separate fromAlan and his tell-tale clothes | should be safe
agai nst arrest, and mght go openly about ny business. Nor was
this all; for suppose | was arrested when | was al one, there was
little against ne; but suppose | was taken in conpany with the
reputed murderer, ny case would begin to be grave. For
generosity's sake | dare not speak ny nind upon this head; but I

t hought of it none the |ess.

I thought of it all the nore, too, when the bouman brought out a
green purse with four guineas in gold, and the best part of
another in snall change. True, it was nore than | had. But then
Alan, with less than five guineas, had to get as far as France;

I, with ny Iess than two, not beyond Queensferry; so that taking
things in their proportion, Al an's society was not only a peri

tony life, but a burden on ny purse.

But there was no thought of the sort in the honest head of ny
compani on. He believed he was serving, hel ping, and protecting
me. And what could | do but hold nmy peace, and chafe, and take

my chance of it?

"I't's little enough," said Alan, putting the purse in his pocket,
"but it'll do ny business. And now, John Breck, if ye will hand
me over mny button, this gentleman and ne will be for taking the

road. "

But the bouman, after feeling about in a hairy purse that hung in

front of himin the Hi ghland nmanner (though he wore ot herw se the



Lowl and habit, with sea-trousers), began to roll his eyes

strangely, and at last said, "Her nainsel will loss it," meaning

he thought he had lost it.

"What!" cried Alan, "you will lose ny button, that was ny
father's before ne? Now | wll tell you what is in ny mnd, John
Breck: it isin ny mind this is the worst day's work that ever ye

did since ye was born.™

And as Al an spoke, he set his hands on his knees and | ooked at
the bouman with a sniling nouth, and that dancing light in his

eyes that meant mischief to his enenies.

Per haps t he bouman was honest enough; perhaps he had nmeant to
cheat and then, finding hinself alone with two of us in a desert
pl ace, cast back to honesty as being safer; at least, and all at

once, he seened to find that button and handed it to Al an

"Well, and it is a good thing for the honour of the Maccolls,"
said Alan, and then to me, "Here is my button back again, and
thank you for parting with it, which is of a piece with all your
friendships to nme." Then he took the warnest parting of the

bouman. "For," says he, "ye have done very well by ne, and set
your neck at a venture, and | will always give you the nane of a

good man. "

Lastly, the bouman took hinself off by one way; and Al an |
(getting our chattels together) struck into another to resune our

f1ight.

CHAPTER XXI |



THE FLI GHT I N THE HEATHER THE MOOR

Sone seven hours' incessant, hard travelling brought us early in
the morning to the end of a range of nountains. In front of us

there lay a piece of |ow, broken, desert |and, which we nust now
cross. The sun was not |ong up, and shone straight in our eyes;
alittle, thin mst went up fromthe face of the noorland like a
snoke; so that (as Alan said) there m ght have been twenty

squadron of dragoons there and we none the wi ser

We sat down, therefore, in a howe of the hill-side till the m st
shoul d have risen, and nade ourselves a dish of drammach, and

hel d a council of war.

"David," said Alan, "this is the kittle bit. Shall we lie here

till it comes night, or shall we risk it, and stave on ahead?"

"Well," said |, "I amtired indeed, but | could wal k as far

again, if that was all."

"Ay, but it isnae," said Alan, "nor yet the half. This is how we
stand: Appin's fair death to us. To the south it's al

Canpbel |l s, and no to be thought of. To the north; well, there's
no rmuckl e to be gained by going north; neither for you, that
wants to get to Queensferry, nor yet for nme, that wants to get to

France. Well, then, we'll can strike east."”

"East be it!" says |, quite cheerily; but | was thinking" in to
myself: "O, man, if you would only take one point of the conpass

and let nme take any other, it would be the best for both of us.”

"Well, then, east, ye see, we have the muirs,” said Alan. "Once
there, David, it's nere pitch-and-toss. Qut on yon bald, naked,

flat place, where can a body turn to? Let the red-coats come over



a hill, they can spy you niles away; and the sorrow s in their
horses' heels, they would soon ride you dowmn. It's no good
pl ace, David; and |'mfree to say, it's worse by daylight than by

dark."

"Alan," said |, "hear ny way of it. Appin's death for us; we
have none too nmuch noney, nor yet neal; the |onger they seek, the
nearer they may guess where we are; it's all a risk; and | give

my word to go ahead until we drop."

Al an was delighted. "There are whiles," said he, "when ye are
al t oget her too canny and Wi ggish to be conpany for a gentleman
like me; but there conme other whiles when ye show yoursel' a
mettle spark; and it's then, David, that | love ye like a

br ot her."

The m st rose and died away, and showed us that country lying as
waste as the sea; only the nmoorfow and the pewees crying upon
it, and far over to the east, a herd of deer, noving like dots.
Much of it was red with heather; nmuch of the rest broken up with
bogs and hags and peaty pools; sone had been burnt black in a
heath fire; and in another place there was quite a forest of dead
firs, standing like skeletons. A wearier-|ooking desert man
never saw, but at least it was clear of troops, which was our

poi nt .

We went down accordingly into the waste, and began to make our
toil sone and devi ous travel towards the eastern verge. There
were the tops of nmountains all round (you are to renenber) from
whence we might be spied at any nonent; so it behoved us to keep
in the hollow parts of the noor, and when these turned aside from
our direction to nove upon its naked face with infinite care.

Sonetinmes, for half an hour together, we nust crawl from one



heat her bush to another, as hunters do when they are hard upon
the deer. It was a clear day again, with a blazing sun; the
water in the brandy bottle was soon gone; and altogether, if |
had guessed what it would be to craw half the tine upon ny belly
and to wal k nuch of the rest stooping nearly to the knees,

shoul d certainly have held back fromsuch a killing enterprise.

Toiling and resting and toiling again, we wore away the norning;
and about noon lay down in a thick bush of heather to sleep

Alan took the first watch; and it seened to nme | had scarce

cl osed ny eyes before I was shaken up to take the second. W had
no clock to go by; and Alan stuck a sprig of heath in the ground
to serve instead; so that as soon as the shadow of the bush
should fall so far to the east, | mght know to rouse him But |
was by this tinme so weary that | could have slept twelve hours at
a stretch; | had the taste of sleep in nmy throat; ny joints slept
even when nmy nmind was waking; the hot snell of the heather, and
the drone of the wild bees, were like possets to ne; and every

now and again | would give a junp and find | had been dozi ng.

The last time | woke | seemed to come back fromfarther away, and
t hought the sun had taken a great start in the heavens. | |ooked
at the sprig of heath, and at that | could have cried aloud: for

| saw | had betrayed ny trust. M/ head was nearly turned with
fear and shanme; and at what | saw, when | | ooked out around nme on
the nmoor, ny heart was like dying in ny body. For sure enough, a
body of horse-soldiers had come down during ny sleep, and were
drawi ng near to us fromthe south-east, spread out in the shape
of a fan and riding their horses to and fro in the deep parts of

t he heat her.

When | waked Al an, he glanced first at the soldiers, then at the

mark and the position of the sun, and knitted his brows with a



sudden, quick | ook, both ugly and anxi ous, which was all the

reproach | had of him

"What are we to do now?" | asked.

"We'll have to play at being hares," said he. "Do ye see yon

nmount ai n?" pointing to one on the north-eastern sky.

"Ay," said I.

"Well, then," says he, "let us strike for that. Its nanme is Ben
Alder. it is awild, desert nmountain full of hills and holl ows,

and if we can win to it before the norn, we may do yet."

"But, Alan," cried I, "that will take us across the very coning

of the soldiers!"

"I ken that fine," said he; "but if we are driven back on Appin,

we are two dead nen. So now, David nan, be brisk!"

Wth that he began to run forward on his hands and knees with an
i ncredi bl e qui ckness, as though it were his natural way of going.
Al'l the time, too, he kept winding in and out in the |ower parts
of the moorland where we were the best concealed. Sone of these
had been burned or at |east scathed with fire; and there rose in
our faces (which were close to the ground) a blinding, choking
dust as fine as snoke. The water was long out; and this posture
of running on the hands and knees brings an overnmastering
weakness and weariness, so that the joints ache and the wists

faint under your weight.

Now and t hen, indeed, where was a big bush of heather, we |ay
awhi l e, and panted, and putting aside the |eaves, |ooked back at

the dragoons. They had not spied us, for they held straight on



a half-troop, |I think, covering about two miles of ground, and
beating it mighty thoroughly as they went. | had awakened j ust
intime;, alittle later, and we nust have fled in front of them

i nstead of escaping on one side. Even as it was, the |east

m sfortune m ght betray us; and now and agai n, when a grouse rose
out of the heather with a clap of wings, we lay as still as the

dead and were afraid to breathe.

The aching and faintness of ny body, the |abouring of ny heart,
the soreness of ny hands, and the smarting of my throat and eyes
in the continual snoke of dust and ashes, had soon grown to be so
unbearabl e that | would gladly have given up. Nothing but the
fear of Alan |l ent nme enough of a false kind of courage to
continue. As for hinself (and you are to bear in mind that he
was cunbered with a great-coat) he had first turned crinson, but
as time went on the redness began to be mngled with patches of
white; his breath cried and whistled as it canme; and his voice,
when he whi spered his observations in nmy ear during our halts,
sounded |i ke nothing human. Yet he seened in no way dashed in
spirits, nor did he at all abate in his activity, so that | was

driven, to marvel at the man's endurance.

At length, in the first gloaning of the night, we heard a trunpet
sound, and | ooki ng back from anong the heather, saw the troop
beginning to collect. Alittle after, they had built a fire and

camped for the night, about the middle of the waste.

At this | begged and besought that we might |lie down and sl eep

"There shall be no sleep the night!" said Alan. "From now on,
these weary dragoons of yours will keep the crown of the
mui rl and, and none will get out of Appin but winged fowls. W

got through in the nick of time, and shall we jeopard what we've



gai ned? Na, na, when the day cones, it shall find you and ne in

a fast place on Ben Al der.

"Alan," | said, "it's not the want of will: it's the strength
that I want. If | could, | would; but as sure as I'malive
cannot . "

"Very well, then," said Alan. "I'Il carry ye."

I looked to see if he were jesting; but no, the little nman was in

dead earnest; and the sight of so rmuch resolution shaned ne.

"Lead away!" said I. "I'Il follow™"

He gave ne one | ook as nuch as to say, "Well done, David!" and

off he set again at his top speed.

It grew cooler and even a little darker (but not much) with the
comi ng of the night. The sky was cloudless; it was still early
in July, and pretty far north; in the darkest part of that night,
you woul d have needed pretty good eyes to read, but for all that,
| have often seen it darker in a winter nmid-day. Heavy dew fel
and drenched the moor like rain; and this refreshed ne for a
while. Wen we stopped to breathe, and | had tinme to see all
about ne, the clearness and sweetness of the night, the shapes of
the hills like things asleep, and the fire dw ndling away behind
us, like a bright spot in the mdst of the noor, anger would come
upon nme in a clap that | nust still drag nyself in agony and eat

the dust like a worm

By what | have read in books, | think few that have held a pen
were ever really wearied, or they would wite of it nore
strongly. | had no care of ny life, neither past nor future, and

| scarce renenbered there was such a lad as David Balfour. | did



not think of myself, but just of each fresh step which | was sure
woul d be nmy last, with despair -- and of A an, who was the cause
of it, with hatred. A an was in the right trade as a soldier
this is the officer's part to make nen continue to do things,
they know not wherefore, and when, if the choice was offered,
they would |ie down where they were and be killed. And | dare
say | would have nade a good enough private; for in these |ast
hours it never occurred to nme that | had any choice but just to

obey as long as | was able, and di e obeying.

Day began to cone in, after years, | thought; and by that tine we
were past the greatest danger, and could wal k upon our feet |ike
men, instead of crawing like brutes. But, dear heart have
mercy! what a pair we nust have nmade, going double |ike old
grandfathers, stunbling |like babes, and as white as dead fol k.
Never a word passed between us; each set his mouth and kept his
eyes in front of him and lifted up his foot and set it down
again, like people lifting weights at a country play;[27] all the
while, with the noorfow crying "peep!” in the heather, and the

light coming slowy clearer in the east.

[27] Village fair.

| say Alan did as | did. Not that ever | |ooked at him for

had enough ado to keep ny feet; but because it is plain he nust
have been as stupid with weariness as nyself, and | ooked as
little where we were going, or we should not have wal ked into an

anbush |i ke blind nen.

It fell in this way. W were going down a heathery brae, Alan
| eading and | followi ng a pace or two behind, like a fiddler and

his wife; when upon a sudden the heather gave a rustle, three or



four ragged nen | eaped out, and the next noment we were |ying on

our backs, each with a dirk at his throat.

I don't think | cared; the pain of this rough handling was quite
swal | owed up by the pains of which I was already full; and | was
too glad to have stopped wal king to nmind about a dirk. 1 lay

| ooking up in the face of the man that held ne; and I mnd his
face was black with the sun, and his eyes very light, but | was
not afraid of him | heard Alan and another whispering in the

Gaelic; and what they said was all one to ne.

Then the dirks were put up, our weapons were taken away, and we

were set face to face, sitting in the heather

"They are Cluny's nmen," said Alan. "W coul dnae have fallen
better. W're just to bide here with these, which are his

out-sentries, till they can get word to the chief of ny arrival."

Now C uny Macpherson, the chief of the clan Vourich, had been one
of the | eaders of the great rebellion six years before; there was
a price on his life; and | had supposed himlong ago in France,
with the rest of the heads of that desperate party. Even tired

as | was, the surprise of what | heard half wakened ne.

"What," | cried, "is Cuny still here?"

"Ay, is he so!" said Alan. "Still in his own country and kept by

his own clan. King George can do no nore."

I think I would have asked farther, but Al an gave ne the put-off.
"I amrather wearied," he said, "and | would like fine to get a
sleep.” And without nore words, he rolled on his face in a deep

heat her bush, and seenmed to sl eep at once.



There was no such thing possible for ne. You have heard
grasshoppers whirring in the grass in the sumer tine? Wll, |
had no sooner closed ny eyes, than ny body, and above all ny
head, belly, and wists, seened to be filled with whirring
grasshoppers; and | nust open ny eyes again at once, and tunble
and toss, and sit up and |ie down; and | ook at the sky which
dazzled nme, or at Cuny's wild and dirty sentries, peering out
over the top of the brae and chattering to each other in the

Gael i c.

That was all the rest | had, until the nessenger returned; when,
as it appeared that Cluny would be glad to receive us, we nust
get once nore upon our feet and set forward. Alan was in
excel l ent good spirits, much refreshed by his sleep, very hungry,
and | ooking pleasantly forward to a dram and a di sh of hot

collops, of which, it seens, the nmessenger had brought hi m word.

For ny part, it nmade ne sick to hear of eating. | had been
dead- heavy before, and now | felt a kind of dreadful |ightness,
whi ch woul d not suffer me to walk. | drifted |like a gossaner;

the ground seened to ne a cloud, the hills a feather-weight, the
air to have a current, like a running burn, which carried ne to
and fro. Wth all that, a sort of horror of despair sat on ny

m nd, so that | could have wept at nmy own hel pl essness.

| saw Alan knitting his brows at nme, and supposed it was in
anger; and that gave nme a pang of |ight-headed fear, |ike what a
child may have. | remenber, too, that I was smling, and could
not stop sniling, hard as | tried; for | thought it was out of

pl ace at such a tinme. But nmy good companion had nothing in his
m nd but kindness; and the next noment, two of the gillies had me
by the arms, and | began to be carried forward with great
swiftness (or so it appeared to ne, although | dare say it was

slowy enough in truth), through a | abyrinth of dreary gl ens and



holl ows and into the heart of that di smal nopuntain of Ben Al der

CHAPTER XXI |

CLUNY' S CAGE

W cane at last to the foot of an exceeding steep wood, which
scranbl ed up a craggy hillside, and was crowned by a naked

pr eci pi ce.

"I't's here," said one of the guides, and we struck up hill.

The trees clung upon the slope, like sailors on the shrouds of a
ship, and their trunks were like the rounds of a |adder, by which

we nount ed.

Quite at the top, and just before the rocky face of the cliff
sprang above the foliage, we found that strange house which was
known in the country as "Cuny's Cage." The trunks of severa
trees had been wattled across, the intervals strengthened wth
stakes, and the ground behind this barricade |levelled up with
earth to make the floor. A tree, which grew out fromthe
hillside, was the living centre-beamof the roof. The walls were
of wattle and covered with nboss. The whol e house had sonet hing
of an egg shape; and it half hung, half stood in that steep

hillside thicket, Iike a wasp's nest in a green haw horn

Wthin, it was |large enough to shelter five or six persons with
some confort. A projection of the cliff had been cunningly
enpl oyed to be the fireplace; and the snoke rising against the
face of the rock, and being not dissimlar in colour, readily

escaped notice from bel ow.



This was but one of duny's hiding-places; he had caves, besides,
and underground chanbers in several parts of his country; and
followi ng the reports of his scouts, he noved from one to another
as the soldiers drew near or noved away. By this manner of
living, and thanks to the affection of his clan, he had not only
stayed all this time in safety, while so many others had fled or
been taken and slain: but stayed four or five years |onger, and
only went to France at |ast by the express comand of his master.
There he soon died; and it is strange to reflect that he may have

regretted his Cage upon Ben Al der

When we cane to the door he was seated by his rock chi mey,

wat ching a gillie about sonme cookery. He was nighty plainly
habited, with a knitted nightcap drawn over his ears, and snoked
a foul cutty pipe. For all that he had the manners of a king,
and it was quite a sight to see himrise out of his place to

wel cone us.

"Well, M. Stewart, cone awa', sir!" said he, "and bring in your

friend that as yet | dinna ken the nane of."

"And how is yourself, Cuny?" said Alan. "I hope ye do brawy,
sir. And | amproud to see ye, and to present to ye ny friend

the Laird of Shaws, M. David Bal four."

Allan never referred to ny estate without a touch of a sneer, when
we were alone; but with strangers, he rang the words out like a

her al d.

"Step in by, the both of ye, gentlenen," says Cuny. "I make ye
wel come to ny house, which is a queer, rude place for certain,

but one where | have entertained a royal personage, M. Stewart



-- ye doubtless ken the personage | have in ny eye. W'Il take a
dram for luck, and as soon as this handl ess man of mine has the
collops ready, we'll dine and take a hand at the cartes as
gentlenen should. M life is a bit driegh," says he, pouring out
the brandy;" | see little conpany, and sit and twirl ny thunbs,
and m nd upon a great day that is gone by, and weary for another
great day that we all hope will be upon the road. And so here's

a toast to ye: The Restoration!"

Thereupon we all touched gl asses and drank. | am sure | wi shed
no ill to King George; and if he had been there hinmself in proper
person, it's |like he would have done as | did. No sooner had
taken out the drain than | felt hugely better, and could | ook on
and listen, still alittle mstily perhaps, but no longer with

the sane groundl ess horror and distress of nind.

It was certainly a strange place, and we had a strange host. In
his Iong hiding, Cuny had grown to have all manner of precise
habits, like those of an old maid. He had a particular place,
where no one else nust sit; the Cage was arranged in a particul ar
way, which none nust disturb; cookery was one of his chief

fanci es, and even while he was greeting us in, he kept an eye to

the col | ops.

It appears, he sonetines visited or received visits fromhis wife
and one or two of his nearest friends, under the cover of night;
but for the nore part lived quite al one, and communi cated only
with his sentinels and the gillies that waited on himin the
Cage. The first thing in the norning, one of them who was a
barber, canme and shaved him and gave himthe news of the
country, of which he was i moderately greedy. There was no end
to his questions; he put themas earnestly as a child; and at

some of the answers, |aughed out of all bounds of reason, and



woul d break out again | aughing at the nmere nenory, hours after

t he barber was gone.

To be sure, there m ght have been a purpose in his questions; for
though he was thus sequestered, and like the other |anded

gentl enen of Scotland, stripped by the late Act of Parliament of

| egal powers, he still exercised a patriarchal justice in his
clan. Disputes were brought to himin his hiding-hole to be

deci ded; and the nen of his country, who woul d have snapped their
fingers at the Court of Session, laid aside revenge and paid down
money at the bare word of this forfeited and hunted outlaw. When
he was angered, which was often enough, he gave his commands and
breathed threats of punishnment |ike any, king; and his gillies
trenbl ed and crouched away fromhimlike children before a hasty
father. Wth each of them as he entered, he cerenoniously shook
hands, both parties touching their bonnets at the same tinme in a
mlitary manner. Altogether, | had a fair chance to see sone of
the inner workings of a Hghland clan; and this with a
proscribed, fugitive chief; his country conquered; the troops
riding upon all sides in quest of him sonetinmes within a mle of
where he lay; and when the | east of the ragged fell ows whom he

rated and threatened, could have nade a fortune by betraying him

On that first day, as soon as the collops were ready, Cduny gave
themwi th his own hand a squeeze of a lenon (for he was well

supplied with |uxuries) and bade us draw in to our neal.

"They," said he, neaning the collops, "are such as | gave his
Royal Hi ghness in this very house; bating the lenon juice, for at
that time we were glad to get the neat and never fashed for
kitchen.[28] Indeed, there were nair dragoons than |lenons in ny

country in the year forty-six."

[ 28] Condi nent .



I do not know if the collops were truly very good, but ny heart
rose against the sight of them and | could eat but little. Al
the while Cuny entertained us with stories of Prince Charlie's
stay in the Cage, giving us the very words of the speakers, and
rising fromhis place to show us where they stood. By these,
gathered the Prince was a gracious, spirited boy, |like the son of
a race of polite kings, but not so wi se as Sol onon. | gathered,
too, that while he was in the Cage, he was often drunk; so the
fault that has since, by all accounts, made such a weck of him

had even then begun to show itself.

We were no sooner done eating than C uny brought out an old,
t hunbed, greasy pack of cards, such as you may find in a nmean
inn; and his eyes brightened in his face as he proposed that we

should fall to playing.

Now this was one of the things | had been brought up to eschew
i ke disgrace; it being held by ny father neither the part of a
Christian nor yet of a gentleman to set his own livelihood and
fish for that of others, on the cast of painted pasteboard. To
be sure, | mght have pleaded ny fatigue, which was excuse
enough; but | thought it behoved that | should bear a testinony.
I nmust have got very red in the face, but | spoke steadily, and
told them!l had no call to be a judge of others, but for nmy own

part, it was a nmatter in which | had no cl earness.

Cluny stopped mingling the cards. "What in deil's name is this?"
says he. "What kind of Whiggish, canting talk is this, for the

house of C uny Macpherson?"

"I will put ny hand in the fire for M. Balfour,"” says Alan. "He



is an honest and a nettle gentlenan, and | would have ye bear in
m nd who says it. | bear a king' s name," says he, cocking his
hat; "and | and any that | call friend are conpany for the best.
But the gentleman is tired, and should sleep; if he has no nind
to the cartes, it will never hinder you and ne. And I'mfit and

willing, sir, to play ye any gane that ye can name."

"Sir," says Cluny, "in this poor house of mine | would have you
to ken that any gentleman may follow his pleasure. |[|f your
friend would like to stand on his head, he is welcome. And if
either he, or you, or any other man, is not preceesely satisfied,

I will be proud to step outside with him"

I had no will that these two friends should cut their throats for

my sake.
"Sir," said |, "I amvery wearied, as Al an says; and what's nore,
as you are a man that |ikely has sons of your own, | may tell you

it was a promse to ny father."

"Say nae nair, say nae mair," said duny, and pointed ne to a bed
of heather in a corner of the Cage. For all that he was

di spl eased enough, |ooked at nme askance, and grunbl ed when he

| ooked. And indeed it nust be owned that both my scruples and
the words in which | declared them snacked sonewhat of the

Covenanter, and were little in their place anong wild Hi ghl and

Jacobi t es.

What with the brandy and the venison, a strange heavi ness had
come over me; and | had scarce lain down upon the bed before

fell into a kind of trance, in which |I continued al nost the whole
time of our stay in the Cage. Sonetines | was broad awake and
under st ood what passed; sonetines | only heard voices, or nen

snoring, like the voice of a silly river; and the plaids upon the



wal | dwi ndl ed down and swelled out again, like firelight shadows
on the roof. | nust sometines have spoken or cried out, for |
renenber | was now and then amazed at being answered; yet | was

consci ous of no particular nightmare, only of a general, black

abi ding horror -- a horror of the place I was in, and the bed
lay in, and the plaids on the wall, and the voices, and the fire,
and nysel f.

The barber-gillie, who was a doctor too, was called in to
prescribe for me; but as he spoke in the Gaelic, | understood not

a word of his opinion, and was too sick even to ask for a
translation. | knew well enough | was ill, and that was all |

cared about.

| paid little heed while | lay in this poor pass. But Al an and
Cluny were nost of the tine at the cards, and | amclear that

Al an rmust have begun by winning; for | renmenber sitting up, and
seeing themhard at it, and a great glittering pile of as nuch as
sixty or a hundred guineas on the table. It |ooked strange
enough, to see all this wealth in a nest upon a cliff-side,
wattl ed about growing trees. And even then, | thought it seened
deep water for Alan to be riding, who had no better battle-horse

than a green purse and a matter of five pounds.

The luck, it seens, changed on the second day. About noon | was
wakened as usual for dinner, and as usual refused to eat, and was
given a dramwith sone bitter infusion which the barber had
prescribed. The sun was shining in at the open door of the Cage,
and this dazzled and offended ne. Cduny sat at the table, biting
the pack of cards. Al an had stooped over the bed, and had his
face close to ny eyes; to which, troubled as they were with the

fever, it seened of the nost shocki ng bigness.



He asked ne for a | oan of ny noney.

"What for?" said |

"Q, just for a loan," said he.

"But why?" | repeated. "I don't see."

"Hut, David!" said Alan, "ye woul dnae grudge ne a | oan?"

I would, though, if | had had ny senses! But all | thought of

then was to get his face away, and | handed hi m nmy noney.

On the norning of the third day, when we had been forty-eight
hours in the Cage, | awoke with a great relief of spirits, very
weak and weary indeed, but seeing things of the right size and
with their honest, everyday appearance. | had a nind to eat,

nmor eover, rose from bed of ny own novenent, and as soon as we had
breakfasted, stepped to the entry of the Cage and sat down
outside in the top of the wood. It was a grey day with a cool
mld air: and | sat in a dreamall norning, only disturbed by the
passing by of duny's scouts and servants coming w th provisions
and reports; for as the coast was at that time clear, you m ght

al rost say he held court openly.

VWhen | returned, he and Alan had laid the cards aside, and were
questioning a gillie; and the chief turned about and spoke to ne

in the Gaelic.

"l have no Gaelic, sir," said |

Now since the card question, everything | said or did had the
power of annoying Cluny. "Your name has nore sense than

yoursel f, then," said he angrily. "for it's good Gaelic. But the



point is this. M scout reports all clear in the south, and the

question is, have ye the strength to go?"

| saw cards on the table, but no gold; only a heap of little
witten papers, and these all on Quny's side. Al an, besides,
had an odd | ook, like a man not very well content; and | began to

have a strong m sgiving.

"I do not knowif | amas well as | should be," said I, |ooking
at Alan; "but the little noney we have has a long way to carry

us.

Al an took his under-lip into his nouth, and | ooked upon the

ground.

"David," says he at last, "I've lost it; there's the naked

truth.”

"My noney too?" said |

"Your noney too," says Alan, with a groan. "Ye shoul dnae have

given it ne. I'mdaft when | get to the cartes."”

"Hoot-toot! hoot-toot!" said Cluny. "It was all daffing; it's al
nonsense. O course you'll have your noney back again, and the
double of it, if ye'll nmake so free with me. It would be a
singular thing for ne to keep it. |It's not to be supposed that |
woul d be any hindrance to gentlenen in your situation; that would
be a singular thing!" cries he, and began to pull gold out of his

pocket with a mighty red face.

Al an said nothing, only | ooked on the ground.

"WIIl you step to the door with ne, sir?" said I



Cluny said he would be very glad, and followed nme readily enough

but he | ooked flustered and put out.

"And now, sir," says |, "I nust first acknow edge your

generosity."

"Nonsensi cal nonsense!" cries duny. "VWere's the generosity?
This is just a nost unfortunate affair; but what would ye have ne
do -- boxed up in this bee-skep of a cage of mine -- but just set

my friends to the cartes, when | can get then? And if they |ose,

of course, it's not to be supposed ----" And here he cane to a
pause.

"Yes," said |, "if they |lose, you give themback their noney; and
if they win, they carry away yours in their pouches! | have said

before that | grant your generosity; but to ne, sir, it's a very

pai nful thing to be placed in this position."

There was a little silence, in which duny seened always as if he
was about to speak, but said nothing. Al the time he grew

redder and redder in the face.

"I ama young man," said |, "and | ask your advice. Advise ne
as you would your son. My friend fairly lost his noney, after
having fairly gained a far greater sumof yours; can | accept it
back again? Wuld that be the right part for ne to play?

What ever | do, you can see for yourself it must be hard upon a

man of any pride."

"It's rather hard on nme, too, M. Balfour," said duny, "and ye
give me very nmuch the | ook of a man that has entrapped poor

people to their hurt. | woul dnae have ny friends conme to any



house of mine to accept affronts; no," he cried, with a sudden

heat of anger, "nor yet to give them"

"And so you see, sir," said |, "there is sonething to be said
upon ny side; and this ganbling is a very poor enploy for

gentlefolks. But | amstill waiting your opinion."

| amsure if ever duny hated any nan it was David Bal four. He

| ooked ne all over with a warlike eye, and | saw the chal |l enge at
his lips. But either ny youth disarned him or perhaps his own
sense of justice. Certainly it was a nortifying matter for al
concerned, and not |least Cluny; the nmore credit that he took it

as he did.

"M. Balfour," said he, "I think you are too nice and
covenanting, but for all that you have the spirit of a very
pretty gentleman. Upon nmy honest word, ye may take this noney --
it's what | would tell ny son -- and here's ny hand along with

it

CHAPTER XXI' V

THE FLI GHT I N THE HEATHER: THE QUARREL

Alan and | were put across Loch Errocht under cloud of night, and
went down its eastern shore to another hiding-place near the head
of Loch Rannoch, whither we were led by one of the gillies from
the Cage. This fellow carried all our |luggage and Alan's
great-coat in the bargain, trotting along under the burthen, far

| ess than the half of which used to weigh me to the ground, I|ike
a stout hill pony with a feather; yet he was a nman that, in plain

contest, | could have broken on ny knee.



Doubtless it was a great relief to wal k di sencunbered; and
perhaps without that relief, and the consequent sense of |iberty
and lightness, | could not have walked at all. | was but new
risen froma bed of sickness; and there was nothing in the state
of our affairs to hearten ne for nmuch exertion; travelling, as we
did, over the nost disnal deserts in Scotland, under a cloudy

heaven, and with divided hearts anong the travellers.

For long, we said nothing; marching al ongside or one behind the
other, each with a set countenance: |, angry and proud, and
drawi ng what strength I had fromthese two violent and sinfu
feelings; A an angry and ashaned, ashamed that he had | ost ny

nmoney, angry that | should take it so ill.

The thought of a separation ran always the stronger in ny nind;

and the nore | approved of it, the nmore ashanmed | grew of ny

approval. It would be a fine, handsonme, generous thing, indeed,
for Alan to turn round and say to ne: "Go, | amin the nost
danger, and ny conpany only increases yours." But for me to turn

to the friend who certainly loved ne, and say to him "You are in
great danger, | amin but little; your friendship is a burden

go, take your risks and bear your hardships alone ----" no, that
was i npossible; and even to think of it privily to nyself, nade

my cheeks to burn

And yet Al an had behaved like a child, and (what is wirse) a
treacherous child. \Wheedling ny noney fromnme while | |lay

hal f - consci ous was scarce better than theft; and yet here he was
trudging by ny side, without a penny to his nane, and by what |
could see, quite blithe to sponge upon the noney he had driven ne
to beg. True, | was ready to share it with him but it nade ne

rage to see himcount upon ny readi ness.



These were the two things uppernmost in ny mnd; and | could open
my nmout h upon neither wi thout black ungenerosity. So |I did the
next worst, and said nothing, nor so nuch as | ooked once at ny

conpani on, save with the tail of ny eye

At last, upon the other side of Loch Errocht, going over a
snoot h, rushy place, where the wal ki ng was easy, he could bear it

no |l onger, and cane close to ne.

"David," says he, "this is no way for two friends to take a snall
accident. | have to say that I'msorry; and so that's said. And

now i f you have anything, ye'd better say it."

"O " says I, "I have nothing."

He seemed di sconcerted; at which | was neanly pl eased.

"No," said he, with rather a trenbling voice, "but when |I say |

was to bl ame?"

"Wy, of course, ye were to blame,"” said I, coolly; "and you will

bear me out that | have never reproached you."

"Never," says he; "but ye ken very well that ye' ve done worse.
Are we to part? Ye said so once before. Are ye to say it again?
There's hills and heat her enough between here and the two seas,
David; and | will own |I'mno very keen to stay where |'mno

want ed. "

This pierced ne like a swrd, and seened to |lay bare ny private

di sl oyal ty.

"Alan Breck!" | cried; and then: "Do you think | amone to turn

my back on you in your chief need? You dursn't say it to ny



face. M whole conduct's there to give the lietoit. It's
true, | fell asleep upon the nuir; but that was from weari ness,

and you do wong to cast it up to nme----'

"Which is what | never did," said Al an

"But aside fromthat," | continued, "what have | done that you
shoul d even ne to dogs by such a supposition? | never yet failed
a friend, and it's not likely I'll begin with you. There are

things between us that | can never forget, even if you can.”

"I will only say this to ye, David," said Alan, very quietly,
"that | have long been owing ye ny life, and now | owe ye noney.

Ye should try to make that burden light for nme."

Thi s ought to have touched nme, and in a manner it did, but the
wong manner. | felt | was behaving, badly; and was now not only
angry with Alan, but angry with nyself in the bargain; and it

made nme the nore cruel

"You asked nme to speak," said |I. "Well, then, | will. You own
yoursel f that you have done ne a disservice; | have had to
swal l ow an affront: | have never reproached you, | never naned
the thing till you did. And now you blanme ne," cried |, "because

I cannae laugh and sing as if | was glad to be affronted. The
next thing will be that I'mto go down upon ny knees and thank
you for it! Ye should think nore of others, Alan Breck. If ye
t hought nore of others, ye would perhaps speak | ess about
yoursel f; and when a friend that |ikes you very well has passed
over an offence without a word, you would be blithe to let it
lie, instead of making it a stick to break his back with. By
your own way of it, it was you that was to blane; then it

shoul dnae be you to seek the quarrel.”



"Aweel ," said Alan, "say nae mair."

And we fell back into our forner silence; and cane to our
journey's end, and supped, and lay down to sleep, w thout another

wor d.

The gillie put us across Loch Rannoch in the dusk of the next
day, and gave us his opinion as to our best route. This was to
get us up at once into the tops of the nountains: to go round by
a circuit, turning the heads of den Lyon, den Lochay, and d en
Dochart, and cone down upon the | owl ands by Ki ppen and the upper
waters of the Forth. Alan was little pleased with a route which
I ed us through the country of his blood-foes, the d enorchy
Canpbells. He objected that by turning to the east, we should
come al nost at once anong the Athole Stewarts, a race of his own
name and |ineage, although following a different chief, and cone
besides by a far easier and swifter way to the place whither we
were bound. But the gillie, who was indeed the chief man of
Cluny's scouts, had good reasons to give himon all hands, naning
the force of troops in every district, and alleging finally (as
well as | could understand) that we should nowhere be so little

troubled as in a country of the Canpbells.

Al an gave way at last, but with only half a heart. "It's one of
the dowi est countries in Scotland,” said he. "There's naething
there that | ken, but heath, and crows, and Canpbells. But | see

that ye're a nman of some penetration; and be it as ye pleasel™

We set forth accordingly by this itinerary; and for the best part
of three nights travelled on eerie nountains and anong the
wel | -heads of wild rivers; often buried in mist, alnost
continually blown and rai ned upon, and not once cheered by any

glinpse of sunshine. By day, we lay and slept in the drenching



heat her; by night, incessantly clanbered upon break-neck hills
and anong rude crags. W often wandered; we were often so
involved in fog, that we nust lie quiet till it lightened. A
fire was never to be thought of. CQur only food was dramrmach and
a portion of cold nmeat that we had carried fromthe Cage; and as

for drink, Heaven knows we had no want of water.

This was a dreadful time, rendered the nore dreadful by the gl oom

of the weather and the country. | was never warn ny teeth
chattered in ny head; | was troubled with a very sore throat,
such as | had on the isle; | had a painful stitch in ny side

whi ch never left me; and when | slept in ny wet bed, with the
rain beating above and the nud oozing below nme, it was to live
over again in fancy the worst part of ny adventures -- to see the
tower of Shaws lit by lightning, Ransome carried bel ow on the
men' s backs, Shuan dying on the round-house floor, or Colin
Canpbel | grasping at the bosomof his coat. From such broken
slumbers, | would be aroused in the gloamng, to sit up in the
same puddl e where | had slept, and sup cold dramuach; the rain
driving sharp in ny face or running down ny back in icy trickles;
the m st enfolding us Iike as in a gloony chanber -- or, perhaps,
if the wind blew, falling suddenly apart and show ng us the gulf

of sone dark valley where the streans were crying al oud.

The sound of an infinite nunber of rivers came up fromall round.
In this steady rain the springs of the nountain were broken up
every glen gushed water like a cistern; every streamwas in high
spate, and had filled and overflowed its channel. During our
night tranps, it was solem to hear the voice of them belowin
the vall eys, now boomng |ike thunder, now with an angry cry. |
could well understand the story of the Water Kel pie, that denon
of the streanms, who is fabled to keep wailing and roaring at the

ford until the com ng of the dooned traveller. Alan | saw



believed it, or half believed it; and when the cry of the river
rose nore than usually sharp, | was little surprised (though, of
course, | would still be shocked) to see himcross hinself in the

manner of the Catholics.

During all these horrid wanderings we had no faniliarity,
scarcely even that of speech. The truth is that | was sickening
for my grave, which is ny best excuse. But besides that | was of
an unforgiving disposition fromny birth, slowto take offence,
slower to forget it, and now i ncensed both agai nst ny conpanion
and nyself. For the best part of two days he was unweariedly
kind; silent, indeed, but always ready to hel p, and al ways hopi ng
(as | could very well see) that ny displ easure would bl ow by.

For the sane length of tinme | stayed in nmyself, nursing ny anger
roughly refusing his services, and passing himover with nmy eyes

as if he had been a bush or a stone.

The second night, or rather the peep of the third day, found us
upon a very open hill, so that we could not follow our usual plan
and lie down imrediately to eat and sleep. Before we had reached
a place of shelter, the grey had cone pretty clear, for though it
still rained, the clouds ran higher; and Alan, |ooking in ny

face, showed sone marks of concern

"Ye had better let ne take your pack," said he, for perhaps the

ninth time since we had parted fromthe scout beside Loch

Rannoch.
"I do very well, | thank you," said |, as cold as ice
Al an flushed darkly. "I'll not offer it again," he said. "I'm

not a patient man, David."



"I never said you were," said |, which was exactly the rude

silly speech of a boy of ten

Al an nmade no answer at the tine, but his conduct answered for
him Henceforth, it is to be thought, he quite forgave hinself
for the affair at duny's; cocked his hat again, wal ked jauntily,
whistled airs, and | ooked at ne upon one side with a provoking

smle.

The third night we were to pass through the western end of the
country of Balquhidder. 1t cane clear and cold, with a touch in
the air like frost, and a northerly wind that blew the cl ouds
away and nade the stars bright. The streans were full, of
course, and still nmade a great noise anobng the hills; but I
observed that Al an thought no nore upon the Kel pie, and was in
hi gh good spirits. As for me, the change of weather cane too
late; | had lainin the nmire so long that (as the Bible has it)
ny very clothes "abhorred ne." | was dead weary, deadly sick and
full of pains and shiverings; the chill of the wi nd went through
me, and the sound of it confused ny ears. |In this poor state
had to bear from ny conpani on sonething in the nature of a

persecution. He spoke a good deal, and never w thout a taunt.

"Whi g" was the best nane he had to give ne. "Here," he would
say, "here's a dub for ye to junp, ny Wiggie! | ken you're a
fine junper!™ And so on; all the time with a gibing voice and
face.

I knew it was nmy own doing, and no one else's; but | was too

m serable to repent. | felt | could drag myself but little
farther; pretty soon, | nust |lie down and die on these wet
mountains |ike a sheep or a fox, and ny bones nust whiten there
Ii ke the bones of a beast. M head was |ight perhaps; but |

began to | ove the prospect, | began to glory in the thought of



such a death, alone in the desert, with the wild eagl es besieging
my last nmonents. Alan would repent then, | thought; he would
remenber, when | was dead, how nuch he owed me, and the
renenbrance would be torture. So | went like a sick, silly, and
bad- heart ed school boy, feeding ny anger against a fell ow nman

when | woul d have been better on ny knees, crying on God for
mercy. And at each of Alan's taunts, | hugged nysel f. "Ah!"
thinks | to nyself, "I have a better taunt in readi ness; when |
lie dowmn and die, you will feel it like a buffet in your face;

ah, what a revenge! ah, how you will regret your ingratitude and

cruelty!"

All the while, | was growi ng worse and worse. Once | had fallen
my leg sinply doubling under me, and this had struck Al an for the
monent; but | was afoot so briskly, and set off again with such a
natural manner, that he soon forgot the incident. Flushes of

heat went over ne, and then spasns of shuddering. The stitch in
my side was hardly bearable. At last | began to feel that |
could trail nyself no farther: and with that, there came on ne
all at once the wish to have it out with Alan, |let ny anger

bl aze, and be done with ny life in a nore sudden nanner. He had

just called me "Wiig." | stopped.

"M. Stewart," said |, in a voice that quivered |like a

fiddl e-string, "you are older than I am and should know your
manners. Do you think it either very wise or very witty to cast
my politics in ny teeth? | thought, where folk differed, it was
the part of gentlenmen to differ civilly; and if | did not, | may

tell you |l could find a better taunt than sone of yours."

Al an had stopped opposite to ne, his hat cocked, his hands in his
breeches pockets, his head a little on one side. He |listened,

smling evilly, as | could see by the starlight; and when | had



done he began to whistle a Jacobite air. It was the air nmade in

nmockery of General Cope's defeat at Preston Pans:

"Hey, Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin' yet?

And are your druns a-beatin' yet?"

And it cane in nmy nmind that A an, on the day of that battle, had

been engaged upon the royal side.

"Wy do ye take that air, M. Stewart?" said . "lIs that to

remi nd ne you have been beaten on both sides?"

The air stopped on Alan's lips. "David!" said he.

"But it's tine these manners ceased,” | continued; "and | nean
you shall henceforth speak civilly of ny King and ny good friends

t he Canpbells.™

"I ama Stewart --" began Al an
"a" says I, "I ken ye bear a king's nanme. But you are to
renenber, since | have been in the Highlands, | have seen a good

many of those that bear it; and the best | can say of themis

this, that they would be none the worse of washing."

"Do you know that you insult nme?" said Al an, very |ow.

"I amsorry for that,"” said I, "for I amnot done; and if you

di staste the sernmon, | doubt the pirliecue[29] will please you as
little. You have been chased in the field by the growm nen of ny
party; it seens a poor kind of pleasure to out-face a boy. Both
the Canpbel |l s and the Wi gs have beaten you; you have run before

themlike a hare. 1t behoves you to speak of them as of your



betters."

[29] A second sernon.

Alan stood quite still, the tails of his great-coat clapping

behind himin the w nd.

"This is a pity" he said at last. "There are things said that

cannot be passed over."

"I never asked you to," said|l. "I amas ready as yourself."

"Ready?" said he.

"Ready," | repeated. "I amno blower and boaster |ike sone that
I could nane. Cone on!"™ And drawing ny sword, | fell on guard

as Al an hinself had taught ne.

"David!" he cried . "Are ye daft? | cannae draw upon ye, David.

It's fair nurder."

"That was your | ook-out when you insulted ne," said |

"It's the truth!" cried Alan, and he stood for a nmonent, winging
his nmouth in his hand like a man in sore perplexity. "It's the
bare truth," he said, and drew his sword. But before |I could
touch his blade with mne, he had thrown it fromhimand fallen

to the ground. "Na, na," he kept saying, "na, na -- | cannae, |

cannae."

At this the last of ny anger oozed all out of me; and | found
mysel f only sick, and sorry, and bl ank, and wondering at nyself.

I would have given the world to take back what | had said; but a



word once spoken, who can recapture it? | minded ne of all

Al an' s ki ndness and courage in the past, how he had hel ped and
cheered and borne with me in our evil days; and then recalled ny
own insults, and saw that | had | ost for ever that doughty
friend. At the same tinme, the sickness that hung upon ne seened
to redouble, and the pang in ny side was |like a sword for

sharpness. | thought | nust have swooned where | stood.

This it was that gave ne a thought. No apol ogy could bl ot out
what | had said; it was needless to think of one, none could

cover the offence; but where an apol ogy was vain, a nere cry for

hel p might bring Alan back to ny side. | put ny pride away from
me. "Alan!" | said; "if ye cannae help nme, | nust just die
here. ™

He started up sitting, and | ooked at ne.

"It's true,” said 1. "I'mby withit. O let nme get into the
bield of a house -- 1I'lIl can die there easier.” | had no need to
pretend; whether | chose or not, | spoke in a weeping voice that

woul d have nelted a heart of stone.

"Can ye wal k?" asked Al an.

"No," said I, "not without help. This last hour ny | egs have
been fainting under ne; |1've a stitch in ny side |ike a red-hot
iron; | cannae breathe right. If |I die, ye'll can forgive ne,
Alan? In ny heart, | liked ye fine -- even when | was the
angriest."

"Wheesht, wheesht!" cried Alan. "Dinna say that! David nman, ye

ken --" He shut his nouth upon a sob. "Let ne get ny arm about

ye," he continued; "that's the way! Now |ean upon nme hard. Gude

kens where there's a house! W're in Bal whidder, too; there



shoul d be no want of houses, no, nor friends' houses here. Do ye

gang easi er so, Davie?"

"Ay" said I, "I can be doing this way;" and | pressed his arm
with nmy hand.

Agai n he cane near sobbing. "Davie," said he, "I'mno a right
man at all; | have neither sense nor kindness; | could nae
renmenber ye were just a bairn, | coul dnae see ye were dying on
your feet; Davie, ye'll have to try and forgive ne."

"Oman, let's say no nore about it!" said|l. "W're neither one
of us to nend the other -- that's the truth! W nust just bear
and forbear, man Alan. O but ny stitch is sore! 1s there nae
house?"

"I''l'l find a house to ye, David," he said, stoutly. "We'll|
foll ow down the burn, where there's bound to be houses. My poor

man, will ye no be better on my back?"

"O, Alan," says |, "and ne a good twelve inches taller?"
"Ye're no such a thing," cried Alan, with a start. "There may be
atrifling mtter of an inch or two; |I'mno saying |I'mjust

exactly what ye would call a tall man, whatever; and | dare say,"
he added, his voice tailing off in a |aughable manner, "now when
| cone to think of it, | dare say ye'll be just about right. Ay,

it'll be a foot, or near hand; or nay be even nmair!"

It was sweet and | aughable to hear Al an eat his words up in the
fear of sonme fresh quarrel. | could have | aughed, had not ny
stitch caught ne so hard; but if | had laughed, |I think I nust

have wept too.



"Alan,"” cried I, "what makes ye so good to ne? What makes ye

care for such a thankl ess fell ow?"

"' Deed, and | don't, know' said Alan. "For just precisely what |
thought | liked about ye, was that ye never quarrelled: -- and

now | like ye better!"”

CHAPTER XXV

I N BALQUHI DDER

At the door of the first house we cane to, Al an knocked, which
was of no very safe enterprise in such a part of the Hi ghlands as
the Braes of Bal quhidder. No great clan held rule there; it was
filled and di sputed by small septs, and broken remants, and what
they call "chiefless folk," driven into the wild country about
the springs of Forth and Teith by the advance of the Canpbells.
Here were Stewarts and Macl arens, which cane to the sane thing,
for the Maclarens followed Alan's chief in war, and nade but one
clan with Appin. Here, too, were nany of that old, proscribed,
nanel ess, red-handed clan of the Macgregors. They had al ways
been ill-considered, and now worse than ever, having credit wth
no side or party in the whole country of Scotland. Their chief,
Macgregor of Macgregor, was in exile; the nore i medi ate | eader
of that part of them about Bal quhi dder, Janmes More, Rob Roy's

el dest son, lay waiting his trial in Edinburgh Castle; they were
inill-blood with Hi ghlander and Low ander, with the G ahanes,
the Maclarens, and the Stewarts; and Al an, who took up the
quarrel of any friend, however distant, was extremely wi shful to

avoi d them



Chance served us very well; for it was a household of Macl arens
that we found, where Alan was not only wel come for his nane's
sake but known by reputation. Here then | was got to bed wi thout
del ay, and a doctor fetched, who found ne in a sorry plight. But
whet her because he was a very good doctor, or | a very young,
strong man, | lay bedridden for no nore than a week, and before a

month | was able to take the road again with a good heart.

Al this tine Alan woul d not | eave nme though | often pressed him
and i ndeed his fool hardi ness in staying was a conmmon subj ect of
outcry with the two or three friends that were let into the
secret. He hid by day in a hole of the braes under a little
wood; and at night, when the coast was clear, would conme into the
house to visit ne. | need not say if | was pleased to see him
M's. Maclaren, our hostess, thought nothing good enough for such
a guest; and as Duncan Dhu (which was the name of our host) had a
pair of pipes in his house, and was nuch of a |over of nusic,
this time of ny recovery was quite a festival, and we commonly

turned night into day.

The soldiers let us be; although once a party of two conpanies
and sone dragoons went by in the bottom of the valley, where
could see themthrough the window as | lay in bed. Wat was nuch
nmor e astoni shing, no magi strate came near nme, and there was no
question put of whence | cane or whither | was going; and in that
time of excitenent, | was as free of all inquiry as though | had
lain in a desert. Yet ny presence was known before | left to al
the peopl e in Bal quhi dder and the adjacent parts; nmany comni ng
about the house on visits and these (after the custom of the
country) spreading the news anong their neighbours. The bills,
too, had now been printed. There was one pinned near the foot of
my bed, where | could read nmy own not very flattering portrait

and, in larger characters, the amount of the bl ood noney that had



been set upon ny life. Duncan Dhu and the rest that knew that |
had conme there in Alan's conpany, could have entertai ned no doubt
of who | was; and many ot hers nust have had their guess. For
though | had changed ny clothes, | could not change ny age or
person; and Low and boys of eighteen were not so rife in these
parts of the world, and above all about that time, that they
could fail to put one thing with another, and connect nme with the
bill. So it was, at least. Oher folk keep a secret anmong two
or three near friends, and sonehow it |eaks out; but anpong these
clansnen, it is told to a whole countryside, and they will keep

it for a century.

There was but one thing happened worth narrating; and that is the
visit | had of Robin G g, one of the sons of the notorious Rob
Roy. He was sought upon all sides on a charge of carrying a
young wonman from Bal fron and marryi ng her (as was all eged) by
force; yet he stepped about Bal quhidder like a gentleman in his
own wal l ed policy. It was he who had shot Janes Maclaren at the
pl ough stilts, a quarrel never satisfied; yet he walked into the
house of his blood enemies as a rider[30] might into a public

i nn.

[ 30] Cormercial traveller

Duncan had tine to pass ne word of who it was; and we | ooked at
one another in concern. You should understand, it was then close
upon the time of Alan's coming; the two were little likely to
agree; and yet if we sent word or sought to make a signal, it was
sure to arouse suspicion in a nan under so dark a cloud as the

Macgr egor .

He came in with a great show of civility, but like a man anong

inferiors; took off his bonnet to Ms. Maclaren, but clapped it



on his head again to speak to Duncan; and |eaving thus set
hi nsel f (as he would have thought) in a proper light, canme to ny

bedsi de and bowed.

"I amgiven to know, sir," says he, "that your nane is Balfour."

"They call ne David Balfour," said I, "at your service."

"I would give ye ny nane in return, sir" he replied, "but it's
one sonewhat bl own upon of |ate days; and it'll perhaps suffice
if I tell ye that I amown brother to Janmes Mre Drunmond or

Macgregor, of whomye will scarce have failed to hear."

"No, sir," said |, alittle alarned; "nor yet of your father
Macgr egor - Canmpbel I ."  And | sat up and bowed in bed; for |
t hought best to conplinment him in case he was proud of having

had an outlaw to his father

He bowed in return. "But what | amcone to say, sir," he went
on, "is this. 1In the year '45, ny brother raised a part of the
"Gregara’ and marched six conpanies to strike a stroke for the
good side; and the surgeon that marched with our clan and cured
nmy brother's leg when it was broken in the brush at Preston Pans,
was a gentleman of the same name precisely as yourself. He was
brother to Balfour of Baith; and if you are in any reasonabl e

degree of nearness one of that gentleman's kin, | have cone to

put nyself and ny people at your command."

You are to renmenber that | knew no nore of ny descent than any
cadger's dog; ny uncle, to be sure, had prated of sone of our
hi gh connections, but nothing to the present purpose; and there
was nothing left me but that bitter disgrace of owning that I

could not tell.



Robin told me shortly he was sorry he had put hinself about,

turned his back upon ne without a sign of salutation, and as he

went towards the door, | could hear himtelling Duncan that | was
"only sonme kinless loon that didn't know his own father.” Angry
as | was at these words, and ashaned of ny own ignorance, | could

scarce keep fromsniling that a man who was under the [ ash of the
| aw (and was i ndeed hanged some three years later) should be so

nice as to the descent of his acquai ntances.

Just in the door, he net Alan coning in; and the two drew back
and | ooked at each other |ike strange dogs. They were neither of
them big nmen, but they seened fairly to swell out with pride.
Each wore a sword, and by a novenent of his haunch, thrust clear
the hilt of it, so that it nmight be the nore readily grasped and

t he bl ade dr awn.

"M. Stewart, | amthinking,"” says Robin.

"Troth, M. Macgregor, it's not a name to be ashamed of,"

answer ed Al an.

"I did not know ye were in ny country, sir," says Robin.

"It sticks inny mind that | amin the country of ny friends the

Macl arens, " says Al an.

"That's a kittle point," returned the other. "There nmay be two
words to say to that. But | think I will have heard that you are

a man of your sword?"

"Unl ess ye were born deaf, M. Macgregor, ye will have heard a
good deal nore than that," says Alan. "I amnot the only nman

that can draw steel in Appin; and when ny kinsman and captai n,



Ardshiel, had a talk with a gentlenman of your name, not so many
years back, | could never hear that the Macgregor had the best of

it."

"Do ye nmean ny father, sir?" says Robin.

"Well, | woul dnae wonder," said Alan. "The gentleman | have in

my mind had the ill-taste to clap Canpbell to his name."

"My father was an old nan," returned Robin.

"The match was unequal . You and nme would make a better pair,

sir.

"I was thinking that,"” said Al an.

I was half out of bed, and Duncan had been hangi ng at the el bow
of these fighting cocks, ready to intervene upon the |east

occasion. But when that word was uttered, it was a case of now
or never; and Duncan, with sonmething of a white face to be sure,

thrust hinself between.

"Gentlenen," said he, "I will have been thinking of a very
different matter, whateffer. Here are ny pipes, and here are you
two gentl emen who are baith acclained pipers. It's an auld

di spute which one of ye's the best. Here will be a braw chance

to settle it."

"Wy, sir," said Alan, still addressing Robin, fromwhomindeed
he had not so nmuch as shifted his eyes, nor yet Robin fromhim

"why, sir," says Alan, "I think I will have heard sone sough[ 31]
of the sort. Have ye nusic, as folk say? Are ye a bit of a

pi per?"



[ 31] Runour .

"I can pipe like a Macrimmon!" cries Robin.

"And that is a very bold word," quoth Al an

"I have rmade bol der words good before now," returned Robin, "and

that agai nst better adversaries."

"It is easy to try that,” says Al an

Duncan Dhu made haste to bring out the pair of pipes that was his
princi pal possession, and to set before his guests a nutton-ham
and a bottle of that drink which they call Athole brose, and

whi ch is made of old whiskey, strained honey and sweet cream
slowy beaten together in the right order and proportion. The
two enenmies were still on the very breach of a quarrel; but down
they sat, one upon each side of the peat fire, with a m ghty show
of politeness. Maclaren pressed themto taste his nutton-ham and
"the wife's brose," rem nding themthe wi fe was out of Athole and
had a name far and wide for her skill in that confection. But

Robi n put aside these hospitalities as bad for the breath.

"I would have ye to renmark, sir," said Alan, "that | havenae
broken bread for near upon ten hours, which will be worse for the

breath than any brose in Scotland."”

"I will take no advantages, M. Stewart," replied Robin. "Eat

and drink; I'Il follow you."

Each ate a small portion of the hamand drank a gl ass of the

brose to Ms. Maclaren; and then after a great nunber of



civilities, Robin took the pipes and played a little spring in a

very ranti ng manner.

"Ay, ye can, blow' said Al an; and taking the instrument fromhis
rival, he first played the same spring in a manner identical with
Robi n's; and then wandered into variations, which, as he went on
he decorated with a perfect flight of grace-notes, such as pipers

love, and call the "warblers."

| had been pleased with Robin's playing, Alan's ravished ne.

"That's no very bad, M. Stewart,"” said the rival, "but ye show a

poor device in your warblers."

"Me!" cried Alan, the bl ood starting to his face. "I give ye the

lie."
"Do ye own yourself beaten at the pipes, then," said Robin, "that

ye seek to change them for the sword?"

"And that's very well said, M. Mcgregor," returned Al an; "and
in the neantime" (laying a strong accent on the word) "I take

back the lie. | appeal to Duncan.”

"I ndeed, ye need appeal to naebody," said Robin. "Ye're a far
better judge than any Maclaren in Bal quhidder: for it's a God's
truth that you're a very creditable piper for a Stewart. Hand ne
the pipes.” Al an did as he asked; and Robin proceeded to initate
and correct sone part of Alan's variations, which it seened that

he renmenbered perfectly.

"Ay, ye have nusic," said Alan, gloonily

"And now be the judge yourself, M. Stewart," said Robin; and



taking up the variations fromthe beginning, he worked them
t hroughout to so new a purpose, with such ingenuity and
sentinment, and with so odd a fancy and so quick a knack in the

grace-notes, that | was anazed to hear him

As for Alan, his face grew dark and hot, and he sat and gnawed
his fingers, like a man under sone deep affront. "Enough!" he
cried. "Ye can blow the pipes -- nake the nost of that." And he

made as if to rise

But Robin only held out his hand as if to ask for silence, and
struck into the slow nmeasure of a pibroch. It was a fine piece of
music in itself, and nobly played; but it seens, besides, it was
a piece peculiar to the Appin Stewarts and a chief favourite with
Alan. The first notes were scarce out, before there cane a
change in his face; when the tine qui ckened, he seened to grow
restless in his seat; and | ong before that piece was at an end,
the | ast signs of his anger died fromhim and he had no thought

but for the nusic.

"Robin O g," he said, when it was done, "ye are a great piper. |
amnot fit to blowin the same kingdomwi th ye. Body of ne! ye

have mair nusic in your sporran than | have in my head! And

though it still sticks in ny mind that | could nmaybe show ye
another of it with the cold steel, | warn ye beforehand -- it'll
no be fair! It would go against ny heart to haggle a nan that

can bl ow the pipes as you can!"

Ther eupon that quarrel was nade up; all night |ong the brose was
goi ng and the pi pes changi ng hands; and the day had conme pretty
bright, and the three men were none the better for what they had

been taking, before Robin as nuch as thought upon the road.



CHAPTER XXV

END OF THE FLI GHT: WE PASS THE FORTH

The nonth, as | have said, was not yet out, but it was already
far through August, and beautiful warm weather, with every sign
of an early and great harvest, when | was pronounced able for ny
journey. Qur noney was now run to so | ow an ebb that we nust
think first of all on speed; for if we cane not soon to M.
Rankeillor's, or if when we cane there he should fail to help ne,
we nust surely starve. In Alan's view, besides, the hunt nust
have now greatly sl ackened; and the Iine of the Forth and even
Stirling Bridge, which is the main pass over that river, would be

wat ched with little interest.

"It's a chief principle in mlitary affairs," said he, "to go
where ye are | east expected. Forth is our trouble; ye ken the
saying, 'Forth bridles the wild Hielandman.® Well, if we seek to
creep round about the head of that river and cone down by Ki ppen
or Balfron, it's just precisely there that they' |l be I ooking to

| ay hands on us. But if we stave on straight to the auld Brig of

Stirling, 1'll lay nmy sword they | et us pass unchal |l enged. "

The first night, accordingly, we pushed to the house of a
Maclaren in Strathire, a friend of Duncan's, where we slept the
twenty-first of the nonth, and whence we set forth again about
the fall of night to nake another easy stage. The twenty-second
we lay in a heather bush on the hillside in Uam Var, within view
of a herd of deer, the happiest ten hours of sleep in a fine,
breat hi ng sunshine and on bone-dry ground, that | have ever
tasted. That night we struck Allan Water, and followed it down;

and coming to the edge of the hills saw the whol e Carse of



Stirling underfoot, as flat as a pancake, with the town and
castle on a hill in the mdst of it, and the noon shining on the

Li nks of Forth.

"Now, " said Alan, "I kenna if ye care, but ye're in your own | and
again. W passed the Heland Line in the first hour; and now if
we coul d but pass yon crooked water, we night cast our bonnets in

the air."

In All an Water, near by where it falls into the Forth, we found a
little sandy islet, overgrown with burdock, butterbur and the
like low plants, that would just cover us if we lay flat. Here
it was we made our canmp, within plain view of Stirling Castle,
whence we coul d hear the druns beat as sone part of the garrison
paraded. Shearers worked all day in a field on one side of the
river, and we could hear the stones going on the hooks and the
voi ces and even the words of the nen talking. It behoved to lie
close and keep silent. But the sand of the little isle was
sun-warm the green plants gave us shelter for our heads, we had
food and drink in plenty; and to crown all, we were within sight

of safety.

As soon as the shearers quit their work and the dusk began to
fall, we waded ashore and struck for the Bridge of Stirling,

keeping to the fields and under the field fences.

The bridge is close under the castle hill, an old, high, narrow
bridge with pinnacles along the parapet; and you nmay conceive
with how much interest | |ooked upon it, not only as a pl ace
famous in history, but as the very doors of salvation to Alan and
mysel f. The nmoon was not yet up when we cane there; a fewlights
shone along the front of the fortress, and | ower down a few
lighted windows in the town; but it was all mghty still, and

there seenmed to be no guard upon the passage.



I was for pushing straight across; but Alan was nore wary.

"I't looks unco' quiet,"” said he; "but for all that we'll lie down

here cannily behind a dyke, and nmake sure."

So we lay for about a quarter of an hour, whiles whispering,
whiles lying still and hearing nothing earthly but the washing of
the water on the piers. At last there cane by an ol d, hobbling
worman with a crutch stick; who first stopped a little, close to
where we | ay, and benpaned herself and the | ong way she had
travell ed; and then set forth again up the steep spring of the
bridge. The wonan was so little, and the night still so dark
that we soon |ost sight of her; only heard the sound of her
steps, and her stick, and a cough that she had by fits, draw

slowy farther away.

"She's bound to be across now," | whispered.

"Na," said Alan, "her foot still sounds boss[32] upon the
bridge. "

[ 32] Hol | ow.

And just then -- "Who goes?" cried a voice, and we heard the butt
of a nmusket rattle on the stones. | nust suppose the sentry had

been sl eeping, so that had we tried, we m ght have passed unseen

but he was awake now, and the chance forfeited.

"This'l| never do," said Alan. "This'I| never, never do for us,

David. "

And without another word, he began to crawl away through the



fields; and a little after, being well out of eye-shot, got to
his feet again, and struck along a road that led to the eastward.
I could not conceive what he was doing; and indeed | was so
sharply cut by the disappointnment, that | was little likely to be
pl eased with anything. A nmonent back and | had seen nyself
knocking at M. Rankeillor's door to claimny inheritance, |like a
hero in a ballad; and here was | back again, a wandering, hunted

bl ackguard, on the wong side of Forth

"Well?" said |
"Well," said Alan, "what would ye have? They're none such fools
as | took themfor. W have still the Forth to pass, Davie --

weary fall the rains that fed and the hillsides that guided it!"

"And why go east?" said |

"Qu, just upon the chance!" said he. "If we cannae pass the

river, we'll have to see what we can do for the firth."

"There are fords upon the river, and none upon the firth," said

"To be sure there are fords, and a bridge forbye,"” quoth Al an

"and of what service, when they are watched?"

"Well," said |, "but a river can be swm"

"By themthat have the skill of it," returned he; "but | have yet
to hear that either you or me is nuch of a hand at that exercise

and for ny own part, I swimlike a stone.™

"I"'mnot up to you in tal king back, Alan,” | said; "but |I can see



we' re naking bad worse. If it's hard to pass a river, it stands

to reason it nust be worse to pass a sea."

"But there's such a thing as a boat," says Alan, "or |I'mthe nore

decei ved. "

"Ay, and such a thing as noney,"” says |I. "But for us that have
nei ther one nor other, they nmight just as well not have been

i nvented. "

"Ye think so?" said Al an

"l do that," said I.

"David," says he, "ye're a man of small invention and less faith.
But let nme set ny wits upon the hone, and if | cannae beg,

borrow, nor yet steal a boat, |'ll make one!"

"I think | see ye!" said 1. "And what's nore than all that: if

ye pass a bridge, it can tell no tales; but if we pass the firth,

there's the boat on the wong side -- sonebody nust have brought
it -- the country-side will all be in a bizz ---"
"Man!" cried Alan, "if | nake a boat, I'll nake a body to take it

back again! So deave me with no nore of your nonsense, but wal k

(for that's what you've got to do) --and let Alan think for ye."

Al'l night, then, we wal ked through the north side of the Carse
under the high Iine of the Cchil nobuntains; and by Alloa and

Cl ackmannan and Cul ross, all of which we avoi ded: and about ten
in the norning, mghty hungry and tired, canme to the little
clachan of Linekilns. This is a place that sits near in by the
wat er - si de, and | ooks across the Hope to the town of the

Queensferry. Snoke went up from both of these, and from ot her



villages and farms upon all hands. The fields were being reaped;
two ships lay anchored, and boats were com ng and goi ng on the
Hope. It was altogether a right pleasant sight to nme; and

could not take my fill of gazing at these confortable, green

cultivated hills and the busy people both of the field and sea.

For all that, there was M. Rankeillor's house on the south
shore, where | had no doubt wealth awaited nme; and here was |
upon the north, clad in poor enough attire of an outl andi sh
fashion, with three silver shillings left to ne of all ny
fortune, a price set upon ny head, and an outlawed nman for ny

sol e company.

"O Aan!" said |, "to think of it! Over there, there's all that
heart could want waiting ne; and the birds go over, and the boats
go over -- all that please can go, but just me only! O man, but

it's a heart-break!"

In Linekilns we entered a small change-house, which we only knew
to be a public by the wand over the door, and bought sone bread
and cheese from a good-| ooking |lass that was the servant. This
we carried with us in a bundle, neaning to sit and eat it in a
bush of wood on the sea-shore, that we saw sonme third part of a
mle in front. As we went, | kept |ooking across the water and
sighing to nyself; and though | took no heed of it, A an had

fallen into a nuse. At |last he stopped in the way.

"Did ye take heed of the |ass we bought this of ?" says he,

tappi ng on the bread and cheese.

"To be sure," said |, "and a bonny |ass she was."

"Ye thought that?" cries he. "Man, David, that's good news."



"In the name of all that's wonderful, why so?" says |I. "What

good can that do?"

"Well," said Alan, with one of his droll |ooks, "I was rather in

hopes it woul d naybe get us that boat."

"If it were the other way about, it would be liker it," said I

"That's all that you ken, ye see," said Alan. "I don't want the
lass to fall in love with ye, | want her to be sorry for ye
David; to which end there is no nanner of need that she should
take you for a beauty. Let nme see" (looking me curiously over).
"I wish ye were a wee thing paler; but apart fromthat ye'll do
fine for nmy purpose -- ye have a fine, hang-dog, rag-and-tatter
cl appermacl aw ki nd of a look to ye, as if ye had stolen the coat
froma potato-bogle. Cone; right about, and back to the

change- house for that boat of ours."

I followed him I aughing.

"David Bal four," said he, "ye're a very funny gentl eman by your
way of it, and this is a very funny enploy for ye, no doubt. For
all that, if ye have any affection for my neck (to say nothing of
your own) ye will perhaps be kind enough to take this nmatter
responsibly. | amgoing to do a bit of play-acting, the bottom
ground of which is just exactly as serious as the gallows for the
pair of us. So bear it, if ye please, in nmind, and conduct

yoursel f according."

"Wll, well," said I, "have it as you will."

As we got near the clachan, he made nme take his arm and hang upon

it like one alnost hel pless with weariness; and by the tinme he



pushed open the change- house door, he seened to be half carrying
me. The maid appeared surprised (as well she might be) at our
speedy return; but Alan had no words to spare for her in

expl anation, helped nme to a chair, called for a tass of brandy
with which he fed ne in little sips, and then breaking up the
bread and cheese helped ne to eat it like a nursery-lass; the
whol e with that grave, concerned, affectionate countenance, that
m ght have inposed upon a judge. It was small wonder if the naid
were taken with the picture we presented, of a poor, sick,

overw ought lad and his nost tender conrade. She drew quite

near, and stood |l eaning with her back on the next table.

"What's like wong with hinP" said she at |ast.

Al an turned upon her, to nmy great wonder, with a kind of fury.
"Wong?" cries he. "He's wal ked nore hundreds of miles than he
has hairs upon his chin, and slept oftener in wet heather than
dry sheets. Wong, quo' she! Wong enough, | would think
Wong, indeed!" and he kept grunbling to hinself as he fed ne,

like a man ill-pl eased.

"He's young for the Iike of that," said the maid.
"Oner young," said Alan, with his back to her

"He woul d be better riding," says she.

"And where could | get a horse to hinP" cried Al an, turning on

her with the sane appearance of fury. "Wuld ye have ne steal ?"

| thought this roughness would have sent her off in dudgeon, as
indeed it closed her nouth for the tinme. But ny conpani on knew

very well what he was doing; and for as sinple as he was in sone



things of life, had a great fund of roguishness in such affairs

as these.

"Ye neednae tell me," she said at last -- "ye're gentry."

"Well," said Alan, softened a little (I believe against his will)
by this artless comment, "and suppose we were? Did ever you hear

that gentrice put noney in folk's pockets?"

She sighed at this, as if she were herself sone disinherited

great lady. "No," says she, "that's true indeed."

I was all this while chafing at the part | played, and sitting
tongue-ti ed between shane and nerrinent; but sonmehow at this
could hold in no longer, and bade Alan let ne be, for | was
better already. M voice stuck in nmy throat, for | ever hated to
take part in lies; but ny very enbarrassnent hel ped on the plot,
for the lass no doubt set down ny husky voice to sickness and

fatigue

"Has he nae friends?" said she, in a tearful voice.

"That has he so!" cried Alan, "if we could but win to them --
friends and rich friends, beds to lie in, food to eat, doctors to
see to him-- and here he nust tranp in the dubs and sleep in the

heat her |ike a beggarman."”

"And why that?" says the | ass.

"My dear," said Alan, "I cannae very safely say; but I'Il tell ye
what I'Il do instead,” says he, "I'll whistle ye a bit tune.”

And with that he | eaned pretty far over the table, and in a nere
breath of a whistle, but with a wonderful pretty sentinent, gave

her a few bars of "Charlie is ny darling."



"Wheesht," says she, and | ooked over her shoul der to the door

"That's it," said Al an

"And him so young!" cries the |ass.

"He's old enough to----" and Alan struck his forefinger on the
back part of his neck, neaning that | was old enough to | ose ny

head.

"I't would be a black shanme,” she cried, flushing high

"It's what will be, though,” said Al an, "unl ess we nanage the

better."

At this the lass turned and ran out of that part of the house,
| eaving us alone together. Alan in high good humour at the
furthering of his schemes, and | in bitter dudgeon at being

called a Jacobite and treated |like a child.

"Alan," | cried, "I can stand no nore of this."

"Ye'll have to sit it then, Davie," said he. "For if ye upset
the pot now, ye may scrape your own life out of the fire, but

Alan Breck is a dead nman."

This was so true that | could only groan; and even my groan
served Alan's purpose, for it was overheard by the | ass as she
came flying in again with a dish of white puddings and a bottle

of strong ale.

"Poor |anb!" says she, and had no sooner set the nmeat before us,

than she touched nme on the shoulder with a little friendly touch



as much as to bid me cheer up. Then she told us to fall to, and
there would be no nore to pay; for the inn was her own, or at

| east her father's, and he was gone for the day to Pittencrieff.
We waited for no second bidding, for bread and cheese is but cold
confort and the puddings snelt excellently well; and while we sat
and ate, she took up that same place by the next table, |ooking
on, and thinking, and frowning to herself, and drawi ng the string

of her apron through her hand.

"I"mthinking ye have rather a long tongue," she said at last to

Al an.

"Ay" said Alan; "but ye see | ken the folk |I speak to."

"I would never betray ye," said she, "if ye nmean that."

"No," said he, "ye're not that kind. But I'Il tell ye what ye

woul d do, ye would help.”

"I coul dnae," said she, shaking her head. "Na, | coul dnae."

"No," said he, "but if ye coul d?"

She answer ed hi m not hi ng.

"Look here, nmy lass," said Alan, "there are boats in the Ki ngdom
of Fife, for I saw two (no |ess) upon the beach, as | cane in by
your town's end. Now if we could have the use of a boat to pass
under cloud of night into Lothian, and sone secret, decent Kkind
of a man to bring that boat back again and keep his counsel
there would be two souls saved -- nmine to all likelihood -- his
to a dead surety. If we lack that boat, we have but three

shillings left in this wide world; and where to go, and how to



do, and what other place there is for us except the chains of a
gi bbet -- | give you ny naked word, | kenna! Shall we go
wanting, lassie? Are ye to lie in your warm bed and thi nk upon
us, when the wind gows in the chimmey and the rain tirls on the
roof? Are ye to eat your neat by the cheeks of a red fire, and
thi nk upon this poor sick lad of mne, biting his finger ends on
a blae muir for cauld and hunger? Sick or sound, he nust aye be
moving; with the death grapple at his throat he nust aye be
trailing in the rain on the |ang roads; and when he gants his
last on a rickle of cauld stanes, there will be nae friends near

hi m but only me and God."

At this appeal, | could see the lass was in great trouble of
m nd, being tenpted to help us, and yet in sone fear she might be
hel pi ng mal efactors; and so now | deternmined to step in nyself

and to allay her scruples with a portion of the truth.

"Did ever you, hear" said I, "of M. Rankeillor of the Ferry?"
"Rankeillor the witer?" said she. "I daur say that!"

"Well," said |, "it's to his door that | am bound, so you nay
judge by that if I aman ill-doer; and I will tell you nore, that

though I amindeed, by a dreadful error, in sonme peril of ny
life, King George has no truer friend in all Scotland than

mysel f."

Her face cleared up mightily at this, although Al an's darkened.

"That's nore than | woul d ask," said she. "M. Rankeillor is a
kennt man." And she bade us finish our neat, get clear of the

cl achan as soon as mght be, and lie close in the bit wood on the
sea- beach. "And ye can trust ne," says she, "I'll find sone

means to put you over."



At this we waited for no nore, but shook hands with her upon the
bargai n, made short work of the puddings, and set forth again
fromLinmekilns as far as to the wood. It was a small piece of
perhaps a score of elders and haw horns and a few young ashes,
not thick enough to veil us from passersby upon the road or
beach. Here we nust lie, however, making the best of the brave
war m weat her and the good hopes we now had of a deliverance, and

pl aning nore particularly what renmained for us to do.

W had but one trouble all day; when a strolling piper cane and
sat in the same wood with us; a red-nosed, bleareyed, drunken
dog, with a great bottle of whisky in his pocket, and a | ong
story of wrongs that had been done himby all sorts of persons,
fromthe Lord President of the Court of Session, who had denied
himjustice, down to the Bailies of Inverkeithing who had given
himnore of it than he desired. It was inpossible but he should
concei ve sonme suspicion of two men lying all day concealed in a
thi cket and having no business to allege. As long as he stayed
there he kept us in hot water with prying questions; and after he
was gone, as he was a man not very likely to hold his tongue, we

were in the greater inpatience to be gone oursel ves.

The day canme to an end with the sane brightness; the night fel
qui et and clear; lights canme out in houses and ham ets and then
one after another, began to be put out; but it was past el even
and we were long since strangely tortured with anxieties, before
we heard the grinding of oars upon the rowi ng-pins. At that, we
| ooked out and saw the lass herself coming rowing to us in a
boat. She had trusted no one with our affairs, not even her
sweet heart, if she had one; but as soon as her father was asleep
had | eft the house by a wi ndow, stolen a neighbour's boat, and

come to our assistance singl e-handed.



I was abashed how to find expression for ny thanks; but she was
no | ess abashed at the thought of hearing them begged us to |ose
no time and to hold our peace, saying (very properly) that the
heart of our matter was in haste and silence; and so, what with
one thing and another, she had set us on the Lothian shore not
far from Carriden, had shaken hands with us, and was out again at
sea and rowing for Linekilns, before there was one word said

either of her service or our gratitude.

Even after she was gone, we had nothing to say, as indeed nothing
was enough for such a kindness. Only Alan stood a great while

upon the shore shaking his head.

"It is avery fine lass," he said at last. "David, it is a very
fine lass." And a natter of an hour later, as we were lying in a
den on the sea-shore and | had been already dozing, he broke out
again in comendations of her character. For ny part, | could
say nothing, she was so sinple a creature that ny heart snote ne
both with renorse and fear: renorse because we had traded upon

her ignorance; and fear |est we should have anyway invol ved her

in the dangers of our situation

CHAPTER XXVI

I COME TO MR RANKEI LLOR

The next day it was agreed that Alan should fend for hinself till
sunset; but as soon as it began to grow dark, he should lie in
the fields by the roadside near to Newhalls, and stir for naught
until he heard ne whistling. At first | proposed | should give

himfor a signal the "Bonnie House of Airlie," which was a



favourite of mne; but he objected that as the piece was very
commonl y known, any ploughman nmight whistle it by accident; and
taught ne instead a little fragment of a Highland air, which has
run in ny head fromthat day to this, and will likely run in ny
head when | lie dying. Every time it comes to ne, it takes ne off
to that last day of nmy uncertainty, with Alan sitting up in the
bottom of the den, whistling and beating the nmeasure with a

finger, and the grey of the dawn conming on his face.

I was in the long street of Queensferry before the sun was up. It
was a fairly built burgh, the houses of good stone, many sl ated;
the town-hall not so fine, | thought, as that of Peebles, nor yet
the street so noble; but take it altogether, it put me to shane

for my foul tatters.

As the norning went on, and the fires began to be kindl ed, and
the wi ndows to open, and the people to appear out of the houses,
my concern and despondency grew ever the bl acker. | saw now t hat
I had no grounds to stand upon; and no clear proof of ny rights,
nor so nuch as of nmy own identity. If it was all a bubble, | was
i ndeed sorely cheated and left in a sore pass. Even if things
were as | conceived, it would in all likelihood take tinme to
establish my contentions; and what tinme had | to spare with |ess
than three shillings in ny pocket, and a condemed, hunted nan
upon ny hands to ship out of the country? Truly, if my hope
broke with nme, it mght come to the gallows yet for both of us.
And as | continued to wal k up and down, and saw peopl e | ooki ng
askance at me upon the street or out of w ndows, and nudgi ng or
speaking one to another with smles, | began to take a fresh
apprehension: that it mght be no easy natter even to cone to

speech of the lawyer, far less to convince himof ny story.



For the Iife of me | could not nuster up the courage to address
any of these reputable burghers; | thought shame even to speak
with themin such a pickle of rags and dirt; and if | had asked
for the house of such a man as M. Rankeillor, | suppose they
woul d have burst out laughing in nmy face. So | went up and down,
and through the street, and down to the harbour-side, |ike a dog
that has lost its master, with a strange gnawi ng in ny inwards,
and every now and then a novenent of despair. |t grew to be high
day at last, perhaps nine in the forenoon; and | was worn with

t hese wanderings, and chanced to have stopped in front of a very
good house on the |l andward side, a house with beautiful, clear

gl ass wi ndows, flowering knots upon the sills, the walls

new harl| ed[ 33] and a chase-dog sitting yawning on the step |ike
one that was at hone. Well, | was even envying this dunb brute,
when the door fell open and there issued forth a shrewd, ruddy,

ki ndl y, consequential man in a well-powdered wi g and spect acl es.

I was in such a plight that no one set eyes on ne once, but he

| ooked at ne again; and this gentleman, as it proved, was so nuch
struck with ny poor appearance that he came straight up to ne and

asked ne what | did.

[ 33] New y rough-cast.

I told himl was come to the Queensferry on business, and taking
heart of grace, asked himto direct ne to the house of M.

Rankei | | or.

"Why," said he, "that is his house that | have just conme out of;

and for a rather singular chance, | amthat very man."

"Then, sir,"” said |, "I have to beg the favour of an interview"



"I do not know your nane," said he, "nor yet your face."

"My nane is David Balfour," said I

"David Bal four?" he repeated, in rather a high tone, like one
surprised. "And where have you cone from M. David Bal four?" he

asked, looking nme pretty drily in the face.

"I have conme froma great nmany strange places, sir," said |; "but
I think it would be as well to tell you where and howin a nore

private manner."

He seemed to nuse awhile, holding his lip in his hand, and

| ooki ng now at ne and now upon the causeway of the street.

"Yes," says he, "that will be the best, no doubt.” And he led ne
back with himinto his house, cried out to some one whom| could
not see that he woul d be engaged all norning, and brought me into
alittle dusty chanber full of books and docunents. Here he sate
down, and bade me be seated; though | thought he | ooked a little
ruefully fromhis clean chair to ny nuddy rags. "And now," says
he, "if you have any business, pray be brief and cone swiftly to

the point. Nec genino bellum Trojanumorditur ab ovo --do you

understand that?" says he, with a keen | ook

"I will even do as Horace says, sir," | answered, smling, "and
carry you in nedias res." He nodded as if he was well pleased,
and indeed his scrap of Latin had been set to test ne. For al
that, and though I was somewhat encouraged, the blood came in ny

face when | added: "I have reason to believe nyself sone rights

on the estate of Shaws."

He got a paper book out of a drawer and set it before himopen



"Well?" said he.

But | had shot ny bolt and sat speechl ess.

"Conme, cone, M. Balfour," said he, "you nust continue. \Were

were you born?"

"In Essendean, sir," said |, "the year 1733, the 12th of March."

He seenmed to follow this statenment in his paper book; but what

that nmeant | knew not. "Your father and nother?" said he.

"My father was Al exander Bal four, school master of that place,”
said |, "and ny nother Grace Pitarrow, | think her people were

from Angus. "

"Have you any papers proving your identity?" asked M.

Rankei | | or.

"No, sir," said |, "but they are in the hands of M. Canpbell
the mnister, and could be readily produced. M. Canpbell, too,
woul d give me his word; and for that matter, | do not think ny

uncl e woul d deny ne."

"Meani ng M. Ebenezer Bal four?" says he

"The same," said |

"Whom you have seen?" he asked.

"By whom | was received into his own house,"” | answered.

"Did you ever neet a man of the nanme of Hoseason?" asked M.

Rankei | | or



"I did so, sir, for ny sins,” said I; "for it was by his means
and the procurenment of my uncle, that | was kidnapped within
sight of this town, carried to sea, suffered shi pweck and a
hundred ot her hardshi ps, and stand before you to-day in this poor

accoutrenent."”

"You say you were shi pwecked," said Rankeillor; "where was

t hat ?"

"OFf the south end of the Isle of Mull," said |I. "The nane of the

isle on which | was cast up is the Island Earraid."

"Ah!" says he, smiling, "you are deeper than nme in the geography.
But so far, | may tell you, this agrees pretty exactly with other
informations that | hold. But you say you were ki dnapped; in what

sense?"

"In the plain neaning of the word, sir,"” said |l. "I was on ny way

to your house, when | was trepanned on board the brig, cruelly

struck down, thrown below, and knew no nmore of anything till we
were far at sea. | was destined for the plantations; a fate that,
in God's providence, | have escaped."

"The brig was |ost on June the 27th," says he, looking in his
book," and we are now at August the 24th. Here is a considerable
hi atus, M. Balfour, of near upon two nonths. It has already
caused a vast amount of trouble to your friends; and | own |

shall not be very well contented until it is set right."

"Indeed, sir," said |, "these nonths are very easily filled up
but yet before |I told ny story, | would be glad to know that I

was talking to a friend."



"This is to argue in a circle," said the lawer. "I cannot be
convinced till | have heard you. | cannot be your friend till I
am properly inforned. |If you were nore trustful, it would better
befit your tinme of life. And you know, M. Bal four, we have a

proverb in the country that evil-doers are aye evil-dreaders.”

"You are not to forget, sir," said I, "that | have already
suffered by ny trustful ness; and was shipped off to be a slave by

the very man that (if | rightly understand) is your enployer?"

Al this while | had been gaining ground with M. Rankeillor, and
in proportion as | gained ground, gaining confidence. But at
this sally, which | nade with sonething of a snile nyself, he

fairly laughed al oud.

"No, no," said he, "it is not so bad as that. Fui, non sum |
was i ndeed your uncle's nman of business; but while you (inberbis
juveni s custode renpto) were gallivanting in the west, a good
deal of water has run under the bridges; and if your ears did not
sing, it was not for lack of being tal ked about. On the very day
of your sea disaster, M. Canpbell stalked into ny office,
demandi ng you fromall the winds. | had never heard of your

exi stence; but | had known your father; and frommatters in ny
conpetence (to be touched upon hereafter) | was di sposed to fear
the worst. M. Ebenezer adnitted having seen you; declared (what
seened i nprobabl e) that he had given you consi derable suns; and
that you had started for the continent of Europe, intending to
fulfil your education, which was probable and praiseworthy.

I nterrogated how you had come to send no word to M. Canpbell, he
deponed that you had expressed a great desire to break with your
past life. Further interrogated where you now were, protested

i gnorance, but believed you were in Leyden. That is a close sum

of his replies. | amnot exactly sure that any one believed



him" continued M. Rankeillor with a snmle; "and in particul ar
he so nmuch disrelished ne expressions of mne that (in a wrd) he
showed me to the door. W were then at a full stand; for

what ever shrewd suspicions we night entertain, we had no shadow
of probation. 1In the very article, cones Captain Hoseason wth
the story of your drowning; whereupon all fell through; with no
consequences but concern to M. Canpbell, injury to nmy pocket,
and anot her bl ot upon your uncle's character, which could very
ill afford it. And now, M. Balfour," said he, "you understand
the whol e process of these matters, and can judge for yourself to

what extent | may be trusted.”

I ndeed he was nore pedantic than | can represent him and pl aced
nmore scraps of Latin in his speech; but it was all uttered with a
fine geniality of eye and manner which went far to conquer ny
distrust. Mreover, | could see he nowtreated ne as if | was
mysel f beyond a doubt; so that first point of ny identity seened

fully granted.

"Sir," said 1, "if I tell you ny story, | rmust commit a friend's
life to your discretion. Pass ne your word it shall be sacred;
and for what touches nyself, | will ask no better guarantee than

just your face."

He passed ne his word very seriously. "But," said he, "these are
rather alarmng prolocutions; and if there are in your story any
little jostles to the law, | would beg you to bear in mnd that I

am a | awyer, and pass lightly."

Thereupon | told himny story fromthe first, he listening with
his spectacles thrust up and his eyes closed, so that | sonetines
feared he was asleep. But no such matter! he heard every word

(as | found afterward) with such qui ckness of hearing and



preci sion of menory as often surprised nme. Even strange

outl andi sh Gaelic nanes, heard for that tine only, he renmenbered
and would remind ne of, years after. Yet when | called Al an
Breck in full, we had an odd scene. The nane of Al an had of
course rung through Scotland, with the news of the Appin nurder
and the offer of the reward; and it had no sooner escaped ne than

the I awyer noved in his seat and opened his eyes.

"I woul d nane no unnecessary nanes, M. Balfour," said he; "above

all of Highlanders, many of whom are obnoxious to the [aw "

"Well, it mght have been better not," said I, "but since |I have
let it slip, | nmay as well continue."
"Not at all," said M. Rankeillor. "I am somewhat dull of

hearing, as you may have renmarked; and | amfar fromsure
caught the nanme exactly. W will call your friend, if you
pl ease, M. Thonson -- that there may be no reflections. And in
future, | would take some such way with any Hi ghl ander that you

may have to nention -- dead or alive."

By this, | saw he nust have heard the name all too clearly, and
had al ready guessed | might be coming to the nurder. |If he chose
to play this part of ignorance, it was no matter of mne; so
smled, said it was no very Hi ghl and-soundi ng nane, and
consented. Through all the rest of nmy story Alan was M.
Thonson; which anused nme the nore, as it was a piece of policy
after his own heart. Janes Stewart, in |like manner, was

menti oned under the style of M. Thonson's kinsnman; Colin
Canpbel | passed as a M. den; and to duny, when | cane to that
part of my tale, | gave the nane of "M . Janeson, a Hi ghl and
chief." It was truly the nost open farce, and | wondered that

the I awyer should care to keep it up; but, after all, it was



quite in the taste of that age, when there were two parties in
the state, and quiet persons, with no very high opinions of their

own, sought out every cranny to avoid offence to either

"Well, well,"” said the | awyer, when | had quite done, "this is a
great epic, a great Odyssey of yours. You nust tell it, sir, in
a sound Latinity when your scholarship is riper; or in English if
you pl ease, though for ny part | prefer the stronger tongue. You
have roll ed nuch; quae regio in terris -- what parish in Scotland
(to make a honely translation) has not been filled with your
wanderings? You have shown, besides, a singular aptitude for
getting into fal se positions; and, yes, upon the whole, for
behaving well in them This M. Thonmson seens to ne a gentl eman
of some choice qualities, though perhaps a trifle bl oody-m nded.
It woul d please ne none the worse, if (with all his nerits) he
were soused in the North Sea, for the man, M. David, is a sore
enbarrassnent. But you are doubtless quite right to adhere to
him indubitably, he adhered to you. It cones -- we nmay say --
he was your true conpanion; nor |less paribus curis vestigia
figit, for | dare say you would both take an orra thought upon
the gallows. Well, well, these days are fortunately, by; and

t hi nk (speaki ng humanly) that you are near the end of your

troubl es.”

As he thus noralised on ny adventures, he | ooked upon nme with so
much hunour and benignity that | could scarce contain ny
satisfaction. | had been so | ong wandering with | awm ess peopl e,
and maki ng ny bed upon the hills and under the bare sky, that to
sit once nore in a clean, covered house, and to talk am cably
with a gentlenman in broadcl oth, seenmed mnighty el evations. Even
as | thought so, ny eye fell on ny unseenmly tatters, and | was
once nore plunged in confusion. But the | awer saw and

understood ne. He rose, called over the stair to lay another



plate, for M. Balfour would stay to dinner, and led ne into a
bedroomin the upper part of the house. Here he set before nme
wat er and soap, and a conb; and | aid out some clothes that

bel onged to his son; and here, with another apposite tag, he |eft

me to ny toilet.

CHAPTER XXVI I |

I GO IN QUEST OF MY | NHERI TANCE

I made what change | could in ny appearance; and blithe was | to
Il ook in the glass and find the beggarman a thing of the past, and
David Bal four cone to life again. And yet | was ashanmed of the
change too, and, above all, of the borrowed clothes. Wen | had
done, M. Rankeillor caught me on the stair, made ne his

conmplinents, and had nme again into the cabinet.

"Sit ye domn, M. David," said he, "and now that you are | ooking
alittle nmore like yourself, let me see if | can find you any
news. You wll be wondering, no doubt, about your father and

your uncle? To be sure it is a singular tale; and the

expl anation is one that | blush to have to offer you. For," says
he, really with enbarrassnent, "the matter hinges on a | ove
affair."”

"Truly," said I, "I cannot very well join that notion with ny
uncle."

"But your uncle, M. David, was not always old," replied the
| awyer, "and what may perhaps surprise you nore, not always ugly.
He had a fine, gallant air; people stood in their doors to | ook

after him as he went by upon a nettle horse. | have seen it with



these eyes, and | ingenuously confess, not altogether w thout
envy; for | was a plain lad nmyself and a plain man's son; and in

those days it was a case of Odi te, qui bellus es, Sabelle.”

"It sounds |like a dream" said |

"Ay, ay," said the lawer, "that is howit is with youth and age.
Nor was that all, but he had a spirit of his own that seened to
prom se great things in the future. |In 1715, what nust he do but
run away to join the rebels? It was your father that pursued
him found himin a ditch, and brought hi m back rmultum genent em
to the mirth of the whole country. However, nmjora cananus --
the two lads fell in love, and that with the same |ady. M.
Ebenezer, who was the adnired and the bel oved, and the spoiled
one, made, no doubt, mighty certain of the victory; and when he
found he had deceived hinself, screaned |ike a peacock. The
whol e country heard of it; now he lay sick at hone, with his
silly famly standing round the bed in tears; now he rode from
publi c-house to public-house, and shouted his sorrows into the
lug of Tom Dick, and Harry. Your father, M. David, was a kind
gentl eman; but he was weak, dolefully weak; took all this folly
with a |l ong countenance; and one day -- by your |eave! --
resigned the | ady. She was no such fool, however; it's from her
you must inherit your excellent good sense; and she refused to be
bandi ed fromone to another. Both got upon their knees to her
and t he upshot of the nmatter for that while was that she showed
both of themthe door. That was in August; dear ne! the sane
year | came fromcollege. The scene nust have been highly

farcical ."

I thought nyself it was a silly business, but | could not forget
ny father had a hand init. "Surely, sir, it had some note of

tragedy,” said I



"Why, no, sir, not at all,"” returned the |awer. "For tragedy

i nplies sone ponderable nmatter in dispute, sone dignus vindice
nodus; and this piece of work was all about the petul ance of a
young ass that had been spoiled, and wanted nothing so nuch as to
be tied up and soundly belted. However, that was not your
father's view, and the end of it was, that from concession to
concession on your father's part, and from one hei ght to another
of squalling, sentinental selfishness upon your uncle's, they
came at last to drive a sort of bargain, fromwhose ill results
you have recently been smarting. The one man took the | ady, the
other the estate. Now, M. David, they talk a great deal of
charity and generosity; but in this disputable state of life,
often think the happi est consequences seemto flow when a

gentl eman consults his |lawer, and takes all the law allows him
Anyhow, this piece of Quixotry on your father's part, as it was
unjust in itself, has brought forth a nonstrous famly of
injustices. Your father and nother |ived and died poor folk; you
were poorly reared; and in the meanwhile, what a tinme it has been
for the tenants on the estate of Shaws! And | might add (if it

was a natter | cared nuch about) what a tine for M. Ebenezer!"

"And yet that is certainly the strangest part of all," said I
"that a man's nature should thus change."
"True," said M. Rankeillor. "And yet | imagine it was natura

enough. He could not think that he had pl ayed a handsone part.
Those who knew the story gave himthe cold shoul der; those who
knew it not, seeing one brother disappear, and the other succeed
in the estate, raised a cry of nurder; so that upon all sides he
found hinself evited. Money was all he got by his bargain; well,
he came to think the nore of nmoney. He was sel fish when he was

young, he is selfish nowthat he is old; and the latter end of



all these pretty nanners and fine feelings you have seen for

yoursel f."

"Well, sir," said |, "and in all this, what is ny position?"

"The estate is yours beyond a doubt,"” replied the lawer. "It
matters not hing what your father signed, you are the heir of
entail. But your uncle is a man to fight the indefensible; and
it would be likely your identity that he would call in question
A lawsuit is always expensive, and a family |lawsuit always
scandal ous; besides which, if any of your doings with your friend
M. Thomson were to conme out, we might find that we had burned
our fingers. The kidnapping, to be sure, would be a court card
upon our side, if we could only prove it. But it nmay be difficult
to prove; and ny advice (upon the whole) is to nake a very easy
bargain with your uncle, perhaps even | eaving himat Shaws where

he has taken root for a quarter of a century, and contenting

yourself in the meanwhile with a fair provision.”

I told himl| was very willing to be easy, and that to carry
fam ly concerns before the public was a step fromwhich | was
naturally nuch averse. |In the neantine (thinking to nyself) |
began to see the outlines of that scheme on which we afterwards

act ed.

"The great affair,” | asked, "is to bring home to himthe

ki dnappi ng?"

"Surely," said M. Rankeillor, "and if possible, out of court.
For mark you here, M. David: we could no doubt find some nmen of
the Covenant who woul d swear to your reclusion; but once they
were in the box, we could no | onger check their testinony, and
sone word of your friend M. Thonson nust certainly crop out.

VWi ch (from what you have let fall) | cannot think to be



desirable."

"Well, sir," said |, "here is ny way of it." And | opened ny

plot to him

"But this would seemto involve ny neeting the man Thonson?"

says he, when | had done.

"I think so, indeed, sir," said I.

"Dear doctor!" cries he, rubbing his brow "Dear doctor! No,

M. David, | amafraid your schene is inadnmissible. | say
not hi ng agai nst your friend, M. Thonson: | know nothi ng agai nst
him and if | did -- mark this, M. David! -- it would be ny duty

to lay hands on him Now | put it to you: is it wise to neet?
He may have matters to his charge. He may not have told you all
H s name nmay not be even Thomson!" cries the |awer, tw nkling;
"for some of these fellows will pick up names by the roadside as

anot her woul d gat her haws."

"You nust be the judge, sir,"” said I

But it was clear ny plan had taken hold upon his fancy, for he
kept nmusing to hinself till we were called to dinner and the
company of Ms. Rankeillor; and that |ady had scarce |left us
again to ourselves and a bottle of wine, ere he was back har pi ng
on ny proposal. Wen and where was | to neet ny friend M.
Thonson; was | sure of M. T.'s discretion; supposing we could
catch the old fox tripping, would | consent to such and such a
termof an agreenent -- these and the |ike questions he kept
asking at long intervals, while he thoughtfully rolled his w ne
upon his tongue. Wen | had answered all of them seemingly to

his contentnent, he fell into a still deeper nuse, even the



claret being now forgotten. Then he got a sheet of paper and a
pencil, and set to work witing and wei ghing every word; and at

| ast touched a bell and had his clerk into the chanber.

"Torrance,"” said he, "I nust have this witten out fair against
to-night; and when it is done, you will be so kind as put on your
hat and be ready to cone along with this gentleman and ne, for

you wi Il probably be wanted as a witness."

"What, sir,"” cried I, as soon as the clerk was gone, "are you to

venture it?"

"Wy, so it would appear," says he, filling his glass. "But let
us speak no nore of business. The very sight of Torrance brings
inm head a little droll matter of sone years ago, when | had
made a tryst with the poor oaf at the cross of Edinburgh. Each
had gone his proper errand; and when it cane four o'clock
Torrance had been taking a glass and did not know his master, and
I, who had forgot ny spectacles, was so blind without them that

| give you ny word | did not know my own clerk." And thereupon

he | aughed heartily.

| said it was an odd chance, and smled out of politeness; but
what held nme all the afternoon in wonder, he kept returning and
dwelling on this story, and telling it again with fresh details
and | aughter; so that | began at last to be quite put out of

count enance and feel ashaned for ny friend's folly.

Towards the tine | had appointed with Alan, we set out fromthe
house, M. Rankeillor and | armin arm and Torrance follow ng
behind with the deed in his pocket and a covered basket in his
hand. Al through the town, the | awer was bow ng right and
left, and continually being button-holed by gentlenmen on matters

of burgh or private business; and | could see he was one greatly



| ooked up to in the county. At last we were clear of the houses,
and began to go along the side of the haven and towards the Hawes
Inn and the Ferry pier, the scene of nmy misfortune. | could not
| ook upon the place without enotion, recalling how nany that had
been there with me that day were now no nore: Ransone taken,
could hope, fromthe evil to conme; Shuan passed where | dared not
follow him and the poor souls that had gone down with the brig
in her last plunge. Al these, and the brig herself, | had
outlived; and cone through these hardships and fearful perils

wi thout scath. M only thought should have been of gratitude;
and yet | could not behold the place wi thout sorrow for others

and a chill of recollected fear

I was so thinking when, upon a sudden, M. Rankeillor cried out,

cl apped his hand to his pockets, and began to | augh.

"Whay," he cries, "if this be not a farcical adventure! After al
that | said, | have forgot ny gl asses!"”
At that, of course, | understood the purpose of his anecdote, and

knew that if he had | eft his spectacles at hone, it had been done
on purpose, so that he m ght have the benefit of Alan's help

wi t hout the awkwardness of recognising him And indeed it was
wel | thought upon; for now (suppose things to go the very worst)
how coul d Rankeillor swear to ny friend s identity, or how be
made to bear damagi ng evi dence agai nst nyself? For all that, he
had been a long while of finding out his want, and had spoken to
and recogni sed a good few persons as we canme through the town;

and | had little doubt myself that he saw reasonably well.

As soon as we were past the Hawes (where | recognised the
| andl ord snoking his pipe in the door, and was amazed to see him

| ook no older) M. Rankeillor changed the order of march, walking



behi nd with Torrance and sending ne forward in the manner of a
scout. | went up the hill, whistling fromtine to tine ny Gaelic
air; and at length I had the pleasure to hear it answered and to
see Alan rise from behind a bush. He was sonewhat dashed in
spirits, having passed a |ong day al one skulking in the county,
and nmade but a poor neal in an al ehouse near Dundas. But at the
mere sight of nmy clothes, he began to brighten up; and as soon as
I had told himin what a forward state our matters were and the
part | |ooked to himto play in what remained, he sprang into a

new nman.

"And that is a very good notion of yours," says he; "and | dare
to say that you could lay your hands upon no better man to put it
through than Alan Breck. It is not a thing (mark ye) that any
one could do, but takes a gentleman of penetration. But it

sticks in my head your |lawyer-nman will be somewhat wearying to

see ne," says Al an.

Accordingly | cried and waved on M. Rankeillor, who cane up

al one and was presented to ny friend, M. Thonson.

"M . Thonson, | am pleased to neet you," said he. "But | have
forgotten ny gl asses; and our friend, M. David here" (clapping

me on the shoulder), "will tell you that | amlittle better than
blind, and that you nust not be surprised if | pass you by

t o- norrow. "

This he said, thinking that Al an woul d be pl eased; but the
H ghl andman's vanity was ready to startle at a | ess matter than

t hat.

"Way, sir," says he, stiffly, "I would say it nattered the |ess
as we are nmet here for a particular end, to see justice done to

M. Bal four; and by what | can see, not very likely to have nuch



el se in conmon. But | accept your apology, which was a very

proper one to make."

"And that is nore than | could | ook for, M. Thonson," said

Rankeill or, heartily. "And now as you and | are the chief actors
inthis enterprise, | think we should come into a nice agreemnent;
to which end, | propose that you should I end ne your arm for

(what with the dusk and the want of ny glasses) | amnot very
clear as to the path; and as for you, M. David, you will find
Torrance a pleasant kind of body to speak with. Only let ne
remind you, it's quite needl ess he should hear nore of your

adventures or those of -- ahem-- M. Thonson."

Accordingly these two went on ahead in very close talk, and

Torrance and | brought up the rear.

Ni ght was quite cone when we cane in view of the house of Shaws.
Ten had been gone sone tine; it was dark and nmld, with a

pl easant, rustling wind in the south-west that covered the sound
of our approach; and as we drew near we saw no glimer of |ight
in any portion of the building. It seenmed ny uncle was Al ready
in bed, which was indeed the best thing for our arrangenments. W
made our | ast whispered consultations sone fifty yards away; and
then the | awyer and Torrance and | crept quietly up and crouched
down beside the corner of the house; and as soon as we were in
our places, Alan strode to the door w thout conceal nent and began

to knock.

CHAPTER XXI X

I COMVE | NTO MY KI NGDOM



For some tinme Al an volleyed upon the door, and his knocking only
roused the echoes of the house and nei ghbourhood. At [ast,
however, | could hear the noise of a window gently thrust up, and
knew that ny uncle had cone to his observatory. By what |ight
there was, he would see Alan standing, |like a dark shadow, on the
steps; the three witnesses were hidden quite out of his view, so
that there was nothing to alarman honest nman in his own house.
For all that, he studied his visitor awhile in silence, and when

he spoke his voice had a quaver of m sgiving.

"What's this?" says he. "This is nae kind of tine of night for
decent folk; and | hae nae trokings[34] w ' night-hawks. Wat

brings ye here? | have a bl underbush."

[ 34] Deal i ngs.
"I's that yoursel', M. Balfour?" returned Al an, stepping back and
| ooking up into the darkness. "Have a care of that bl underbuss;

they're nasty things to burst.”

"VWhat brings ye here? and whae are ye?" says ny uncle, angrily.

"I have no manner of inclination to row out ny name to the

country-side," said Alan; "but what brings ne here is another
story, being nore of your affair than nine; and if ye're sure
it's what ye would like, I'Il set it to a tune and sing it to

you.

"And what is't?" asked my uncle.

"David," says Al an

"What was that?" cried my uncle, in a mghty changed voi ce.



"Shall | give ye the rest of the nane, then?" said Al an

There was a pause; and then, "I'mthinking I'll better let ye

in," says ny uncle, doubtfully.

"I dare say that," said Alan; "but the point is, Wuld | go? Now
I will tell you what | amthinking. 1 amthinking that it is
here upon this doorstep that we nust confer upon this business;
and it shall be here or nowhere at all whatever; for | would have

you to understand that | amas stiffnecked as yoursel', and a

gentl eman of better famly."

Thi s change of note disconcerted Ebenezer; he was a little while
digesting it, and then says he, "Wel, weel, what nust be nust,"
and shut the window. But it took hima long time to get
down-stairs, and a still longer to undo the fastenings, repenting
(I dare say) and taken with fresh claps of fear at every second
step and every bolt and bar. At last, however, we heard the
creak of the hinges, and it seens ny uncle slipped gingerly out
and (seeing that Alan had stepped back a pace or two) sate him

down on the top doorstep with the bl underbuss ready in his hands.

"And, now' says he, "mind | have ny blunderbush, and if ye take a

step nearer ye're as good as deid."

"And a very civil speech," says Alan, "to be sure."

"Na," says ny uncle, "but this is no a very chanty kind of a
proceeding, and |I'mbound to be prepared. And now that we

under stand each other, ye'll can nanme your business."

"Why, " says Alan, "you that are a man of so much under st andi ng,



wi Il doubtless have perceived that | ama Hi eland gentleman. M
name has nae business in nmy story; but the county of mny friends
is no very far fromthe Isle of Mull, of which ye will have
heard. It seens there was a ship lost in those parts; and the
next day a gentleman of ny fanmly was seeking wreck-wood for his
fire along the sands, when he cane upon a | ad that was half
drowned. Well, he brought himto; and he and sone ot her

gentl eman took and clapped himin an auld, ruined castle, where
fromthat day to this he has been a great expense to ny friends.
My friends are a wee wild-like, and not so particular about the
|l aw as sonme that | could name; and finding that the | ad owned
some decent folk, and was your born nephew, M. Balfour, they
asked ne to give ye a bit call and confer upon the nmatter. And
may tell ye at the off-go, unless we can agree upon sone terns,
ye are little likely to set eyes upon him For ny friends,"”

added Al an, sinply, "are no very well off."

My uncle cleared his throat. "I'mno very caring," says he. "He
washae a good lad at the best of it, and |I've nae call to

interfere."

"Ay, ay," said Alan, "I see what ye would be at: pretending ye

don't care, to nake the ransom snualler."”

"Na," said ny uncle, "it's the nere truth. | take nae nmanner of
interest in the lad, and I'l|l pay nae ransone, and ye can nmake a

kirk and a mll of himfor what | care.”

"Hoot, sir," says Alan. "Blood's thicker than water, in the
deil's nane! Ye cannae desert your brother's son for the fair
shame of it; and if ye did, and it canme to be kennt, ye woul dnae

be very popular in your country-side, or I'mthe nore deceived."

"I"'mno just very popular the way it is," returned Ebenezer; "and



| dinnae see how it would come to be kennt. No by ne, onyway;
nor yet by you or your friends. So that's idle talk, ny buckie,”

says he.

"Then it'll have to be David that tells it," said Al an

"How t hat ?" says ny uncle, sharply."

"Qu, just this, way" says Alan. "My friends woul d doubt| ess keep
your nephew as long as there was any likelihood of siller to be
made of it, but if there was nane, | amclearly of opinion they

woul d | et himgang where he pl eased, and be damed to him"

"Ay, but I'mno very caring about that either," said ny uncle.

"I woul dnae be muckl e nade up with that."

"I was thinking that," said Al an.

"And what for why?" asked Ebenezer

"Wy, M. Balfour," replied Alan, "by all that | could hear

there were two ways of it: either ye |liked David and would pay to
get him back; or else ye had very good reasons for not wanting
him and would pay for us to keep him It seens it's not the
first; well then, it's the second; and blythe aml to ken it, for
it should be a pretty penny in ny pocket and the pockets of ny

friends."

"I dinnae follow ye there," said ny uncle.

"No?" said Alan. "Well, see here: you dinnae want the |ad back

well, what do ye want done with him and how nuch will ye pay?"

My uncl e made no answer, but shifted uneasily on his seat.



"Conme, sir," cried Alan. "I would have you to ken that | ama
gentleman; | bear a king's nanme; | amnae rider to kick ny shanks
at your hall door. Either give ne an answer in civility, and
that out of hand; or by the top of @encoe, | will ramthree feet

of iron through your vitals."

"Eh, man," cried ny uncle, scranbling to his feet, "give nme a
meenit! What's like wong with ye? |'mjust a plain nan and nae
dancing master; and I'mtryin to be as ceevil as it's norally
possible. As for that wild talk, it's fair disrepitable.

Vitals, says you! And where would | be with ny blunderbush?" he

snarl ed.

"Powder and your auld hands are but as the snail to the swall ow
agai nst the bright steel in the hands of Alan," said the other
"Before your jottering finger could find the trigger, the hilt

woul d dirl on your breast-bane."

"Eh, man, whae's denying it?" said ny uncle. "Pit it as ye
pl ease, hae't your ain way; |'ll do naething to cross ye. Just
tell me what like ye'll be wanting, and ye'll see that we'll can

agree fine."

"Troth, sir," said Alan, "I ask for nothing but plain dealing.

In two words: do ye want the lad killed or kept?"

"O, sirs!" cried Ebenezer. "O sirs, ne! that's no kind of

| anguage! "

"Killed or kept!" repeated Al an

"O, keepit, keepit!" wailed nmy uncle. "We'Ill have nae bl oodshed,



if you please."

"Well," says Alan, "as ye please; that'll be the dearer."
"The dearer?" cries Ebenezer. "Wuld ye fyle your hands w'
crime?"

"Hoot!" said Alan, "they're baith crime, whatever! And the
killing' s easier, and quicker, and surer. Keeping the lad' |l be

a fashious[35] job, a fashious, kittle business."

[ 35] Tr oubl esone.

"Il have him keepit, though,"” returned ny uncle. "I never had
naething to do with onything norally wong; and |'mno gaun to

begin to pleasure a wild Hi el andrman. "

"Ye're unco scrupul ous," sneered Al an

"I'ma man o' principle," said Ebenezer, sinply; "and if | have

to pay for it, I'Il have to pay for it. And besides," says he

"ye forget the lad's ny brother's son."

"Well, well," said Alan, "and now about the price. It's no very
easy for ne to set a name upon it; | would first have to ken sone
small matters. | would have to ken, for instance, what ye gave

Hoseason at the first off-go?"

"Hoseason!" cries my uncle, struck aback. "Wat for?"

"For ki dnapping David," says Al an

"It's alee, it's a black lee!" cried ny uncle. "He was never



ki dnapped. He leed in his throat that tauld ye that. Ki dnapped?

He never was!"

"That's no fault of mine nor yet of yours,"” said Al an; "nor yet

of Hoseason's, if he's a nman that can be trusted.”

"What do ye nean?" cried Ebenezer. "Did Hoseason tell ye?"

"Wiy, ye donnered auld runt, how else would | ken?" cried Al an
"Hoseason and nme are partners; we gang shares; so ye can see for
yoursel' what good ye can do leeing. And | nust plainly say ye
drove a fool's bargain when ye let a man like the sailor-man so
far forward in your private matters. But that's past praying
for; and ye nmust lie on your bed the way ye nmade it. And the

point in hand is just this: what did ye pay hin®"

"Has he tauld ye hinsel'?" asked nmy uncle.

"That's ny concern,” said Al an

"Weel ," said nmy uncle, "I dinnae care what he said, he |leed, and
the solem God's truth is this, that | gave himtwenty pound.
But 1'Il be perfec'ly honest with ye: forby that, he was to have
the selling of the lad in Caroliny, whilk would be as nuckl e

mair, but no fromny pocket, ye see."

"Thank you, M. Thomson. That will do excellently well," said
the | awyer, stepping forward; and then mighty civilly,

"Good- evening, M. Balfour," said he.

And, "Good-evening, Uncle Ebenezer," said I

And, "It's a braw nicht, M. Bal four" added Torrance.



Never a word said nmy uncle, neither black nor white; but just sat
where he was on the top door-step and stared upon us |ike a man
turned to stone. Alan filched away his bl underbuss; and the

| awyer, taking himby the arm plucked himup fromthe doorstep
led himinto the kitchen, whither we all followed, and set him
down in a chair beside the hearth, where the fire was out and

only a rush-1ight burning.

There we all |ooked upon himfor a while, exulting greatly in our

success, but yet with a sort of pity for the man's shane.

"Cone, cone, M. Ebenezer," said the |lawer, "you nust not be
down- hearted, for | prom se you we shall nake easy terns. 1In the
meanwhi | e give us the cellar key, and Torrance shall draw us a
bottle of your father's wine in honour of the event."” Then
turning to ne and taking nme by the hand, "M . David," says he, "I
wi sh you all joy in your good fortune, which |I believe to be
deserved.” And then to Alan, with a spice of drollery, "M.
Thonson, | pay you ny conplinent; it was nost artfully conducted;
but in one point you sonewhat outran ny conprehension. Do |

under stand your nanme to be James? or Charles? or is it George,

per haps?"

"And why should it be any of the three, sir?" quoth Al an, draw ng

hi msel f up, |ike one who snelt an offence.

"Only, sir, that you nmentioned a king's nane," replied
Rankeill or; "and as there has never yet been a King Thonson, or
his fane at | east has never cone ny way, | judged you nust refer

to that you had in baptism?"

This was just the stab that Al an would feel keenest, and | am

free to confess he took it very ill. Not a word would he answer,



but stepped off to the far end of the kitchen, and sat down and
sul ked; and it was not till | stepped after him and gave himny
hand, and thanked himby title as the chief spring of ny success,
that he began to smile a bit, and was at |ast prevailed upon to

join our party.

By that tine we had the fire lighted, and a bottle of w ne

uncor ked; a good supper canme out of the basket, to which Torrance
and | and Al an set ourselves down; while the |awer and ny uncle
passed into the next chanmber to consult. They stayed there

cl oseted about an hour; at the end of which period they had come
to a good understanding, and ny uncle and | set our hands to the
agreenment in a formal nmanner. By the terns of this, nmy uncle
bound hinmself to satisfy Rankeillor as to his introm ssions, and

to pay ne two clear thirds of the yearly incone of Shaws.

So the beggar in the ballad had come honme; and when | |ay down
that night on the kitchen chests, | was a man of neans and had a
nane in the country. Alan and Torrance and Rankeillor slept and
snored on their hard beds; but for nme who had |ain out under
heaven and upon dirt and stones, so many days and ni ghts, and
often with an enpty belly, and in fear of death, this good change

in nmy case unmanned ne nore than any of the fornmer evil ones; and

I lay till dawn, looking at the fire on the roof and planning the
future.

CHAPTER XXX

GOOD- BYE

So far as | was concerned nyself, | had come to port; but | had
still Alan, to whom | was so nmuch behol den, on ny hands; and

felt besides a heavy charge in the matter of the nurder and Janes



of the Aens. On both these heads | unbosoned to Rankeillor the
next norning, walking to and fro about six of the clock before
the house of Shaws, and with nothing in view but the fields and
woods that had been ny ancestors' and were now mne. Even as
spoke on these grave subjects, my eye would take a glad bit of a

run over the prospect, and ny heart junp with pride.

About ny clear duty to ny friend, the | awer had no doubt. |
must hel p himout of the county at whatever risk; but in the case

of Janes, he was of a different m nd.

"M . Thonson," says he, "is one thing, M. Thonson's kinsman
quite another. | know little of the facts, but | gather that a
great noble (whomwe will call, if you like, the D. of A )[36]

has some concern and i s even supposed to feel sonme aninosity in
the matter. The D. of A is doubtless an excellent nobl eman;

but, M. David, tinmeo qui nocuere deos. |If you interfere to balk
hi s vengeance, you should renenber there is one way to shut your
testinmony out; and that is to put you in the dock. There, you
woul d be in the sanme pickle as M. Thomson's kinsman. You wll
obj ect that you are innocent; well, but sois he. And to be
tried for your life before a H ghland jury, on a Highland quarre
and with a Hi ghl and Judge upon the bench, would be a brief

transition to the gallows."

[ 36] The Duke of Argyle.

Now | had nmade all these reasonings before and found no very good
reply to them so | put on all the sinmplicity I could. "In that

case, sir," said I, "I would just have to be hanged -- would I

not ?"



"My dear boy," cries he, "go in God's nane, and do what you think
isright. It is a poor thought that at nmy tinme of life | should
be advising you to choose the safe and shameful; and | take it

back with an apol ogy. Go and do your duty; and be hanged, if you
nmust, like a gentleman. There are worse things in the world than

to be hanged.”

"Not many, sir," said I, smling.

"Why, yes, sir," he cried, "very many. And it would be ten tines
better for your uncle (to go no farther afield) if he were

dangl i ng decently upon a gibbet."

Ther eupon he turned into the house (still in a great fervour of
mnd, so that | saw | had pleased himheartily) and there he

wote ne two letters, making his comrents on them as he wote.

"This," says he, "is to ny bankers, the British Linen Conpany,
placing a credit to your name. Consult M. Thomson, he will know
of ways; and you, with this credit, can supply the nmeans. |

trust you will be a good husband of your noney; but in the affair
of a friend like M. Thonpson, | would be even prodigal. Then
for his kinsman, there is no better way than that you shoul d seek
the Advocate, tell himyour tale, and offer testinony; whether he
may take it or not, is quite another matter, and will turn on the
D. of A° Now, that you may reach the Lord Advocate well
recommended, | give you here a letter to a nanesake of your own,
the learned M. Balfour of Pilrig, a man whom| esteem It will

| ook better that you should be presented by one of your own nane;
and the laird of Pilrig is nmuch |ooked up to in the Faculty and
stands well with Lord Advocate Grant. | would not trouble him

if I were you, with any particulars; and (do you know?) | think
it would be needless to refer to M. Thonson. Form yourself upon

the laird, he is a good nodel; when you deal with the Advocate,



be discreet; and in all these matters, may the Lord guide you

M. David!"

Ther eupon he took his farewell, and set out with Torrance for the
Ferry, while Alan and | turned our faces for the city of

Edi nburgh. As we went by the footpath and besi de the gateposts
and the unfinished | odge, we kept | ooking back at the house of ny
fathers. It stood there, bare and great and snokel ess, like a
place not lived in; only in one of the top wi ndows, there was the
peak of a nightcap bobbing up and down and back and forward, |ike
the head of a rabbit froma burrow | had little wel come when
came, and | ess kindness while | stayed; but at least | was

wat ched as | went away.

Alan and | went slowy forward upon our way, having little heart
either to wal k or speak. The sane thought was uppernost in both,
that we were near the tine of our parting; and renenbrance of al

t he bygone days sate upon us sorely. W talked indeed of what
shoul d be done; and it was resolved that Al an should keep to the
county, biding now here, now there, but coming once in the day to
a particular place where | mght be able to conmunicate with him
either in my own person or by nessenger. |In the nmeanwhile, | was
to seek out a lawer, who was an Appin Stewart, and a nan
therefore to be wholly trusted; and it should be his part to find
a ship and to arrange for Al an's safe enbarkation. No sooner was
thi s business done, than the words seened to | eave us; and though
I would seek to jest with Alan under the nanme of M. Thonson, and
he with me on ny new clothes and ny estate, you could feel very

wel|l that we were nearer tears than |aughter

We cane the by-way over the hill of Corstorphine; and when we got
near to the place call ed Rest-and-be-Thankful, and | ooked down on

Cor st or phi ne bogs and over to the city and the castle on the



hill, we both stopped, for we both knew wi thout a word said that
we had come to where our ways parted. Here he repeated to nme
once again what had been agreed upon between us: the address of
the lawyer, the daily hour at which Al an m ght be found, and the
signals that were to be made by any that cane seeking him Then
I gave what noney | had (a guinea or two of Rankeillor's) so that
he should not starve in the neanwhile; and then we stood a space,

and | ooked over at Edi nburgh in silence.

"Wl |, good-bye," said Alan, and held out his left hand.

"Good- bye," said I, and gave the hand a little grasp, and went

of f down hill.

Nei t her one of us |ooked the other in the face, nor so |ong as he
was in my viewdid | take one back glance at the friend | was
leaving. But as | went on ny way to the city, | felt so | ost and
| onesone, that | could have found it in ny heart to sit down by

the dyke, and cry and weep |ike any baby.

It was coming near noon when | passed in by the West Kirk and the
G assmarket into the streets of the capital. The huge hei ght of
the buildings, running up to ten and fifteen storeys, the narrow
arched entries that continually vonited passengers, the wares of
the merchants in their wi ndows, the hubbub and endless stir, the
foul snells and the fine clothes, and a hundred other particulars
too small to nention, struck ne into a kind of stupor of

surprise, so that | let the cromd carry ne to and fro; and yet

all the tinme what | was thinking of was Al an at

Rest - and- be- Thankful ; and all the tine (although you would think
I would not choose but be delighted with these braws and
novelties) there was a cold gnawing in ny inside |ike a renorse

for somet hing w ong.



The hand of Providence brought nme in ny drifting to the very

doors of the British Linen Conpany's bank.

End



