IV.

THE MASSACRE AT FORT WILLIAM
HENRY.

‘WHEN the Black Watch sailed for America, in 1756,
to serve under the heroic Wolfe and fight against the
Marquis of Montcalm, the lieutenant of the 7th com-
pany was Roderick MacGillivray, known in the ranks
by his local patronymic, Roderick Ruadh (or the
Red) of Glenarrow, a gentleman of the Clan Chattan,
who, elevenyears before, had been a captainin thearmy
of Prince Charles Edward, and had served throughout
the memorable campaign of 1745-6. In his heart
Roderick MacGillivray had no love either for the
service or sovereign of Britain, whom he considered
as the butcher of his countrymen, and the usurper of
their crown ; but his estate of Glenarrow had been
forfeited ; he was penniless, and having a young wife
to maintain, he was glad to accept a commission in
the Royal Highlanders—a favour he procured through
the interest of one who has already been mentioned
in these pages, Louis Charters, who served at Fort
du Quesne, as already related in the legend of the
“ Lost Regiment.”

In those days there were many soldiers in the ranks
of our regiment who had served in the army of Prince
Charles, and who deemed his father, James VIII.,
the undoubted sovereign of these realms, by thot

G 2
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hereditary right, which, as their Qeltic proverb has it
“will face the rocks” and which they deemed as
sacred and immutable as if the breath of God had
ordained it. Thus they served George I1, not be-
cause they wavered in  their loyalty to their native
kings, but because they hated his enemies the
French, whom they knew to have betrayed the cause
of the clans, and in the hope that a time would yet
come when the standard which Tullybardine, the
loyal and true, unfurled in Glenfinnan, would z’ma,in
wave over a field in which God would defend the
right.

And such thoughts and hopes as these were the
theme of many a poor soldier of the Reicudan Dhu
in their tents and bivouacs, on the plains of Flanders,
on the Heights of Abraham, and by the vast and
then untrodden shores of the American lakes,

Similar thoughts, and the memory of all he had
endured at the hands of the victorious party, together
with the confiscation of his estate, which’ had de-
scended to him through twelve generations of martial
ancestors, made Roderick MacGillivray a grave and
somewhat sombre man. He had fought valiantly in
the first line at Culloden, where he was one of the
guard, the Leine Clhrios (i.e. Shirt of Mail, or Children
of the Belt) around the Laird of Dunmacelas * who
led the MacIntoshes, and who was next Oda); mur-
dered by the English soldiers, when found all but
dead of wounds upon the field, where they dashed out
his brains by the butts of their muskets as he lay in
the arms of his distracted wife.

After that day, MacGillivray became a fugitive
andsoutlaw, but was happy enough to be one of those

* The Fort of the Greyman’s Son.

e,
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eight brave men who, with MacDonald of Glenala-
dale—the faithful, the gentle, and the true Glenala-
dale—watched, guarded, and tended by night and- by
day the unfortunate Prince Charles in the wild
cavern of Coire-gaoth among the beauntiful Braes of
Glenmorriston. There these starving and outlawed
men made a bed of heather for the royal fugitive, and
there he slept and lurked in perfect security, though
thirty thousand pounds were set upon his head by
George II., and though the Saxon drum was heard,
where the flames of rapine were seen rising on the
vast steeps of Corrvarrack.

The memory of those stirring days—this com-
panionship with the son of his exiled King, with
Prionse Tearlach Righ nan Ghael, words that wers
said and promises made, with all that winning charm
of manner, for which the princes of the House of
Stuart were so remarkable, sank deep in Roderick’s
heart ; and there were times wheny in his soul he
panted for the hour when again the White Rose -
would shed its bloom upon the wasted Highland hills,
when the swift veéngeance of the loyal would fall on
the faithless clans of the west, and the shrill wild
pibroch of the Clan Chattan would ring in fierce
triumph above the burial mounds at Culloden.

And so he hoped and thought, and watched and
waited, but that new day of battle never came !

His secret aspirations “were shared to the full by
his young wife, Mary MacDonald, who was a grand-
daughter of MacViclan, the chieftain of Glencoe, the
terrible Williamite episode in whose history can yet
make the brow of every Highlander darken. But
Mary was gentle and timid ; she had seen too much
of war and bloodshed, of butchery and terror in her
girlhood, during the time that followed Culloden ; and
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though she prayed in her innocent little heart for the
restoration of Scotland’s exiled kings, it was in peace
she would have wished it achieved.

In the ancient fashion of the Highlands, Roderick
on the day of their marriage had bestowed on Mary—
in addition to the espousal ring—an antique brooch ;
one of those old marriage gifts which were usually
given on such occasions. It had been worn by many
matrons of Lis house, and thus became invested with
many deep and endearing memories : association, old
tales of the love, the spirit and virtue of the dead,
hallowed the gift, for it had shone on many a soft
breast that had long since mouldered in the dust.
Being circular, it was the mystic emblem of cternity,
and bore the crest of the Clan Gillibhreac—a cat,
with the significant motto in the old Gaelic letter—

“ Touch not the cat without the glove;”

and as her own life Mary prized this old bridal

brooch, the dearest gift her husband could Dbestow
upon her.

When MacGillivray joined the regiment, Mary was

in her twentieth year. She was pale and more than
pretty, having that dazzling white skin for which the
women of her clan are said to excel all others in
Scotland ; but of old the same was said of the Camp-
bells and the Drummonds. Her hair was black ; her
eyes, deep and quiet, were dark hazel, and her fea-
tures were unexceptionable. She was neither bril-
liant nor beautiful, but there was a sweetness and
delicacy in her smile and manner that touched and .
won the hearts of all who knew her. There was a
sadness, too, in her air and tone, for the most of her
kindred had perished in the Glencoe massacre, or at
Culloden. She was thus alone in the world, with
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none to shield or shelter her but her husba‘r}ld—;%:
who was now beginning a life of war _a,nd. pil ~—t 5
savage war and double peri}1 of fa. %an{)palgn 1{110r (111::_1“;(1:1 (i
i ; us S
a wild and untrodden land o1 barbaro S
i ¥ h a terror of the
ichty forests. She shrank with 2 ;
g;ogspgct before them, and viewed with dismay th;
many lesser horrors which surrounded her 1in
crowded transport of those days. / '
MacGillivray sailed on board the Mercur (gi/, :}Iig
master of which was James Cooke, afterwards
lebrated navigator. E
CesTwain of heart and of pm‘p(l)lse, lllxxitfz;n(lc Z,llzldc
: : 4
ife were to each other all in all ; and .
:(r)ldiers, who knew their story wehl, smfd 1%‘ the:;l rc;‘\\;‘;
i if bullet of a Eren
forcible language, that if the s
( i -oucht death to Roderic
the arrow of an Indian broug e
{I)i.ruallh the daughter of MacViclan weuld not sur
?
vive him long. | }
& Each scax?cely knew how deept wasd the nls?::ti\(r)g;
5 , s are not a demonst
T ?th(iflc,l i’?e rtl?c?sts}(;(c))&:e:i}ul emotions of the heart
eople, ¢ piiotions 95 AR
gre Ii);hose which they have beehn Laugl.;u., per h?ll)l itym;;)e
; ; f this negative qua
neously, to conceal ; but of this 10 / 1 :
i cive Uelt. The ardour o
find less in the more impulsive e . :
love had now been sugcee{}_e;l' b_\,i "Lbe h:lf(fle;:é;olgc :(fl‘
jage, and the sincerity of frienstip B laged
;?xaenc‘rllr:)c\,v of passion ; but Roderick’s gnthusu}sm 1r(11 t}il_c
estimate of perfect excellence b_\lfl\\éhlgll }tlkel _]usc:(zridmlg
: : T ke
wn little wife was only equalled DOy
?vhich che had formed for him. To make hgr ll%p]'g)i};
was to be himself happy, and it was the study 0 o
life to surround her with such comforts as a camp g
barrack or transport afforded upon thea 13&3; eo
Lieutenant of the line in the days M?Cgaleegl;; e
] England,” says honest Harry Cover 3
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every man to do his duty, and ocecasi
penses him for it with hogémrable star?'[aljilgl {’ei({llﬁi
such was indeed a subaltern’s pay in 1757,

In their new mode of existence all seclusion was
destroyed ; and amid the whirl of g military life tli(;,
hurry of embarkation for foreign service, and in the
narrow recess allotted to her in the tran:sport odious
l{y the'odour of tar, tobacco, and biloe water oor
Mary sighed for the hum of the summer hee a,n(? for
the free, pure breeze that waved the heather bells in
Glencoe, or for her husband’s once happy home in
Glenarrow, roofless and rujned now, as the flames and
th?‘ devastators of the ducal butcher had left it,

We have lost all, Mary,” said Roderick bitterly,
as one evening she sat on deck, nestled in his plaid)
f:nd whispering of these things and of other times -
C‘a,ll bl?tllthe name of our fathers have gone to the
loig;pofea,ﬁ, ,(,)f Breadalbare, for they have become the

“But 2 time shall come, Roderick, w
usurpations and another still greaterd;i)a‘l‘lh;?d t};isg
then the Clan Donald, the MacGregors, the M’acIn-
tyres of Glen O, and the raze of MacVicar like the
hl?g,ﬂcha.lllenjog their own again.” ’

“ Mbhari, laoghe mo chri—Mary, calf of P
replied the husband, folding her,):vith aosrrrﬁlye htej 1iltzs
briats}: ;t_‘{ bﬁt this will never he—” ’ :

ntil the rotal plai 3 2
shefﬁdded, s }r\ . smjile. vd floats down Loch F yne,

There is » Highland prophecy, that a time j
comng when a plaid of manypcologl’rs shall ﬂoatt;1 rcrlljwllf
Loch Fyne from the Ara to the Firth of Clyde, and
then the eagles from a thousand hills shall assemble
and each take therefrom g piece of his own colour »

»
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and this is to be the day of general restoration by the
Campbells of all of which they have dispossessed the
clans of the west.

Under Colonel Francis Grant of Grant (afterwards
a lieutenant-general) the regiment landed in America,
where the peculiar garb of the Highlanders astonished
the Indians, who, during the march to Albany,
“flocked from all quarters to see these strangers,
who they believed were of the same extraction as
themselves, and therefore received as brothers;” for
the long hunting-shirt of the Indians resembled the
kilt, as their moccassins did the gartered hose, their
striped blanket the shoulder plaid, and they too had
round shields and knives, like the target and dirk of
the Celt ; hence, according to General Stewart, “ the
Indians were delighted to see a European regiment
in a costume so similar to their own.”

At this period our officers wore a narrow gold
braiding round their jackets, but all epaulettes and
lace had been laid aside to render them less conspi-
cuous to the Canadian riflemen. The sergeants laced
their coats with silver, and still carried the terrible
tuwagh or Lochaber axe, the head of which was fitted
for hooking, hewing, or spearing an enemy.

After remaining in quarters at Albany for some
months, during the winter and spring of 1757, the
Black Watch were exercised in bush-fighting and
sharpshooting ; and amid the dense copsewood or
jungle which covered the western margin of the
Hudson, on the rugged, stern, and sterile banks of the
Mohawk, among woods of stunted pirs, dwarf shrubs,
and sedge grass, thev seor. revived the skill they had
attained as hardy hunters, decrstalkers, and deadly
shots on their native hills ; but when they fairly took
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the field, their ardour and impatience often Iured
them within the fire of the more wary and cunning
Indians who served the Marquis of Montcalm.

So expert, brave, and active did the soldiers of the
Black Watch prove themselves in skirmishing, that
when, in the beginning of summer, a plan was formed
to reduce Louisbourg, and they joined the army
destined for that purpose under Major-General Aber-
crombie, a detachment of fifty chosen men, under the
orders of MacGillivray of Glenarrow, departed to re-
inforce the little garrison in Fort William Henry, on
the southern bank of the beautiful Lake George, a
sheet of clear water, which is thirty-three miles long
and two miles broad, and which, on its morthern
quarter, near Ticonderoga (that place of fatal memory
to the Royal Highlanders), discharges itself into Lake
Champlain. Tt is surrounded by high mountains of
the most romantic beauty.

Here, then, lay a garrson of nearly three thousand
British soldiers, commanded by Colonel Munro, a
veteran Highland officer of great courage and expe-

rience, who had for some time successfully protected -

the frontier of the English colonies, and by his cannon
covered the waters of the lake, the double purpose
for which the fort had been built. Before the depar-
ture of MacGillivray, a serious malhewr had occurred
near this place.

Munro having heard that the French advanced
guard, composed of regulars and Indians, had reached
Ticonderoga, sent Colonel John Parker, with four
hundred soldiers, down the lake in bay-boats to beat
up their quarters ; but three of his boat crews being
captured, his design became known to M. Beauchatel,
the officer in command. Parker was lured into an
ambush, and the most dreadful scene of massacre and
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scalping ensued. His detachment was 1it‘_(—\1‘allyucu'tnf::)
pieces, only two officers and seventy p_rlvatc.z_ i?capl g,
of the four hundred who left the garrison ot & {}nro.,w
Tt was on a beautiful evening when MacGil 1vzay .
party of Highlanders, marching from the mf)ulr:i aulls
that look down on Lake Champlain, came sud t]?&nty
in view of Lake George. They had t'hen: mus is
slung, and were encumbered by their l\nlqpszicns(:
havresacks, canteens, and blankets, and the ‘{\;e-fonc-
day had toiled to reach the fort ere nigh - e ;
for to halt in that woody district, teeming asHl ‘waL
with the savage Iroquos of Montealm, wog d ‘mafe
been a measure fraught with danger an 1« ey 10
MacGillivray came in rear of his little ba'ml,h'e?m}r:p
by the pridle a stout pony, on the pad of w 101f 1!i
wife was mounted, for she was ever the ob_]e.clt 01’1;211“
tenderest solicitude. This pony was 2 sturdy lh?-,
pag; but the long march from Albany had .somttawf 3.1
im?)aired its vigour, :m(cll nfot\lv it was l;cgmmng o fal
v almost at the end of the journey.
“h\%‘l’li&lrich; detachment of l\"[uszxlhvmy were‘t\\\w{) of
his comrades in the late civil war, .Alalstm \ ag}
Gregor, from Qlengyle, and Ewen Chisho ‘111-,10)30‘0116.
the faithful men of Glelnmorrxston, who guarde
ince in the Coire-gaoth. :
Pr}?ﬁi ;lllufhwas settigg, and his gorgeous disc s‘f:emed
for a time to linger among clouds of saifron: cun{soné
and purple, that were piled in glowing Masses ?{)1?\:3@
the wooded hills, some of which were a Lho‘is‘}r{ : eof
in height, and surrounded the waters an(f 181 :ls Sthe
Lake George—named by the Indians E 1o A
Horican, and by the Pilgrim Fathers the Bl Of tia
Sacrament ; for, charmed by the limpid pul}ty 2) hei
water and the sylvan beauty of the scenely,ll 1fa,r
been selected, especially by the Jesuits, as a place 10
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procuring the element of baptism. But now for the
old Indian name had been substituted that of his
Majesty George II.; while, to awe the Mohawks, the
Oneidas, the Tuscaroras, and to keep the French in
check, Fort William Henry—named after another
prince of the House of Brunswick—had been built,
as related, upon the southern margin of the lake,

Like all American forts, it was formed with earthen
ramparts, covered by rich green turf, and defended by
tall stockades of dry white timber. Within were seen
the shingle-covered roofs of the low barrack buildings,
tarred and painted black, and all glistening in the
sunshine. Two of the lower bastions were faced with
stone and washed by the azure water of Lake George,
while a deep fosse secured the fort on the landward,
and dangerous morasses protected its flanks. Beyond
lay a cleared space, where the timber of the old
primeval forest had been cut down for garrison pur-
poses. The bayonets of the sentinels flashed like
stars on the green ramparts ever and anon, while some
thirty or forty lines of steady horizontal light marked
where the sctting sun shone on the iron guns that
peered through the embrasures, or frowned en barbette
above the slope of the parapets.

The gaudy Union Jack hung unwaved upon its
staff. As evening closed in, masses of vapour ascended
from the bosom of the deep blue water, and wreathed
like white and golden scarfs about the summits of the
mountains, whose tops were mellowed in the distance,
and those rocky bluffs that start forward from the
wooded slopes, as if to break the harmony of the
scenery by a few darker and bolder features.” As the
last vestige of the sun sank, and its rays alone re-
mained to play upon the clouds above and the ripples
of the Horican below, the hoom of the evening gun
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was heard pealing through the wilderness with a
hundred solemn reverberations; and as the flag de-
scended from its staff on the fort, a sound on the soft
and ambient air came floating up the mountain-
side. ,

“The drummers are beating the evening refreat,
Mary,” said MacGillivray to his wife, who was looking
pale and weary; “in half-an-hour we shall be with
old Muuro.” =

“ Yonder fort is like some place I have seen before,
sald she, pressing her husband’s hand. i

“Aye, Lady Glenarrow,” respon_d_ed‘ Ewen C.hls-
holm, coming close with the easy familiarity of a High-
lander—a familiarity that is destitute of all assurance ;
“you are thinking of Fort George, for there are the
same palisades and the same fashion of ramp.art?
washed by the waves of the Moray Firth ; but oich !
oich | we miss green Ard-na-saor.”

“ And the Black Isle, and the Chanonry-ness,
Ewen,” added MacGillivray. i

“Yes, yes,” said Mary, thoughtfully, to the sold_lel'rs
in their own language ; “ the land is beautiful ; but it is
not home. Then what is it to us?”

“Yet,” said Ewen, “here is a badge for your bou-
net, MacGillivray, and, though of American growth,
u cannot despise it.” s N
i Thanks, EwPen,” said thc}z oflf)icer, with a kindling

eye, as he placed the gift in his bonnet.

yIt was apsprig of the red whortleberry, the badge
of those of his name in Scotland, where they are
styled the Clann Gillibhreac, “or the Sons of the
Freckled Man.”

The elm, the ash, the cypress, the chesnut, the
pine, and the beech, all mingled their varied foliage
above the narrow track or Indian trail the soldiers
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were pursuing, while a thousand flowers and shrubs, to
them unknown, flourished in all the rich luxuriance of
this new world into which they were penetrating, and
the musk-rat, the racoon, and the fox scampered
before them from tree to tree as they proceeded.

“Hark!” exclaimed Alaster MacGregor, a wary
old forester, “something on two feet stirs in the
bush I”

“Dioul! and see, Alaster, the objects are close
enough,” added the officer.

At a part of the wood where it became more open
by the trees having been cut away, and where the
ground shelved abruptly down to the depth of eighty
or a hundred feet, they suddenly came in view of two
Indians gliding stealthily from stem to stem, as if
seeking to elude observation. Their wild and horrid
aspect caused the timid wife of MacGillivray to utter
a faint cry of terror, while the whole detachment
halted simultaneously to observe them, and began in-
stinctively to handle their muskets.

“They are Iroquois,” whispered MacGillivray to
his sergeant ; “I was told that Montcalm had filled all
the woods around Lake George with the cursed tribes
of that race.”

“One of them is carrying something,” replied the
sergeant, as he shred away by his Lochaber axe a mag-
nificent azalea, the flowers and foliage of which ob-
scured his view.

« It is a child—a poor little child,” exclaimed Mary,
piteously.  Listen to its cry of despair!”

“The child of a white man, by Heaven !” added
MacGillivray. “ Come hither you that are the best
shots, and bring yonder rascals down; but fire
one at a time, lest we needlessly alarm the fort, or,
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what is worse, bring all the tribes of the Iroquois
upon us.” -

‘Both these savages were nearly nude, Their skins
had the deep and tawny red of their race, but were
streaked with war paint. One was daubed over red
and blue, and the other who bore the child was striped
with white lines, and these glaring upon a background
so sombre, gave him the horrible aspect of a walking
skeleton. Their heads were closely shaved, or by
some other process divested of all hair, save the scalp-
lock, in which was tied a tuft of eagles’ feathers.
Each had the terrible tomahawk and scalping-knife
glittering at his gay wampum girdle, and each bore a
Trench musket ornamented with brass rings. One
wore over his shoulder the fur of a wild animal; the
other had nothing across his bare, brawny chest bub
the buff belt of a cartridge-box. By their weapons
they were at once known to be allies of the Marquis
de Montcalm, who with a policy, alike dangerous and
ungenerous, had armed the six nations of the Iroquois
against the British.

On finding themselves perceived, the savages
uttered a wild laugh of derision, and the skeleton—
he who bore the child, a poor little boy of some three
or four years--waved him thrice round his head, as
if with the intention of dashing out his brains
against a tree; then, suddenly seeming to change
his mind, he deliberately deposited him on the
ground, and grasping a handful of the boy’s golden
hair in his brown fingers, drew his scalping-knife
from the tail-piece of a musk-rat, the skin of
which formed bis hunting-pouch: but now a
wild cry of entreaty from Mary MacGillivray made
him pause.
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“Ewen Chisholm—Alaster, shoot—shoot, at all
hazards!” exclaimed her husband. :

Ewen knelt down, took a deliberate aim, and
then paused, for the Iroquois was also on his knees,
and had artfully interposed the child between his
person and the soldiers,

““Fire, Ewen, T command you ; fire at all hazards !”
rerterated MacGillivray, impetuously ; “’tis better for
the poor child to die by a bullet than by an Indian’s
knife—a poisoned one, perhaps.”

_The Iroquois raised his arm for the purpose of
giving the knife one vigorous sweep round the scalp
of the child, who was frozen with fear; but at that
moment Ewen fired. The ball pierced the red skin
near the shoulder; with a yell of rage he dropped his
weapon, and plunging into the woods disappeared.
A shot from the musket of Alaster MacGregor
brought down his companion, who though one of his
legs was broken, endeavoured to crawl away, but
was overtaken by the soldiers, and roughly dragged
up the slope to the forest path. The rescued child
clung to his preservers, and to the neck of Mary
MacG}llivray, who placed him on her saddle-bow,
and with that motherly tenderness and those caresses
which come so naturally from a kind and amiable
woman, endeavoured to calm the terrors his late ad-
venture had excited.

With a sudden glare of defiance, the wounded
Iroquois surveyed those captors at whose hands he
expected immediate immolation,

Several bayonets were directed against him, and

more than one musket was clubbed butt-end upper- .

most to close his career, when Mary interposed and
begged that his life might be spared, on which the
Highlanders drew back. The glittering eyes of the

——— =

—
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Iroquois were fixed upon her, and though he knew
not the language in which she spoke, he was aware
that to her intercession he owed his life, and smiled ;
for, Indian like, he despised the manhood of men
who could be swayed by a woman. Thus he evinced
neither surprise nor gratitude, nor even pain, though
his wounded limb bled freely,and must have occasioned
him exquisite torment. By Mary’s desire the limb
was bound up, und in a few minutes the astonished
savage found himself placed across four muskets, and
borne towards the fort, which was now little more than
a quarter of a mile distant. From time to time he
glanced keenly and sharply into the adjacent thickets,
as if expecting a rescue, but none appeared ; and on
finding himself clear of the forest he doubtless gave
himself up for lost.

“We are close to the gates,” said MacGillivray to
the piper; ¢ play up, Alisdair Bane.”

“Bodoich n” m briogois?” suggested the piper,
agsuming his drones.

The officer assented, and soon the far-stretching
dingles of American forest were ringing to the stirring
notes of Lord Breadalbane’s march, while the tones of
the instrument seemed to astonish and excite the
terror of the Indian, in front of whom the piper was
strutting with that lofty port peculiar to his profession.
Considering this to be probably a prelude to his being
scalped and slain, the Iroquois smiled disdainfully,
remembered that he was a warrior, and relapsed into
his previous state of apathetic indifference, resolved
that in the death of torment for which he doubted not
he was reserved, to perish with the phlegmatic cool-
ness and iron resolution of his race.

These Iroquois were a confederation of tribes, who
supported each other in battle in a manner not unlike

H
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the sixteen confederated clans known in Scotland as
the Clan Chattan. The chief of the Iroquois were
the Mohawks, who resided on the Mohawk River and
thie banks of those lakes which still bear their name,
and from thence they extended their conquests
beyond the Mississippl and the St. Lawrence, sub-
duing the Eries, the Hurons, the Ottawas and
five other tribes, till they became the terror of
their enemies by their ferocity and valour; buf
even these were forced to yield at last to British
rule.#

The report of the musket-shots had reached the
fort, where the mainguard and a strong inlying piquet
were under arms when the Highlanders marched
in. They were received by their countryman Colonel
Munro, who, to his astonishment and joy, discovered
in the little fellow who nestled in the arms of the
mounted lady, his own son and only child Eachin
(or Hector), who had been abstracted—but how, none
could tell—from the gate of the fort by some of the
lurking Indians.

The colonel was a brave and veteran officer, who
had recently been deprived, by death, of a young
wife. She had left him this little boy, and the heart
of the soldier was filled with lively gratitude for the
rescue of one whom he prized more than life.  After
pouring out his thanks to MacGillivray, he f-urned‘
sternly towards the Iroquois. A sudden glow of
anger for the narrow escape of the child made him
ansheath his sword, with the intention of passing
it through the heart of the Indian, to destroy him, as

# Tn the Army List of the 15th September, 1816, will be
found among officers having the local rank of Major in Canada,
« John Norton, alias Teyoninhakawaren, Captain and leader of
the Indians of the Five Nations.”
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one might slay a reptile or wild animal ; but again
Mary interposed, saying,— "

“ For my sake, spare him, Colonel Munro.”

“I cannot refuse you anything, madam,” replied
the old soldier, courteously, lowering the point of his
sword; “and I would that you had something of
greater value to ask of me than the life of a wretched
Iroquois ; but it shall be spared—ay, and his wound
shall be dressed, if such is your wish.”

“Thanks, dear colonel.”

“ But, bear in mind, madam,” continued Munro,
pressing his little boy close to his breast, “that were
the case reversed and we at the mercy of the Iroquois,
even as this tawny villain i1s at ours, we should be
stripped, bound to trees, and put to death by
such torments as devils alone could devise. And
now, MacGillivray, though doubtless weary with
your long march, ere you refresh, tell me (for here
amid the wilds of the Horican, we hear ~othing bust
the whoop of the wild Iroquois, the yells of the Mo-
hawks, and, now and then, a rattle of musketry)
what news of the war?”

“The Earl of Loudon has marched to besiege
Louisbourg !”

“ And delayed his attack upon Crown Point 7

“Yes.” ‘

“I expected so much. Since the capture of
Oswego, the French have remained masters of the
lakes, and collecting the Indians, force or lure them,
like the Iroquois, to serve King Louis, and thus all
our settlements on the Mohawk River and the Ger-
man Flats have been destroyed and the land laid
as waste and desolate as—"

“The Braes of Lochaber after Culloden,” said Mac
Gillivray, with a louring eye.

H 2
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“While here with red coats on us, let us think
no more of Culloden,” replied Munro in a low
voice. “But what news of Montcalm? Our scouts
assert he is moving up this way to besiege me.”

“At Abercrombie’s head-quarters, all say that,
elated by recent advantages, Louis de St. Veran,
and his second in command, the DBaron de
Beauchatel, are desirous of attempting something
great.”

“ And that something—"

“Will be the destruction of Fort William Henry,
ag 1t covers the frontiers and commands Lake
George.”

“ But does the commander-in-chief expect that I,
with only three thousand regulars, will be able to
withstand the whole French army ?” asked Munro,
with a stern and anxious whisper.

“ No—General Webb—"

“Old Dan Webb of the 48th ?”

“With a column of infantry, was to leave head-
quarters a day or two after us to succour you, and
Fort Edward is to be the base of his operations.
Meanwhile, I with my fifty Highland marksmen,
pushed on as a species of avant-garde.”

“Then both Webb and Montcalm are en route for
this locality ?”

“’Tis a race, and he who wins may win Fort Wil-
liam Henry.”

“In three days a great game shall have been
played here, perhaps,” said Munvo, thoughtfully
“but to God and our own valour we must commit the
event ; and now, madam, a hundred pardons for
leaving you here so long,” he added, bowing to Mary,
and with that old air of Scoto-French gallantry which
Scott has so well portrayed in his “Baron of Brad-
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wardine,” he drew the glove from his right hand, and
raised his little triangular hat; ¢ permit me to lead
you to my quarters until your own are prepared, and
we shall have a cheerful evening’s chat about poor
old Scotland, and the homes we may never see again.
When I first heard the sound of your pipe rising up
from the dingles of yonder forest, and saw the tartans
waving as your Highlanders marched up the gate, I
cannot describe the emotions that filled my heart.
The thoughts of home and other times came throng-
ing thick and fast upon my memory—Lkinsmen and
friends, father, mother, and wife—voices and faces of
years long passed away, of the loved, the lost, and the
dead, were there with the memory of all that the
voice of the war-pipe rouses in the heart of an exiled
Scotsman ; but enough of this! And now, to you,
madam, and to you, MacGillivray, as we say in the
land of hills and eagles, a hundred thousand welcomes
to Fort William Henry !”

The wounded Iroquois was consigned to the tem-
porary hospital of the fort ; the newly arrived High-
landers were “told off” (as the phrase is) to their
quarters, and in one hour after, when the last roll of
the drum at the tattoo had died away, and when
the rising moon shone over the wooded mountains
on the clear glassy water and green islets of Lake
George, all was still in Fort Willlam Henry, and
nothing seemed moving but the bayonets flashing
back the rays of silver on their tips, as the muf-
fled sentinels trod to and fro upon the palisadoed
ramparts.

The fatigue of her journey northwards from Albany
to Lake George had proved too much for the delicate
wife of MacGillivray, as at this time she was on the
eve of adding a little stranger to the number of the
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belts of wampum. Orono had a mother too, who
shared his wigwam by the sunny bank of the Hori-
can ; but three moons ago the red warriors came, his
wmwam was burned, his cattle taken, the trees were
"ut down, and th(, mother, the squaw, and the
children of Orono were all destroyed, as we would
destroy the big snakes in the reeds or the otter in the
swamps. And they slew his father—an aged warrior,
a man of many moons, and many, many days, who
remembered when first the great fire-spouting canoes
of the Yengees, with their huge white sails, came over
the salt lake from beyond the rising sun ; but they
slew him also—all, all! TFather, mothm, squaw, anc d
papoose——cattle and dog; nothmg was left but a little
heap of cinders to mark where the wigwam stood : all
were gone, like the flowers of last summer—gone to
the happy hunting grounds of the Iroquois,” he added,
pointing westward.

“ And poor Orono is left quite alone !”” said Mary,
patting his shoulder kindly, for the story of the
[ndian impressed her by its resemblance to the
fate of her own family 1in Glencoe, and to many
an QplSOdb of murder and outrage after Cullo-
den; “alone,” she added, “in this great selfish
world !”

“To revenge them ; and for this I have trod on the
pipe of peace and dug up the war-hatchet I” he re-
plied in a voice like the hiss of a snake, while his eyes
glared like two red carbuncles in the dusk of the even-
ing, as Mary retired in dismay.

Ere the night was finally set in her tender sympathies
for her new friend received a severe shock. To her
husband, who had just returned from a reconnoitring
expedition, she was relating her interview with Orono,
when the sharp report of two muskets echoed among
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the logwood edifices which formed the barracks of
the fort. Mary grew deadly pale, and clung to
Roderick.

“The French!” was his first thought, as he broke
away, snatched his claymore, and hurried to the
barrack-square, where he heard that a soldier
of the Royal American Regiment had been assassi-
nated.

Orono the Indian had abstracted a knife from the
basket of his late unsuspecting visitor, and springing
unseen upon the sentinel at the hospital door had
slain him, swept the blade once round his head above
the ears, and torn away his scalp. Then though weak
and wounded, with his knife in one hand, and the
ghastly trophy reeking in the other, he had bounded
over the palisades like an evil spirit, glided through
the wet ditch like an eel, and, escaping the musket-
shots of two sentinels on the summit of the glacis,
reached the darkening forest, where all trace of him
was instantly lost in the thickness of the foliage and
the gloom of a moonless evening.

“And so, dear Mary, with this terrible episode
closes your little romance,” said MacGillivray, with a
kind smile, as he put an arm round her.

T devoutly hope s0,”said she, shuddering, and feel-
ing, she knew not why, a horrible impression that she
would yet sce more of this Indian, whose lithe buf
herculean form, sternly sombre face, glittering eyes,
and scalp-lock were ever before her.

“The black traitor, to reward our kindness thus !
"Tis a thousand pities, dearest, you saved him from
our men on the march, and from old Munro’s sword
in the fort ; for these wretches are no better than wild
beasts. Thus it matters little whether we kill thom now
or a month hence.”
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“Oh, Roderick !” exclaimed Mary, with her hazel
eyes full of tears ; “how can youw talk thus?”

“ Why ¢”

“For so said King Williamn’s warrant to massacre
my people in Glencoe ; and so said that order which
was written on the night before Culloden.”

“True, true ; the poor Indian only fights for the
land God gave his fathers, even as ours, Mary, was
given to the children of the Gael,” replied Roderick,
as the usual current of his bitter thoughts returned ;
“and a time there was Mary (God keep thee from
harm !) when I little thought to find myself so far
from my father’s grave, wearing the black cockade of
the Hanoverian in my bonnet, and the red uniform
of those men who trampled on the white rose at Cul-
loden, and murdered the aged men, the women, and
the little ones of your race, under cloud of night, at
the behest of a bloodthirsty Dutchman !”

“Still speaking of Glencoe and Culloden !” said
Colonel Munro, joining them, as they sat on the bas-
tion, at the base of which rippled the waters of Lake
George, then flushed red with the last light of
sunset,

“Yes, Munro ; I am thinking of the time when the
kilt alone was seen upon the Highland mountains,
and when the breeches of the Lowlander—the brat-
galla (i.e. foreigner’s rag)—were unknown among
us.”

“ Let us have no more of these sour memories, and
if my fair friend will favour me with that song which
she sang to my little boy last evening, it may
lighten the tedium of a time which to me, after
being caged up here for six months, seems insuf-
ferably weary.”

Mary coloured, and glanced round timidly, for
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several officers of the garrison who had been lounging
on the parapets drew near, and she knew few songs
save those of her native bhills, and consequently they
were in a language totally unintelligible to the gentle-
men of the Royal Americans and Parker’s Foot ; but
on being pressed by the colonel and hislittle one, who
nestled at her feet, she sang the only English song
with which she was acquainted. It was a paraphrase
of one of the psalms,* and was then a favourite
with the Jacobites, who sang it to a beautiful and
plaintive old Highland air.

On Gallia’s shore we sat and wept,
When Scotland we thouglit on,
Robbed of her bravest sons, and all

Her ancient spirit gone !

“ Revenge!” the sons of Gallia said,
“ Revenge your wasted land;
Already your insulting foes
Crowd the Batavian strand !

“ How shall the sons of Freedom e’er
Tor foreign conquest fight ?
For power how wield the sword, deprived
Of liberty and right 2

“ If thee, O Scotland ! we forget,
Even to our latest breath,
May foul dishonour stain our name.
And bring a coward’s death.

“ May sad remorse for fancied guilt
QOur future days employ,
If all thy sacred rights are not
Above our chiefest joy.

* Psalm exxxvil.
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“ And thou, proud Gaul, O faithless friend, -

Thy ruin is not far;
May God, on thy devoted head,
Pour all the woes of war!

“ When thou, thy slaughtered little enes,
And outraged dames shalt see;
Such help, such pity mayest thou have,
As Scotland had {rom thee!”

* *

As Mary sang, many loiterers of the Black Watch
had joined the little group around her, and listened
as if turned to stone. The veteran colonel of the
Royal Americans, who had been long, long from the
land of hLis birth, felt his grave iron nature melted.
He sat on the parapet of the gun-battery, with his
chin placed in his right hand, and his left nervously
grasping the hilt of his sword. His keen grey eyes,
which roved uneasily from one object to another,
began at last to moisten and fill, and then tears ran
down the furrows of his cheeks—old dry channels
worn by war and time, but all unused to such
visitors.

The wir rather than the words moved MacGillivray
and his soldiers who listened. Their heads were
bowed and their eyes were sad, for their hearts and
souls, their memory and their love, were far away—
away to the land where, at that hour, the silver moon
was casting the shadows of the heath-clad mountains
on the grassy glens below; away to the Braes of
Lochaber, the shores of Lochiel, and the deep blue
lochs that form a chain of watery links in the great
glen of Caledonia; away to the land of the clans, the
.soil from whence their fathers sprang, and where
their graves lay under the old sepulchral yew, or by
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the Druid clachan of ages past and gone; away frow
the lone woods and mighty wilds of that Far West,
which in the next century was to become the home of
their children, where the expatriated men of Suther-
land, Barra, and Breadalbane were to find a refuge
from the avaricious dukes, the canting marquises, and
grinding factors of the Western Highlands, and from
their infamous system of modern oppression, tyranny,
and misrule, which has decreed that the poor have no
right to the soil of their native country.

All were hushed and still in the group as the
Highland girl sang—for, though a wedded wife, and
on the eve of being a mother, Mary was but a girl
yet—when hark! the report of a musket on the
outer bastion broke the stillness of the evening hour,
and an officer of the mainguard rushed, sword in hand,
towards the startled listeners.

“ Munro,” he exclaimed; ¢ Colonel Muonro—a
column of French are in sight, and already within
range of cannon-shot.”

“So close, Captain Dacres ?”

“ And in great strength,” added the officer.

“ And the Indians—those diabolical Iroquois ?”

“ Fill the woods on every side—they are already at
the foot of the glacis. Hark!” continued Captain
Dacres, as a confused volley was heard, “the main-
guard are opening a fire on their advanced files.”

The colonel kissed his child, and with an impres-
sive glance consigned it to the care of Mary.

“ Fall in, Sixtieth !” he exclaimed, rushing into the
barracks, where the alarm was now general. “ Mac-
Gillivray, get your lads of the Black Watch under
arms, and let them pick me off those brown devils as
fast-as they can load and fire again. Gentlemen, to
your companies; we shall have grim work to do
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before another sun sets on the waters of the
Horican.”

In ten minutes the troops in the little garrison
were all under arms, for the men came rushing, cross-
belted, to their colours, while the log huts echoed
again and again to the long roll of the alarm drum—
that peculiar roll, which, when heard in camp or
garrison, makes the blood of all quicken, as it is the
well-known warning “to arms;” and now the pipes
of Alisdair Bane (a pupil of Murrich Dhu, or Black
Murdoch MacInnon, the old piper of Glenarrow) lent
their pibroch to swell the warlike din, while the
troops loaded, and fresh casks of ball-cartridge were
staved and distributed by the sergeants in rear of
each company.

The artillerymen stood by their guns, with rammer,
sponge, and lighted matches; the battalions of the
Royal Americans and of the unfortunate Colonel
Parker, a corps of Provincials, and the fifty Celts of
the Black Watch, soon manned the ramparts, from
whence, in the dim twilight of eve, the white uniforms
of the regiments of Bearn, Guienne, and Languedoc,
who formed the flower of Montcalm’s army, and the
bronze-like figures of the gliding Iroquois, who formed
the scourge of ours, were seen at times between the
green masses of foliage that fringed the calm, deep
waters of Lake George, which lay motionless as a vast
mirror of polished steel.

“Away to the bomb-proofs, Mary ; this is no scene
for you,” said MacGillivray, giving his weeping and
terrified wife a tender embrace ; “the vaults are your
only place of safety. Would to God,” he added,
giving her a farewell kiss, *“that you were safe at
home, lacighe mo chri, even with the humblest of
our cottars in Glenarrow. The thought of you alone
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causes my heart to fail, and makes a coward of me,
Mary. Alaster MacGregor, conduct her to the bomb-
proofs, and join us again.” . '

The soldier led her to the vaults in which the whole
of the women and children of the garrison were en-
closed for safety from shot and shell, and where they
nestled together in fear and trembling, preparing lint
and bandages for the wounded; and scarcely had
Alaster rejoined his commander, when a red flash
and a stream of white smoke came from the dar-
kening wood, and the first cannon of the French
sent a sixteen-pound shot crashing through the
log barracks and slew a captain of the Royal Ameri-
cans.

Then a hearty hurrah of defiance rose from the
garrison of Munro, and the fiendish yells and war-
whooping of the Iroquois were heard in the echoing
woods. ;

MacGillivray envied the lightness of heart possessed
at this crisis by his unmarried comrades, who had
neither wife nor child to excite their anxiety, com-
passion, or fear—men who, careless and soldier like,
seemed to live for the present, without regret for the
past or dread of the future; but such is the life of a
soldier, while as we have it in “ Don Juan”—

“ Nought so bothers
The hearts of the heroic in a charge,
As leaving a small family at large.”

At the head of all the forces he could collect, ten
thousand regular infantry of France, and hordes of
the wild Iroquois, Louis de St. Veran, Marquis of
Montcalm, and his second in command, the Baron de
Beauchatel, Chevalier of St. Louis, now invested Fort
William Henry, and pushed the siege with a vigour
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that was all the greater because General Webb, with
four thousand British troops, was posted at some dis-
tance, for the purpose of protecting Munro’s garrison,
a duty about which he did not give himself the smallest
concern whatever.

Before daybreak next morning, the French artil-
lery opened heavily on the turf ramparts, the wooden
palisades and log huts of the fort; while a fire of
musketry was maintained upon it from every avail-
able point, and ihe Indian marksmen, from behind
every tree, rock, and bush, or tuft of sedge-grass that
afforded an opportunity for concealing their dingy
forms, shot with deadly precision at the officers, and
all who in any way exposed or signalized themselves.
Munro and his soldiers fought with ardour, and
defended themselves with confidence, never doubting
that General Webb would soon advance to their sup-
port, and by a brisk attack in the rear, compel the
marquis to abandon the siege. From their gun-bat-
teries and stockades, they maintained an unceasing
fire, and thus the slaughter on both sides became
desperate and severe.

In the gloomy vault to which the humanity and
prudence of Colonel Munro had consigned the women
and children of his garrison, the timid wife of Mac
Gillivray could hear the roar of musketry, with the
incessant booming of the heavy artillery on every
side, and ever and anon the hiss or crash of the ex-
vloding shells. These and other dreadful sounds
paralysed her ; for she had but one thought—the
safety of her husband ; and appalled by the united
horrors of the siege, she almost forgot to pray, and
sat with her arms round the child of Munro, pale,
sad, and silent—awed and bewildered.

Meanwhile Roderick, with his party of the Black
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Watch, proved invaluable to Munro. As the dis-
patch of the latter has<t, “Being all expert marks-
men and deadly shots, they manned a line of loopholed
stockades, which faced a wood full of the Iroquois, of
whom they slew an incredible number ; for if the foot
or hand, or even the scalp lock of a warrior became
visible for a moment to these quicksighted deer-
stalkers from the Highland hills, it revealed where
the rest of his body could be covered by their levelled
barrels ; thus there were soon more dead than living
warriors in the bush where the braves cf the Five
Nations had posted themselves, and the yells and
screamns of rage uttered by the survivors in their
anticipations of vengeance, were like nothing one
could imagine but the cries of the damned.”

Amonw the savages who swarmed thick as bees
upon the skirts of the forest, MacGillivray repeatedly
recognised the ghastly warrior Ossong, who was
painted over with white stripes; and his comrade
Orono, who had so recently made an escape from
the fort, and who was conspicuous alike by his
bravery and the tuft of eagle’s feathers in his scalp-
lock.

MacGillivray relinguished hisclaymore for a musket,
and, as Munro said, ‘“ Knocked over more Red Indians
in an hour, than 'he could have done red deer in a
week, at home,”

On the second day, just as the firing was about to
re-commence, a French officer, bearing a flag of truce,
and accompamed by a drummer beatmw a parley,
appeared before the gates, and was received by Mac
Gillivray, who conducted him, blindfolded by a hand-
kerchief, to the presence of Munro. He was a tall
and handsome man, about forty years of age, and
wore the white uniform of the Grenadiers of Guienne,

T
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with the order of St. Louis, and had a white flowing
peruke, & la. Louis XV.

“Your name, monsieur?” said Munro, bowing
low.

“The Sieur Fontbrune, Baron of Beauchatel”
replied he, bowing to the diamond buckles at his
knees, and then presenting his box of rappee.

“Indeed—the second in command to the Marquis
of Montcalm 1”

“The same, and Colonel of the Regiment of
Guienne.”

“ We are greatly honoured.”

“Nay,” responded the courteous French noble,
“ the honour is mine in having the privilege of con-
ferring with an officer of such valour as M. le
Colonel Munro.”

“And your purpose ?” asked the latter, drily.

“The delivery of this letter.”

In presence of the senior officers of his garrison,
Munro opened and read this communication from the
French marquis, in which the latter wrote, that he
deemed himself obliged by the common dictates of
humanity to request that M. le Colonel Munro would
surrender the fort, and cease, by a futile resistance,
to provoke the savage Iroquois, who accompanied
the French army in such vast and unmanageable
hordes.

“A detachment of your garrison, under Colonel
Parker, has lately (he continued) experienced their
cruelty. T have 1t yet in my power to restrain and
oblige them to observe a capitulation, as comparatively
few of them have been hitherto killed. Your persisting
in the defence of your fort can only retard its fate a
few days, and must of necessity expose an unfortunate
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garrison, who cannot possibly receive relief, when
we consider the precautions taken to prevent it.
I demand a decisive answer; and for this pur-
pose have sent the Sieur de Fontbrune, one of my,
staff. You may implicitly credit all that he tells
you.

“ MONTCALM.”

“I will never surrender while we have a shot
left,” exclaimed Munro, furiously. ¢ What say you,
gentlemen ?” : _

“That we and our soldiers will stand Dby
you, Colonel, to the last gasp!” replied Captain
Dacres.

“This, then, is your - decision, messieurs?” said
M. Beauchatel, playing with the ringlets of his
peruke.

“Tt 1s—it is,” was the answer on all hands.

“ A most unwise one, permit me to say,” urged the
baron.

“To yield when General Webb is within less than
one day’s march of us, would be a treason to the
King and a disgrace to ourselves.”

The French baron smiled with provoking cooluess,
and said,

“ General Webb beholds our preparations and ap-
proaches with an apparent indifference that originates
either in infamous cowardice or miserable infatua-
tion. In short, M. le Colonel, he has abandoned

70u.))

“M. le Baron,” replied Munro, with some heat,
“(General Webb is a British officer, and I have no
doubt will fully maintain his reputation. If he has
not already advanced to raise the siege, he must deem
it better for the King’s service to remain in position

12
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where he is; but, ere long, you will hear his cannon
opening on your rear.”

“ Pardicu, you delude yourself.”

“T do not, M, le Baron, and you may inform the
Marquis de Montcalm, that he had better have con-
tinued to amuse himself with mounting guard at
Vereailles and Marli, than by beating up our quarters
here on the Canadian lakes.”

“QOh, he and I have mounted guard at Mons and
Tournay, at Lisle and Fontenoy, Colonel, where men
don’t play at soldiers, as here in America,” replied
the Frenchman, smiling ; “but adieu, mon ami—
adien.”

“ Farewell—MacGillivray, conduct M. le Baron
beyond the gates.”

So ended this parley, and in less than five minutes
the din of cannon and musketry, with the warwhoop
of the Indians, again rang along the echoing shores
of the Horican, and once more the white smoke
shrouded alike the defences and defenders of Fort
William Henry.

The Baron de Beauchatel Ted the Regiment of
Guienne close up to the stockades, which were lined
by the fifty Highlanders of the Black Watch, and
though exposed to a withering fire, he bravely*and
furiously strove to destroy the barrier by axes and
sledge hammers. MacGillivray ~ thrice covered the
Baron with his deadly aim; but, inspired by some
mysterious emotion, the origin of which at that time
he could not fathom, he spared him and levelled his
weapon at others. Tilled with rage by the resistance
they experienced, the soldiers of the Regiment ot
Guenne encouraged each other by shouts of

“Vive le Roi | Tue—tue les sauvages d’Ecosse ! & la
Daionette ! & la balonette !

i
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They soon fell into confusidn; but the brave
Beauchate] continued to brandish his sword and shout
the mot de ralliement of his corps, for it was then
usual in the French service to have a war-cry or regi-
mental rallying-word.

“ Notre Dame ! Notre Dame de frappemort!” (Our
holy Lady, who strikes home!) he was heard crying
again and again ; for the Virgin was the patroness of
the Grenadiers of Guienne; but neither the spell of her
name nor the fiery spirit of Beauchatel enabled the
soldiers to withstand the fire of the Highlanders,
whose position was impregnable; and on Captain
Dacres’ company of the 60th opening a flank fusilade
upon them, they were swept back into the forest,
leaving a mound of white-coated killed and wounded
before the stockades they had so valiantly attempted
to destroy.

Alaster MacGregor received a wound from a French
soldier, who, on hndnw himself dying, crawled on his
hands and knees clo>e up to the stockade, and, with

the last effort of expiring nature, fired his musket

through a loophole and fell back dead.

« A brave fellow I” exclaimed 1 MacGillivray.

“Yes,” added Alaster, as the blood dripped from
his left cheek : “ but I wish he had departed this life
five minutes sooner.”

A third and fourth day of conflict passed away, and
theloss by killed and wounded became severe in Fort
William Henry ; five hundred dead men were already
lying within the narrow compass of its batteries; but
still there was no sign of Webb’s brigade advancing
to the rescue. Munro began to have serious doubts
of the issue, with secr et regrets that he had not
accepted the first offers of the Marquis de Montcalm,
for the blood of the Iroquois was now at boiling heat,
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in their longing to revenge the fall of so many of their
braves, who, notwithstanding all their caution and
cunning, had perished under the deadly aim of the
Highland marksmen, and lay in dusky piles among
the long wavy sedge grass and luxuriant foliage of the
forest ; but though he confined these thoughts to his
own breast, his garrison began to have the same mis-
glvings.

One day, telescope in hand, he was eagerly sweep-
ing the distant landscape in the direction where it was
known that General Webb was posted, when Dacres,
of his own regiment, approached him. Not a bayonet
or musket-barrel were seen to glitter, or a standard
to wave in the hazy distance in token of coming aid,
and he sharply closed the glass with a sigh and turned
away ; so Dacres addressed him.

“When smoking a pipe in tke bomb-proofs this
morning — by the bye, my dear colonel, I am always
thoughtful during that operation—it occurred to me
that General Webb 7

“ Well, sir—well,” said Munro, irritably.

“ Remains very long in position without advancing
to our relief.”

“ 1 am too well aware of that, sir.”

“But what does such conduct mean ?”

“God and himself alone know,” replied Munro, while
his keen grey eye flashed with passion; “ hewould seem
to be in league with the enemy against us; ay, in
league with Montcalm, and the words of Beauchatel
seemed to infer some previous knowledge of hisinten-
tions, and hence perhaps the friendly warning about
the Indians; but we have cast the die with them.
If in the course of one day more Webb comes not to
our aid =

“« By Heaven, I will pistol him with my own hand ;
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that is, if I survive this affair "4 exclaimed MacGilli-
vray, who joined them. :

« Nay, sir,” replied the colonel, “I shall clm}zn that
task, if task it be; but hark ! there 1s a salvo.

A tremendous shock now shook the fort, as a cama-
rade battery of ten 32-pounders commenced a dis-
charge against it, and showers of destructive bomb-
belles from small mortars were poured into the
heart of the place. Many of these little engines of
destruction bounded from the shingle roofs of the bar-
racks and burst in the waters of the lake ; .others were
exploding in all directions, with a sound like the roar
of artillery, forcing the soldiers, who crept and cowered
in rear of the parapets and palisades, to lie close, while
the heavy havm of the round shot, with that peculiar
sound which terminates its course by.piercing the
ground, or crashing through a building, and the sharper
awhish of the musket-balls, filled up all the intervals by
noisesfraught with alarm. The barracks and storehouses
were soon unroofed and ruined, for the camarade bat-
tery proved very destructive ; the stockades were soon
swept away in showers of white splinters before its
discharges, which resembled nothing but a whirlwind
of shot and shell, while vast masses of the earthen
works were also torn down, leaving the deffenders ex-
posed to the deadly rifles of the lurking Indians. The
cannon of Munro were alike defective and danger-
ous to his soldiers; for two ]8-poun@ers, two 32-
pounders, and two 9-pounders burst in succession,
destroying all who were near them, and at last the
colonel received intimation that only seventeen bombs
remained in the magazine. X

On the sizth day, there was still no appearance of
General Daniel Webb (who was Colonfel of the 48th,
or Northamptonshire Foot), though his column was
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within hearing of the firing, being at Fort Edward,
which was only six miles distant ; and now the spirit
of the garrison began to sink ; but in that dejected
band there was no heart more heavy than MacGilli-
vray’s, for the condition of his wife at such a terrible
crisis filled him with the deepest anxiety and the most
tender solicitude.

At last Munro, finding the futility of further resist-
ing forces so overwhelming, and that all hope of suc-
cour from Webb was hopeless, on the 9th day of
August, 1757, lowered his standard, and sent forth
MacGillivray to the French camp, bearer of a flag of
truce, to confer on the terms of a surrender.

Immediately on leaving the gates, he was received
ny the Baron de Beauchatel and a party of the Grena-
diers of Guicnne, who surrounded him with fixed
bayonets, as a protection from the infuriated Iroquois,
‘who crowded near in naked hordes, leaping, dancing,
screaming like Incarnate fiends, and brandishing their
tomahawks, seeking only an opening in the close files of
the French escort to slay, scalp, and hew him to pieces.
Thus he was conducted to the tent of Louis Marquis de
Montcalm de St. Veran, Maréchal du Camp, and Lieu-
tenant-General of the Armies of His Most Christian
Majesty in America. Before the tent were posted the.
colours of the Regiments of Bearn and Languedoc,
and around it were a guard of grenadiers in white
coats, with the long periwigs and smart little trian-
gular hats of the French line. These received the
flag of truce with presented arms, while the drums
beat a march.

Montcalm, then in his forty-fifth year, came forth,
and, presenting his hand to MacGillivray, conducted
him within. Then followed several officers of the

£
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staff whom, with M. de Beauchatel, he had invited to
the conference.

“You perceive, now,” said the baron, that I
proved a true prophet !” ey

“Tn what manner, monsieur ?” asked MacGillivray..

“ When I affirmed that M. le Général Webb would
leave Munro to his own resources. Ma foi! but he is
a brave fellow, Munro.”

«M. le Marquis,” said MacGillivray, with an air of
hauteur, “I am here to stipulate that our garrison
shall be permitted to march out with their arms

¢« Unloaded i

« Be it so; but as Christian men you cannot refuse
us arms in a land so wild as this; the officers to

hiave their bageage, and the men their kits; that a

D00

detachment of French troops shall escort us to within
two miles of the gates of Fort Edward, and that your
interpreter attached to the savages will make this
treaty known to the Iroquois.” _

« | gladly agree to these conditions,” replied Mont-
calm, “though I fear the latter portion will be
achieved with difficulty ; for the comprehension of these
Red Iroquois is not very clear, and they will despise
me for burying the war-hatchet and smoking the pipe
of peace, for permitting you to depart with your scalps
on, and so forth ; but they must be forced to under-
stand and observe our treaty. For the space of
eighteen months every officer and soldier now in
Fort William Henry must not bear arms against the

. Most Christian King. M. le Colonel Munro must

give me hostages for the safe return of my troops
who are to form your escort ; and say to him, that in
testimony of my esteem for his valour and spirit as
a soldier, I shall present him with one cannon, &
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iijpoun(.ler, to be delivered at the moment the grena-
diers of my own regiment receive the gates of the
iort,(z)md his troops are ready to depart.” i
“Qur wounded and sick, of wh
ks , of whom we have
“I shall send under guar
“I sha ‘ uard to General W
Fort Edward.” : PR
:l‘Tha‘nks, marquis.”
'he terms were soon draw 1
y o ¢ awn up and signed by the
sﬁaﬁ E()}F‘f.ic.ers of both forces ; by Munro in the nm)]/'le of
the British Commander-in-Chief, and by Montcalm
1(21 the name of the Marquis de Vaudreuil, Governor-
: f-‘enernl, and ‘]Zquenant-General of New France ;and
? tei ably concluding this negotiation, so important
for his comrades, MacGillivray returned to the fort
‘IUSt as the red round moon began to rise like a bloody
Zz'nge a}_)olve'the eastern skirts of the forest, and to
inge with its quivering rays the placid w
e g rays placid waters of
) ]'lhe first who ”received him at the gate was his
_ (Cd:l wee M'a.ry, as he called her, trembling and
in' tears for his safety. During the whole time of
‘nls visit to the camp of Montcalm, the yelling and
whooping of the Indians had filled the fort and the
woods with horrid sounds.
The next day passed before Munro had all pre-

?31\321 ]t.o leave the shattered ramparts he had defended

It was on a gorgeous August evening wl is W
worn and weary garrison pg,raded, prigr tc:et?lé)ils Bk?;l
departure, The western clouds, as they floated across
the sky, were tinged with violet and saffron hues
The forest and the grass wore their most brilliant
green, and Lake George its deepest blue. The large

.golden butter-cups that spotted all the verdant glagis

-
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of the ramparts, within which *so many brave men
were lying stark and stiffened in their blood, and ‘the
bright-coloured wildflowers that grew amid the waters
of the fosse and by the margin of the lake which
filled it, were unclosing their petals to catch the
coming dew, and wore their gayest tints.

The whole aspect of the scenery, and of the soft
balmy evening, were little in accordance with the
horrors that were passed, and those which were soon
to ensue !

Already the grenadiers of Montcalm, with all the
formality of friends, had received the gates and vari-
ous posts from the guards of the Royal Americans ;
the white banner of France, under a royal salute, had
replaced the Union Jack, and at that moment sharply
beat the drums, as the garrison began to march out,
with their unloaded muskets slung and their colours
cased—the Royal Americans, Parker’s Foot, and the
little band of our old friends, the Black Watch (now
less by sixteen men than on the day of their arrival),
with the piper and MacGillivray at their head, de-
filing from the fort in close column of subdivisions,
while the French escort was under arms to receive
them in line by a general salute, with drummers beat-
ing on the flanks.

°A_ faint cheer was heard within the fort. It came
from the log huts where the wounded lay. They,
poor fellows ! were left to the care of the enemy, to-
gether with the unburied bodies of those who would
never hear a sound again until the last trumpet
shakes the earth with its peal.

The veteran Colonel Munro, tall and erect, with his
quaint Kevenhuller hat and old-fashioned wig of the
days of Malpliacquet, marched at the head of his crest-
fallen column ; he was on foot, with his sword drawn,
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and led by the hand the child, his son, as being the
only object he cared about preserving in that hour of
bitterness and defeat.

Seated on the tumbril of the 6-pounder, with two
other ladies (one of whom had lost her husband in the
siege), was the wife of MacGillivray, awe-stricken and
all unused to such stern and stirring scenes as she had
daily witnessed in Fort Williamn Henry. Her masr-
riage brooch, almost the only ornament she possessed,
she had concealed in the folds or tresses of her long
black hair, lest it should excite the cupidity of
any French soldier or Indian, for she had an equal
dread, and nearly an equal repugnance for them
both.

A slender escort of French soldiers with their
bayonets fixed protected Munro’s garrison on both
flanks ; but as they proceeded into the forest, the
savages continued to assemble in dark hordes, till
their numbers, their gestures, and vells of rage be-
came seriously alarming. They were animated by
the blindest frenzy on finding themselves deluded of
their plunder and the blood—the red reeking scalps
of the hated Yengees—by a treaty which they could
not and cared not to understand. They were re-
hearsing to each other the bravery and worth, the
names and number of their warriors who had perished,
and all continued to scream and shout, but none cared
to begin the work of destruction while so near the
tents of the pale faces of France.

“ Push on—push on, for God’s sake, gentlemen and
comrades !”

“ Forward, my friends—let us lose no time in reach-
ing Fort Edward.”

“Step out, comrades—step out, you fellows in
front.”
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“Throw off your knapsacks—let these greedy
hounds have them.” e =

“ Better lose an old kit than a young life.

“On, on—push on, boys !”

Such were the cries that were heard along che
column as the rear urged on the front, and the dark
yelling hordes of the infernal Iroquois blackened a?l
the woods and grew denser and closer, ‘untll at last
they insolently jostled and crushed the I'rench guar'd
among the impeded ranks of those they were es-

s .
COI“UTI[]'ﬁ]:s isintolerable—let us attack those dogs,” said

lacGillivray. )
M}‘cgzwa‘re?——be\\'are ” exclaimed Munro ; 1f' once
blood be shed or the warwhoop raised, all will be
over with us.”

The leader of this hostile display was the savage
whom we have already introduced as Ossong. A
Lenni Lennape, he was almost the last of hisferocious
tribe, which, with the Miami, had been conquered and

* exterminated by the Troquois, with whom he had now

completely identified himself. His aspect was fright-
ful ' His forehead was low; with ashort nose of great
breadth ; his ears were huge, and set high upon his
head ; his mouth was large, \v_lt,h teeth shm’p and
serrated like those of some voracious fish. His mantle
of woven grass was trimmed with scores of human
scalp-locks salted and dried, while rows of human
teeth intermingled with glass beads and gilt regi-
wental buttons and British coins (the relics of Colonel
Parker’s force) covered all his brown expansive chest.
On his brawny shoulders hung the skin of a black
bear ; in front, he wore the fur of a racoon; hl}?
girdle, moccassins, and arms were ornamented l‘l?td
brilliant wampum beads, which rattled as he walked,
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and he brandished alternately a rifle, a tomahawk
and scalping-knife. -

Two or three soldiers had already been drageed out
of the ranks and slain to increase the generaTCz’mlarm :
but as yet the warwhoop had not been raised.

Perceiving a savage near him, who was placing his
hands to his mouth and puffing out his cheeks.apre-
vious to raising that dreadful signal for a general on-
slaught, MacGillivray, unable longer to restrain the
fury which boiled within him, drew the Hichland
tack (i.e. steel pistol) from his belt and shot him
dead.

“ Rash man,” exclaimed Munro, “ we are lost !”

“Fix your bayonets, my lads, and bear back this
naked rabble !” said MacGillivray, drawing his sword.
“ Remember, colonel, you are a kinsman of the House
of Foulis; in an hour like this belie not your name !”

A thousand throats now uttered the horrible whoop
of the Iroquois, and from a myriad echoes the vast
forest encircling the shores of the Horican replied.

It was the death-knell of the Yengees; and now
ensued that frightful episode of the war known in
American history as the Massacre of Fort William
Henry.

“ In the name of God and the King, keep together
60th—shoulder to shoulder, Royal Americans ® cried
Munro ; but his soldiers, crushed and impeded by the
pressure, strove in vain to free their muskets and bear
back the human tide that closed upon them. In the
confusion poor old Munro lost his child, and with him
all his soldierly coolness and self-possession. He be-
came a prey to grief and distraction.

“Lochmoy I Lochmoy ! stand by MacGillivray 1”
were the shouts of the Black Watch, as they flung:
aside their muskets, knapsacks, and cantines, and,
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unsheathing their dirks and clajmores, elosed hand-
to-hand with the Iroquois, and hewed them down like
children on every side.

“Dhia! O Dhia! my wife!” was the first thought
of MacGillivray ; and when last he saw Mary she was
standing erect on the tumbril, the horses of which
had been shot, wringing her hands in an attitude of
despair, as the brown tide of the Iroquois swept round
her like a living sea ; and the last she saw of her hus-
band was his form towering above all others, when
combating bravely and making frantic efforts, with
Alaster MacGregor, Ewen Chisholm, Bane the piper,
and other Celtic swordsmen, to reach her; but by a
horde of savages they were driven into the forest, and
she saw them no more.

The French guard: offered but a feeble resistance,
and fled ; then ensued a thousand episodes replete
with horror! On all hands the unfortunate survivors
of the siege were hewn down, slashed, stabbed, toma-
hawked, and scalped. Shrieks, groans, screams,
prayers, and wild entreaties for mercy, with the occa-
sional explosions of musketry, rang through the
forest ; but above all other sounds, on earth or in the
sky of heaven, rose the appalling whoop of the un-
glutted Iroquois.

One of Mary’s companions—the widow—was lite-
rally hewn to pieces in a moment, while her children

.were whirled round by the feet, and had their brains

dashed out against the trees; her other friend, the

" wife of Captain Dacres, a fair-haired and pretty young

Englishwoman, was torn from her side. The glitter-
ing hatchet of one Indian cleft her head to the nose,
while another caught her body as it was falling, and
by a single sweep of his knife shred off her scalp, and
waved the silken curls as a trophy above his head.
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Mary was to be their next victim ; but ere they could
drag her down she flung herself at the feet of Ossong,
and, clasping his moccassined legs, said in his own
language—

“1 will pray the Great Spirit that he pardon you
my death ; but do not torture me; do not make me
suffer—1I am a weak woman, and about to become a
mother.”

Ossong grinned hideously, and grasping her by the
hair raiced his scalping-knife ; but at that moment
his hand was grasped from behind. He turned furi-
ously, and was confronted by Orono.

“Spare her!” said the latter, in his guttural
tones.

“For what? My ears are not as the ears of an
ass, therefore I hear not follies ; nor of a fox, thereforé
I hear no lies I” responded the fierce savage ; “spare
her for what ¢”

“The wigwam of Orono.”

Ossong laughed scornfully, and turned away in
search of other victims, which he found but too
readily.

Mary clung to her preserver. She gave a wild and
haggard glance over that forest scene, in the recesses
of which the shrieks of the destroyer and destroyed
were already dying away—over that wilderness of
red-coated dead, of mothers and their children,
gashed, hewn and dismembered, scalped and muti-
lated—over the debris of scattered muskets, torn
standards, and broken drums, rifled baggage, open
knapsacks, hats, and powdered wigs—everywhere
blood, death, and disorder! Then the light seemed
to go out of her eyes; she became senseless, and re-
membered no more.

Saved by the I'rench, Colonels Munro and Young
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with three hundred fugitives reached Albany; and
General Webb, when all was over, sént out five hun-
dred men from Fort Edward to glean up survivors
and bury the dead. Our soldiers perished in the
forest in scores under every species of torture, wounds,
thirst and fatigue; many were flayed and roasted
alive by the Iroquois; others were stripped nude,
scalped, and made a mark for bullets or tomahawks
till death relieved them of their misery.

“Thus,” says Smollett, “ended (with the fall of
Fort William Henry) the third campaign in America,
where, with an evident superiority over the enemy,
an army of twenty thousand regular troops, a great
number of provincial forces, and a prodigious naval
power—not less than twenty ships of the line—we
abandoned our allies, exposed our people, suffered
them to be cruelly massacred in sight of our troops,
and relinquished a large and valuable tract of country,
to the eternal disgrace and reproach of the British
name !”

Three of the Black Watch alone escaped this mas-
sacre—viz,, Ewen Chisholm, with Alaster MacGregor
—whose adventures were somewhat remarkable—and
another, of whom hereafter.

Duncan MacGregor, a soldier from Glengyle, and
as some averred a son of the venerable Glliun Dhu,
who was captain of Doune Castle under Prince Charles,

_ dell mortally wounded by a bullet from the rifle of an

Indian in the woods. On finding himself dying, he
begged his clansman Alaster to convey his little all—
“a few pounds of back pay and prize-money—to his
aged and widowed mother. Faithful to the trust re-
posed in him by his expiring friend, this poor fellow
bore the money about with him, untouched, through-
out the most arduous struggles ¢f the American cam-
K



142 LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH.

paign, during a long captivity in France, and amid
the urgent necessities of nearly ten years of privation,
until he reached Glengyle, and then he handed to the
mother of his comrade the money, still wrapped in the
moccassin of a Pawnee, whom he had slain at Fort
William Henry. :

Ewen Chisholm, one of the eight faithful men of
the Coire-gaoth in Glenmorriston, survived the war 1n

America, but was slain when the Black Watch was at -

Guadaloupe, in 1759 ; and his death is thus recorded
in the Edinburgh Chronicle for that year, which
contains a letter from Ensign Grant—known as Alas-
ter the One-handed—detailing the circumstance :—

« When the troops were to embark, the outposts
were called in. This soldier (Chisholm) had been
placed as a single sentinel by his captain. When sum-
moned to come off, he refused, unless his captain who
had appointed him his post would personally give him
orders. He was told that his captain and most of
the troops were embarked, and that unless he came
off he would be taken prisoner; he still refused, and
said he would keep his station. When the troops
were all on board the ships, they saw a party of forty
or fifty men coming towards him ; he retired a little,
and setting his back to a tree, fired his gun 1at them,
then, throwing it aside, he drew his sword, 1‘Elshed
amongst them, and after making considerable havoe
was cub to pieces.” '

Such was the end of Ewen Chisholm ; but to re-
sume :— ‘

The noon of the next day—the 11th August—was
passed before Mary became fully alive to the desolate
nature of her position—to all that she had lost and
suffered—and to the circumstance that in her deli-
rium she had become the mother of a little daughter.
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She was lying on a bed of soft furs of various kinds,
within a hut formed by branches and matting tied to
poles, and covered with broad pieces of bark. Upon
these poles hung various Indian weapons, at the sight
of which she closed her swimming eyes as the memory
of her husband and the horrors of yesterday rushed
upon her. An old Indian woman, hideous as a tawny
skin full of wrinkles and streaked with paint could
make her, sat near, squatted on the ground like a
Burmese idol ; but this ancient squaw was nursing the
new-born infant tenderly, and with care placed 1t in
the bosom of Mary, who wept and moaned with sorrow
and joy as she pressed it in her arms, and the new
emotions of a mother woke within her ; but again the
light seemed to pass from her eyes, and a faintness
came over her. Then starting, she sought to shakeit
off that she might look upon her child, and strive to
trace the features of Roderick in her face; but the
weakness she suffered was too great—she sank back
upon the bed of furs, and lay still, and to all appear-
ance asleep, though tears were oozing fast from her
long black lashes.

Close by, behind a matting, crouched an Indian
warrior. This person was Orono concealing himself,
for the honest creature felt instinctively, that at such
a critical time his presence or his aspeet might very
naturally excite the terror of the desolate patient.
Two terrible questions were ever on the tongue and
in the heart of the latter.

“ Was Roderick safe ?”

If so0, Mow were she and her babe to join him ?

At last she remembered Orono, who had preserved
het, and on the third day, though weak, and though
she knew it not—dying—she inquired of the squaw
where he was.

K 2
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“Here,” replied the watchful Indian, stepping for-
ward, while his eyes beamed with pleasure, on find-
ing that he was not forgotten.

“My husband, Orono—know you aught of my
husband ?”

The Indian shook his head.

“When did you last see him ?” she asked, im-_

ploringly.

“ Fighting against a hundred braves in the forest,
where the pawaws of the French have put up two
trees, thus,” said he, crossing his fingers to indicate a
cross made by the Jesuits near the Horican.

“Alas! my mother taught me that the way of the
cross was the way to heaven. Oh, my husband !—
and that at the foot of that cross I should give up my
whole heart. God, who bringeth good out of evil,
will order all things for the best ; but can this be, if
my husband, my fiiend, my protector, the father of
my babe, be slain 2 May he not have been preserved
fqr himself and this little one? Oh, yes—God is
kind. His will is adorable,” continued the poor girl,
kissing her babe in a wild rapture of resignation and
despair.,

She recalled with sorrow and horror the many
whom she had seen so barbarously destroyed, and
others whom she believed to have perished ; the
brave soldiers, the kind old colonel, and the poor
little boy, his son, to whom she had been almost a
mother, during the terrors of the recent siege. Their
voices lingered in her ear; their faces hovered
before her,

Orono visited the place where he had last seen the
“white chief,” as he not inaptly named MacGillivray ;
but could discover no trace of him. Many of the
dead had already been interred by the soldiers of
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Montcalm, who now possessed the shattered remains
of Fort William Henry ; others had been devoured
by wild animals. No body answering the description
of Roderick had been found or seen among the slain
by the Iroquois. He was known to have a gold
bracelet of Mary’s, rivetted round his sword arm ;
but that might have been cut off, or buried with him,
undiscovered.

Mary felt a great repugnance for the old squaw ;
yet the poor Indian was kind and attentive in her
own barbarous fashion ; and the patient, while her
heart was swollen almost to bursting, conversed with
her, in the hope of obtaining surer protection for
her little one, and discovering some traces of its
father.

“ What would it avail you, were he found ?” asked
the squaw.

“Why?’

“The Red warriors would immediately take his
scalp, for the oracles of the pawaws have driven them
mad. After three days of conjuration, they have told
us—

“ They—are the pawaws a tribe of the Iroquois ?”

“They are our wise men—our oracles.”

“ And they told—what ?”

“That the devils would not hinder the pale faces
from being masters of our country. We have fought
pravely ; but the brandy, the gold and silver of the
Yengees are more powerful than the prophesies
of the lying pawaws or the knives of our warriors.”

“ Evety Red man in the land has dug up the war-
hatchet,” said a strange guttural voice ; “ the print of
the white moccassins will soon be effaced on the
prairies and in the woods—their graves alone will re
main—their scalps and their bones.”
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The old squaw started nimbly forward, and poor
Mary pressed her little naked babe closer to her
breast, on seeing the towering form of Ossong,
streaked with his ghastly war paint, appear between
her and the door of the wretched wigwam in which
she lay so helplessly at his mercy.

“What seek yow in the dwelling of Orono ?”
demanded the Indian woman with some asperity.

“Neither the squaw nor the papoose of the white
man,” replied Ossong, scornfully.

“It is well. You are in your native land, and
can find the bones of your fathers; but here the
poor squaw of the white chief is a stranger.”

“And Orono will protect her,” added the other
savage, who bore that name, stepping proudly
forward, ;

“The pawaws say our fathers come from the rising
sun, and that we must go towards the place of its
setting—that ¢here is the future home of the Red
man,” said Ossong, as a savage glare lit up his eyes
and he played with his scalping-knife ; “shall even
one pale face be permitted to live, if such things are
sald ? Go—Orono has become a woman !”

With this taunt, the most bitter that can be made
to an Indian, Ossong waved his hand, and strode
away with a sombre air of fury and disdain.

As he left the hut, a glittering ornament which
hung at his neck caught the eye of Mary. She
uttered a faint cry, for she was weak and feeble, and
while clutching her babe in one arm, strove to raise
her attenuated form with the other. She endea-
voured to call back Ossong ; but her voice failed, and
she sank dispairingly on her bed of skins. Among
the gewgaws which covered the broad breast of
Ossong, to her horror, she had discovered the gilt
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regimental gorget of her husband, which she knew
too well, by its silver thistle, as there had been no
other officer of Highlanders but he in Fort William

“Henry.

The eyes of Orono gleamed brightly; he, too,
had detected the cause of her agitation, and he
said,

“It is an ornament of the pale chief, worn by
Ossong.” .

“It was my husband’s ! Oh, Orono, aﬁk him—for
pity, ask him, where, when, how he obtained posses-
sion of it.” )

“ Ossong is fierce as a Pequot,” said the Iroquois,
sadly.

“Agk him, lest I die!” exclaimed Mary, pas-
sionately. ; '

“ Ossong is a strong and fierce warrior,” replied the
savage, gently; “I will steal it for you, if I can.
Ossong is cruel. Listen ; he found a pale face on the
shore of the Horican; he was wounded and feeble,
so Ossong stripped and bound him to a gum-tree,
where he roasted him with sedge-grass, and, before
death, forced him to eat his own ears, which were
cut off by a scalping-knife.” . )

“Oh, my husband I” exclaimed Mary, in despair ;
“and a fiend such as this has had his hands on
ou!l”

«T fear me,” said Orono, shaking his head, “that

-he you weep for has gone to where the sun hides

itself at night.”

“What mean you, Orono?” ;

“ Awayrbeyond the great prairies of the buffaloes
—to the place of sleep—the wigwam of grass, where
the Indian sleeps sounder than even the fire-water of
the white man can make him.”

-
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“ Alas! you mean the grave ?”

The Iroquois nodded his head, and relapsed into
silence, while with a low moan at a suggestion which
seemed to fulfil her own fears, and seemed only too
probable, Mary fell back and became, to all appear-
ance, insensible.

Several days passed, during which she hovered be-
tween time and eternity; but nothing, even in civilized
life, could surpass the watchful kindness and atten-
tion of the poor but grateful savage on whose mercy
she found herself thrown. How Ossong became
possessed of the regimental gorget—whether he had
found it in the wood, or torn it from her husband’s
neck when dead, Orono could never discover, as his
tawny compatriot was animated in no measured
degree by the worst attributes of the American

Indian—craft, timidity, fickleness, ferocity, revenge,’

and quickness of apprehension. Hence there were
no means of wresting the important — perhaps
dreadful — secret from him. He was soon after
shot in a skirmish by the soldiers of Fort Id-
ward, and the story of the gilded badge perished
with him.

“Oh, never to see my dear, dear husband again—
never, in this dreary world ! It is a terrible blow—a
dreadful and soul-crushing conviction !” Mary con-
tinued to exclaim, “ God has required many sacrifices
of me ; but that Roderick should never see the wee
pet-lamb T have brought into this vale of woe is the
bitterest thought of all ; and to what a fate shall I
leave it! My heart is like a stone—my brain a
chaos.”

“Remain and be the squaw of Orono ; he is good
and gentle, and will love the lonely pale face, and
will teach her to hoe rice,” said the enterprising pro-
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prietor of the wigwam, who also possessed a valuable
property in wampum and scalp-locks. n
#«Remain here! a month, yea, a week of this will
kill me, Orono.  Remain here, and so far away from
my country—from the deep glens where Ehe heather
blooms so sweetly ! I cannot stay, Orono, continued
the poor girl, wildly. I have been taught to love
my native land by the voices of my father, who fell
in battle, of my mother, who died.Of SOITOW, and pf
my brave husband, who perished 1 this hated wil-
derness !” ' .

« Orono understands,” said the Indian, quietly;
“he, too, loves the hunting-grounds of the Iroquois;
but he will protect the poor pale face and her
child.” .

Seeing her weep bitterly, after a pause, during
which he regarded her attentively— 2 )

« Orono,” said he, “is but a poor Indian warrior
and knows not the God of the pale faces; but may
he speak ?”

«Say on.” '

«urn to the Great Spirit of the Iroquois, who
dwells far away beyond the lakes and the praines;
be resigned to his will. The lightning 1s not swifter
than his wrath ; the hunting-grounds are not greater
than his goodness. This Great Spirit knows every
leaf in the woods—every ripple on the waters; and
doubtless he has removed the white chief from evils
more terrible thau yonder battle by the Horican ; for
sudden death is good.”

“How think you so ¢’

« T know not; but the pawaws say so.”

Here was a subject for one who could reflect;
but the heart of Mary seemed to have died within
her.
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“ Oh yes,” continued the Indian, patting her white
shoulder gently with his strong brown hand, and
pointing south ; “ heis gone to the abode of the Great
Spirit, to the happy hunting-grounds, where the souls
of all brave warriors go, and where they seem to live
again.”

“Oh that I were with him.”

“Orono has no squaw now; but the Oneida girl
who slept on his breast is there.”

“Orono,” said the widow, touched by his tone,
and _ga,t)l’lering hope from his protection, “is a good
warrior.

“ Heis a brave one !” replied the Troquois, proudly.

It is better to be good than brave; and you are
good.”

“ Orono is grateful to the squaw of the white chief,
and has given his promise to protect her; so the
strangest and tallest braves of the Iroquois must
respect that promise. My brothers say, Let the pale
face die &

“ ZShe will not trouble you long,” said Mary, weep-
ing over her child, for which she had neither proper
nurture nor little garments, nor even the rites of
baptism.

“ Are we to perish, they cry, that pale faces may
gather, and dig, and sow, on the sacred banks of
the Horican 2 Are they sent here to inherit the home
of the Indian, the hunting-ground of his fathers, and
the great solemn barrows where their bones lie by the
Oswego and the Mississippi, as if the Great Spirit
loved them better than his children the Iroquois.”

From this day fever of mind and body—an illness
for which she had neither nurse, physician, nor com-
forts around her—prostrated the faculties of the poor
widow, for such she deemed herself. As each link in

INY [
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the chain of life is broken by d'eath, we are 11§)I1tedr
more closely to those which remain ; but to 'p;ooll, 1’ al;‘
all scemed a hopeless blank. The last ngﬁ \(‘fﬁ
child, whose -feeble life and doubtful future filled ber
ith dismay.
wr?l}\'lrow tha}t Roderick was gone, her heart _seemedt liio
follow him. She clung with fonder affectlo‘n to ?—,
world that was to come, and where she was t<1>§ m'e:‘z?
him ; but her babe, could she selfishly forsake l(i
Her heart was sorely lacerated. Eternity iegr:?e“
close—terribly close to her ; and her .husb.anlc) \ 2Ing
there, instituted to her a more cndoarmgr'tle Ltﬁveen
this world and that mysterious bourne rrom wf eriqi
no traveller returns” She had no ter]rm ol tn»ltlﬂ
journey, for he whom she loved with all t.l@i sueﬁi
of her soul had gone before and.awmted 1ertj (,1he
At times she fancied that he chid her delay ,‘ds ef
felt drawn towards that spirit-world by a Ch%l;f 0
affection which made her now yea‘rn'for it, zis efore
she had wept and yearned for her nghlanddmme. i
But her babe—so innoceng ar}d 50 d'ess?erte —cout
ie and leave it among the lroquois: }
SheH(Ll\?' did Roderick die_—wh.ere? _ Peacefuny Orl 1?n
torture ? Was he buried, or lying still unenton?bec i
These dreadful questions and thoughts \velveﬁew\ elf
before her in the intervals of waking from her : tbh of
delirium, which often lasted for .hours ; an‘(, er
snatches of sleep were filled by horrible dr oams.h :
In these intervals a new hope dawned in her %art
Her husband might have escaped and gained K :kl;t—,
Edward or the army of Montcalm, and she mig
yet reach him with her child 1f.proten_:ted by ()ro}n;)l:
This idea gave a new and exciting nmpulse1 to‘ t) :
already overwrought frame ; but 1t came, lq ;Lls. noe-
late, for, a few days after the birth of her little one,

»
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she too surely felt herself dying—dying there with
none to hear her story, or to whom she could bequeath
her helpless babe—a thought sufficient alone to kill
her. With the last effort of her strength she took
from her now matted hair the Celtic marriage brooch
(the old palladium of her husband’s family) which
she had kept there concealed since the day of their
departure from Fort William Henry, and fixing it to

a fragment of her own dress, which she had wrapped

round the infant, pointed to it, that Orono might
deem it an amulet or talisman—“a great medicine”—
and expired !

It was about the time of sunset, and before inter-
ring the body in a deep grave which he had scooped
at the foot of a gum-tree, and lined with soft furs,
Orono sat silent and watching in his wigwam. Near
the dead mother her unconscious child slept peace-
fully. The poor Indian was perhaps praying, and
feeling thankful in his heart that he had discharged
a debt of gratitude, and would yet do more by con-
veying the little orphan to the ncarest white settle-
ment, and there leaving her to her fate.

The evening was beautiful, like those which pre-
ceded the siege and the massacre. A mellow sunset
was deepening on the hills that overlook the waters
of Lake George, and the setting beams played with a
wavering radiance on the green foliage that was tossed
like verdant, plumage by the evening wind, and on the
ripples that ran before 1t over the bosom of that lovely
lake. All was still within the Indian hut where the
dead woman lay, with her long black lashes resting
on the pallid cheek from which they never more
would rise; and with her pure, pale profile, sharply
defined against the coarse grass matting that screened
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her wretched couch. Crouching on one side was the
old squaw, appalled by the marble hue of the strange
corpse ; on the other sat Orono, divested of his plume
and all his ornaments in token of grief, with his deep

. glittering eyes fixed on the rocky bluffs which seemed

to start forward from the copse-covered slopes, and were
then tinted with a deep purple by the sinking sun.

As the last rays died away from the volcanic peaks,
the Indian started up and prepared to inter the
remains of poor Mary, when the glittering epaulettes
and appointments of a French officer, who was lead-
ing his horse by the bridle, appeared at the door of
the wigwam. )

He was the Baron de Beauchatel, with the gold
cross of St. Louis dangling on the lapelle of the gay
white uniform of the Grenadiers of Guienne. Having
lost his way in the forest, he now sought a guide to
the camp of Montcalm ; but the dead mother caught
his eye at the moment he peered into the obscurity
of the hut. )

“Mon Dieu ! what have we here?” he asked, with
surprise. . )

“The squaw and papoose of a pale chief,” replied
the apparently unmoved Indian,

“ Dead—alady, too !” exclaimed the French officer,
stooping ovér her with a commiseration that was
greatly increaged when he discovered that she was
young and beautiful. He gently pressed her thin
white hand, and lifted her soft black hair. “And this is
her child ?”

Orono nodded.

“ Almost newly born—how calinly it sleeps! The
poor infant—alone in this wilderness—Téte Dieu ! it
is frightful ! Tell me all about this, Troquois, and I
will reward you handsomely with a new English clasp-
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knife, a bottle of eau de vie, a blanket, or whatever
else your refined taste teaches you to prize most.”

In his own language, by turns soft and guttural,
Orono related to the baron all that he knew of the white
woman ; that she had twice saved his life, and that
he, in gratitude, had protected her from the Iroquois ;
but he had no power over the Great Spirit.

The baron was a humane and gallant French officer
of the old days of the monarchy. He had beena, gay
fellow some few years before, and had been sent to
America (according to Parisian gossip) because he had
been toofavourablynoticed by Madame de Pompadour;
but he had a good and tender heart ; thus, the story of
the poor mother, and the helplessness of her orphan,
stirred him deeply. By the whole aspect of the dead,
and the remains of her attire, he suspected that her
rank and position in life had been good—a lady at
least. A ring upon the fourth finger of her left hand,
bearing the name of her husband in Gaelic, he gently
removed ; he then cut off some of her fine black hair,
and, after making a few memoranda descriptive of her
person, he bargained with the Indian that he should
give up the child for a few francs. This the Iroquois
at once agreed to do, and, with the assistance of the
baron, Mary was wrapped in furs and buried under a
tree on the sequestered shore of the Horican,

To Beauchatel it seemed strange and repugnant
that a Christian woman should be laid there without
a prayer or a blessing, on the rough mould that
covered her pale attenuated form, her pains and her
sorrows ; but it was long since ke had prayed ; yet,
with an impulse of piety, he cut on the bark of ‘the
tree, which covered the place where she lay, a large
cross, and raising his hat retired,

The act was in itself a prayer !
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“ Can I now do aught for you ?” he asked of Orono.

The Indian mournfully shook his head, and then
said, L ] ]

“Give me a new musket, for the time is coming—
the time that has been foretold.” »

“By whom ?”

“The sachéms, the pawaws, and the old men of the
Iroquois.” -

“ And what shall happen, mon camarade ?

“The warriors of the Six Nations will break the
pipe of peace and dig up the great war-hatchet.”

“ Against whom ¢~ i "

“ All who come from the land of the rising sun.

“ Be it s0,” said the baron, shrugging his shoulders,
and looking with some anxiety towards the long
shadows, that darkened In the forest vistas; “you
shall have your musket ; but give me the child, - i
ami; and now for the camp of Louis de £i.
Veran !” .

Let us change the scene. .

it is 1778, exactly twenty-one years after the
events recorded as having happened at For‘t, William
Henry. We are now in JFrance, in the sunny
province of Guienne, and near the gay city of
Bordeaux. o) }

A lady, young and beautiful, is seated\at one o
the lofty open windows of the turreted Chatean de
Fontbrune, which crowns the summit of a wooded
eminence on the right bank of the Garonne. Her
eyes and hair are dark ; her complexion soft and
brilliant. Her attire, as she is in the country, par-
takes of the picturesque fashion of the last days of
Louis XV. She reclines on a velvet fauteuil, al}d :
forcibly reminds us of a languid little beauty in
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one of Watteau’s pictures waiting for some one to
make love to her. As a poet of the time has it, her
attire
“ Was whimsically traversed o’er,

Here a knot and there a flower ;

Like her little heart that dances,

Full of maggots—full of fancies ;

Flowing loosely down her bacl,

Fell with art the graceful sacque;

Ornamented well with gimping,

Flounces, furbelows, and crimping,

‘While her ruflles, many a row,

Guard her elbows, white as snow,

Knots below and points above,

Emblem of the ties of love.”

Her cheek rested on her hand, and heedless of the
too familiar splendour of the apartment in which she
was seated, she impatiently drew back the blue
satin hangings, which were festooned by cords and
tassels of silver, and setting her round dimpled chin
into the white palm of her pretty little hand, gazed
languidly upon the beautiful landscape that spread,
as 1t were, at her feet.

The vine-covered district of the Bordelais, through
which wound the Garonne ; Bourdeaux, clustering on
its left bank in the form of a crescent, with its old
walls and towers of the Middle Ages; its nineteen
gates, through which the tide of human life was
ebbing and flowing ; its long rows of trees casting
their lengthening shadows to the eastward; the
huge grey ramparts of the venerable Chateau de
Trompette ; the palace of the Dukes of Guienne ; the
church of St. Michel and the cathedral of St. André,
with its two tall and splendid spires, which pierced
the saffron-tinted sky like stone needles; and then
the majestic river sweeping past towards the sea, all

—
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bathed in the broad light of a glorious June sunset.
But Therese had seen all this a thousand times
before, and it ceased to interest her now.

In the lap of this noble lady reposed a pretty, but
gaucy and snubnosed Bologna spaniel, with the long
ears and black silky hair of which the white fingers
of one hand played involuntarily. Statues, bronzes,
buhl tables, vases of flowers, and a hundred beautiful
trifles, decorated this little room, which was her
boudoir—her own peculiar sanctum sanctorum—
and the windows of which overlooked a bastion,
whereon were sixteen antique brass cannon ; for the
Clateau de Fontbrune, in which we have now the
honour of finding ourselves, was an old baronial
house, which, after being fortified by Louis de Foix,
had given shelter to Charles VIIL, and been bhe-
leaguered by the Maréchal de Matignon.

The productions of the popular men of the day
strewed the apartment. The poems of Bernis, the
comedies of the Abbé Boissy, the music of Lulli,
with drawings and pictures without end, lay near,
while a vaudeville by Panard was open upon the
piano. Mademoiselle had evidently been sorely puz-
zled in her efforts to get through the long hours of
this day of June, 1778.

“ Oh, Nanon !” she exclaimed to her attendant, a
pretty girl of eighteen, who sat near her on a
tabourette, sewing; “I am so ennuyé—for in this
dreary old chateau, which I am not permitted to
leave, and to which no one comes but prosy old
colonels and stupid magistrates, such as M. le Maire,
or M. le Maitre du Palais, or still worse, those horrid
counsellors of the Court of Admiralty, there is so
little to rouse one from sad thoughts and drowsy
lethargy.”
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“Try another chapter of that new romance by M.
de Marivaux.”

“Ah, merci ! he is a most tiresome fellow, Nanon,
and odious, too,”

“ Odious ?”

“Yes.”

“ How, Mademoiselle Therese ¢’

1 judge from his memoir of himself.”

“ Explain, mademoiselle.”

“He was once in love with a young lady—"

“Once, only—then he is no true romance writer.”

“She had black hair, hazel eyes and long lashes,
divine little hands and feet—in fact, the counterpart of
myself, as the old Abbé de Boissy told me—and was
on the point of paying his most solemn and magnifi-
cent addresses to her ; when, happening to enter her
boudoir one day unexpectedly, he found—"

“Not alover?” exclaimed Nanon, becoming suddenly
interested ; “not a student or mousquetaire, I hope 2’

“Ma foi ! no—nothing half so pleasant.”

“ What, then ?”

“Mademoiselle studying smiles and postures before
her mirror.”

“ And this—"

“So shocked the staid and proper M. de Marivaux,
that his passion passed away in a moment, and he
took to novel writing.”

“It was no passion whatever, mademoiselle,” re-
plied Nanon, disgusted to find that a lady should lose
a lover by the same arts which she practised daily to
win one ; and now ensued another long pause.

This young lady—so beautiful, so tenderly nurs
tured, so accomplished, and so splendidly jewelled—
was the richest heiress in Bordeaux, a ward of the
young King Louis XVI., fiancée of the Comte
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d’Arcot, a high military noble, who had covered him-
self with distinction in India, and was now on his way
home with a fabulous sum in livres, and, of course,
with the liver complaint. But this noble demoiselle,
successor of M. le Baron Beauchatel, Seigneur de
Fontbrune and of St. Emilion, Seneschal of Bour-
deaux, and Commandant of the Chateau de Trom-
pette, was the foundling of the Iroquois wigwam, the
orphan child of Roderick MacGillivray and of that
lonely and despairing mother who found her grave,
uncoffined, in the savage solitude on the southern
shore of the Horican.

And now to solve this mystery.

Beauchatel had conveyed the infant girl to Fort
William Henry, and consigned her to the care of the
baroness, a lady of gentle and amiable disposition.
In pity for the helplessness of the child, she under-
took its care, at first as a mere duty of humanity, but
as months passed on, her regard became a strong love
for this lonely little waif—a love all the stronger that
she was herself without children, and had long ceased
to hope that she would ever be a mother; so it
seemed as if Heaven had sent this infant to fill up the
void in her heart. She named her T/erese, after her-
self ; for she had been Mademoiselle Therese de St.
Veran, a sister of the Marquis de Montealm, and con-
sequently was a lady of Nismes. Soon after her re-
turn to France with Beauchatel she died, and her last
request was, that he would continue to' protect the
orphan which fate had so strangely committed to his
care. The good and faithful soldier had learned to
love the little girl as if she had been his own, and
being without kinsmen or heirs to his title and estates,
he obtained from the young King Louis XVL, then
in the fourth year of his unhappy reign, as a reward

L 2
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for his services and those of his ancestors, permission
to adopt her in legal form. The necessary docu-
ments were accordingly drawn up, sealed, signed, and
registered ; and thus the poor foundling of the Cana-
dian forest, the child of Roderick MacGillivray of
the Black Watch, became the heiress of the Chateau
de Fontbrune and of the Seigneurie of Saint Emilion.

On returning from America, the baron had served
five years under M. Law de Lauriston in the East,
upholding the interests of the French India Com-
pany against the Nabob of Bengal and the British,
under Lord Clive. There he had met and become
acquainted with Count d’Arcot, for whom he had con-
ceived a sudden and vehement friendship—so much
so, that, after his return to France, he resolved that,
bongrd malgré, his young ward should marry this
soldier of fortune; for such he was, having been
created Count d’Arcot and Knight of St. Louis for
his bravery at the recapture of that city of Hindostan,
the capital of the Carnatic.

Poor Therese had been told the sad story of the
mother she had never known, and of whom no relics
remained but some silky black hair, a ring, and that

singular brooch—an ornament so unlike anything she |

had ever seen, and which was graven with a legend
1n a language to her so strange and barbarous; and
her heart yearned for a further knowledge of whom she
was, and whence she came, and for that mother’s kiss,
of which, though it had been planted a thousand
times upon her little lips, she had no memory ; and
at times she mourned for that father she had never
seen. Then it seemed so odd, so strange, so grievous
that she could have any other father than the dear,
kind old baron, for whom she had a love and reve-
rence so filial and so strong. '

THE MASSACRE AT FORT WILLIAM HENRY. 161

But to resume,

“The evening lags, as if the sun would never
set,” yawned the petulant little beauty. ¢ What
shall we do with ourselves—speak, you provoking
Nanon ?” ]

“ Play,” was the pithy reply.

“I have played everything that came last from
Paris, and my piano is now frightfully out of tune—
the chords are fallen,”

“Read.”

“1 have read MM. Marivaux, Bernis, and Jean
Jacques de Rousseau till I am sick of them.”

“ Draw.”

“It makes my head ache, and the Abbé Boissy
says 1t will spoil my eyes, in which he scems to take
a poctical interest.”

“Sing.”

“ Nanon, you bore me

“ Suppose we pray, then

“ Ma foi I—that would not be very amusing when
one is dull and dreary.”

“Order out the grey pads and ride.”

“M. Beauchatel never allows that, as you know
well, Nanon, save when he is with me ; andgve shall
have enough of our horses, T have no doubt, when this

«adious old count, whom I am to marry, and whom I
already hate, and whom I am resolved to tease to
death, arrives here.”

1 shall retire, mademoiselle.”

“You shall not !”

“I fear you find me poor company,” urged Nanon,
demurely.

“ Poor or bad company are better than none i

“Here in this huge chateau, perhaps; but one
would not think so in the midst of a wood.”

1)}
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“Here I am left all day with no thoughts to rouse
me but of that horrible old Comte d Arcot who
Is cerfainly coming from India, and to whom T am
to be given like a box of rupees or a bale of sugar.”

“Itis a Jong way to India,” said Nanon ; “baway
round the end of the world at Cape Finisterre, and
perhaps—perhaps——> ’

“Say on, Nanon.”

“He may be drowned by the way.”

“Ah ! don’t say so, Nanon !”

“Storms may arise, as they frequently do, and then
ships are wrecked. There was M. la Perouse who
sailed away out into the wide ocean in the days of the
late King Louis XV., and has never been heard of
since.  If stout young sailors drown, surely an old
soldier like Comte d’Arcot may.”

“I am almost wicked enough to wish it.”

“I think I see something that will amuse you
mademoiselle.” ’

“Mon Dieu! I am glad of that—what is it 2

“ A party of soldiers.”

:: )\V‘here t—oh, I do so love to see soldiers !”

Tis a guard conveying prisoners to the Chateau
de Trompette, and now they are about to cross the
‘Garonne by boats.”

The lady gazed from the window, and saw a mass
of armed soldiers marching quickly down the oppo-
site slope towards the river. As they issued from
under the green vine trellis which shaded the roads
for miles in every direction, she could distinctly dis-
cern the scarlet coats of the prisoners contrasting with
the white of the French linesmen who formed the
escort, and had their bayonets Sxed.

L ];ied uniforms—they are British prisoners of
war!” «xclaimed Nanon; “oh, mademoiselle, we have

—~ 4
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gained a battle somewhere, and beaten the English,
as we always do.”

“Poor, poor fellows!” sighed Therese ; “ah,
Nanon, I feel sad when I see them, for M. le Baron
says my mother was one of these people: yet it
seems so strange that I should ever have had any
other than Therese de St. Veran—dear Madame la
Baronesse, whom the Blessed Virgin has taken to
herself.”

“See how they crowd into that little boat! Oh,
mon Dieu! the brave reckless fellows—it will never
hold them all I”

“ And the stream is deep and rapid there.”

See—see, O Dieu ! what has happened !” shrieked
Nanon.

“ Overturned—the boat has overturned.”

“ No—'tis a man overboard !—he is in the stream,
and drowning !”

“Oh, I cannot look upon this!” said Therese,
shrinking back and burying her face in her hands,
while loud cries of alarm ascended from the river to
the windows of the chateau ; but Nanon, whose ner-
vous temperament was less delicate than that of her
mistress, continued to gaze steadily.

Two men were swimming or splashing in the water.
One had fallen overboard ; the other had plunged in
to succour or save him; but both were swept away
by the stream. In short, the former was soon drowned,
and the latter rescued with the utmost difficulty.
‘When dragged on shore he was quite insensible ; but
the officer in command of the escort, having no time
to spare, desired four of his men to form a ltter with
their muskets, and bear him to the Chateau de Font-
brune, as the nearest place where the usual means
might be adopted for the restoration of life.
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The half-drowned man, who had perilled life so
gallantly to save the unfortunate soldier, was an
officer, and moreover, one that was sure to win favour
in French eyes, being young, handsome, and an
Officier d’Ecossais, as Nanon reported minutely to
her startled mistress, who had promptly all her
household in attendance on the sufferer, though she
dared not peep into his room in person. At last
Nanon brought the joyous intelligence that he was
“recovering, and had opened a pair of such beautiful
eyes I"—so here was a stirring episode for our young
demoiselle, who, a half hour before, had been so dull
and ennuyé that she was weary of her own charming
self and all the world beside.

France and Britain were still, as we last left them
twenty-one years ago, engaged in the lively and profit-
able occupation of fighting battles, battering fleets and
burning towns in America, where the subject of taxa-
tion had occasioned hostilities between the mother
country and her colonies, whose forces, led by Washing-
ton, were aided in the strife by the armies and fleets
of France, Spain, and Holland.

Some days elapsed before the young officer, who
was on his parole of honour, had sufficiently recovered
to appear on the terrace of the chateau, where
Mademoiselle Therese and the gossiping Nanon re-
ceived him in due form. He was pale and thin from
the effects of a wound, his long sea voyage, and the
severe treatment to which prisoners of war were
usually subjected in those days; but all this only
served to make him the more interesting to the two
girls, who were quite flattered by the presence of the
chance visitor fortune had sent them to enliven the
old chateau. His uniform was sorely dilapidated ;
the lace and epaulettes of his scarlet coat were
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blackened by powder and long service, and it con-
sorted oddly with a pair of French hussar pantaloons.
Still, notwithstanding these disadvantages, his bear-
ing was free, gallant, and gentlemanly ; and in very
good French he thanked the lady of Fontbrune for
her humanity and hospitality.

“ May I ask your name, monsieur ?” asked Therese,
timidly.

“ Munro—Hector Munro.”

“ And your regiment ?”

“The Black Watch—Ecossais.”

“Oh, indeed,” said Therese, with her dark eyes
brightening ; for to belong to a Scottish regiment in
those days (and even in the present) was as sure a
guide to French favour as if he could have answered,
“The Irish Brigade.”

“ And you were taken prisoner

“ In America, mademoiselle, on the Acushnet River,
where my regiment was serving with the brigades of
grenadiers and light infantry then ordered to destroy
a number of pirates who made New Plymouth their
haunt. This we achieved successfully, but not with-
out severe loss.”

“ Were you not dreadfully frightened ?”

“1 was then under fire for the first time,” said the
young officer, smiling.

“ And how did you feel—oh, pray tell me?”

“A tightening of the breast—a long-drawn breath,
as the first shot whizzed past my ear ; another as the
first cannon-ball seemed to scream in the air over-
head, and then I rushed on fearless, filled by a fierce
and tumultuous joy. I heard only the din of the
bagpipes and the cheers of my comrades. But I lost
my way in the wood, and falling among a detachmens
of the Regiment of Languedoc, was made a prisoner.

»
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‘With many others in the same predicament, I was
soon shipped off for France, and so have the honour
to appear before you.”

“ And who was the soldier for whom you risked
your life ?”

“ A sergeant of the Regiment of Languedoc.”

“A Frenchman !”

“ Yes, mademoiselle ; the same man who made me
prisoner in America.”

“ Ah, mon Dieu ! and you tried to save him ! How
noble !”

“Mademoiselle, my father, who was a brave old
soldier, taught me that when the sword was in the
scabbard all men are brothers.”

“ And your rank ?”

“ Licutenant; and now,” he added, bitterly, “ I may

remain a prisoner for ten years perhaps, with my
hopes blighted, my promotion stopped, and my pay
gone.”
T Tt s very sad,” replied Therese, casting down her
fine eyes, which she feared might betray the interest
she already felt in the young prisoner of war ; “but
when the baron comes home from Paris—he will be
here in three days—we shall see what can be done
for you.”

Three days—poor little Therese ! by that time she
was irrevocably in love with young Munro, and
Nanon left nothing undone or unsaid to convince her
that the passion was quite mutual. Though they did
not meet at meals, they were constantly together on
the terraces and in the gardens of the chateau ; thus
it was impossible for this young man to spend his
time in the society of such a girl as Therese, in the
full bloom of her youth and beauty (a fair bloom that
belonged not to France), without feeling his heart in-
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fluenced ; while her artless and charming manner,
which by turns was playful, sad, earnest, or winning,
lured him into a passion against which his better
Jjudgment strove in vain ; for he knew the danger and
absurdity of a subaltern—a prisoner of war—a lad
without rank, home, friends, or subsistence—and
more than all, in that land of tyranny, bastilles, and
lettres de cachet, engaging in a love affair with a lady
of rank and wealth.

“In three days,” thought he, “this deuced old
baron returns; but in three days I shall be well
enough to be out of the sick list, to march off from
here, and report myself at the Chateau de Trom-
pette.”

According to the author of Dream Life, “ Youth-
ful passion is a glant! It overleaps all the dreams
and all the resolves of our better and quieter nature,
and madly drives toward some wild issue that lives
only in its own frenzy. How little account does pas-
sica take of goodness! It is not within the cycle of
its revolution—it is below—it is tamer—it is older—
it wears no wings.”

So the evening of the sixth day passed into twi-
light, and found M. Hector Munro, of his Britannic
Majesty’s 42nd Highlanders, still lingering by the
side of Therese in the garden of that delightful old
chateau by the “silvery Garonne,” when the ominous
sound of horses’ hoofs, and of wheels rasping on the
gravel under the antique porte cochere, announced
the return of the Baron de Beauchatel !

Therese grew deadly pale.

“Your father—he has arrived, and I must bid you
farewell,” said Munro, kissing her trembling hands
with sudden emotion.

“ Stay, monsieur,” said Therese, in an imploring
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voice. So “monsieur” stayed; to go was impos-
sible.

“M. le Baron !” exclaimed Nanon, rushing towards
them, while her round black eyes dilated with excite-
ment ; “ M. le Baron, and oh, mon Dieu, M. le Comte
d’Arcot is with him !”

“M. d’Arcot !” murmured poor Therese, and stood
rooted to the spot, the statue of terror and grief; for,
after six days such as the last, to meet an old and
previously unknown fiancé with the cordiality requi-
site, was more than poor human nature could bear or
achieve.

The baron, who was considerably changed in person
since we last had the pleasure of seeing him, having
become stout and paunchy, abrupt and irritable in
manner, now approached, leading, and indeed almost
pulling forward a tall, thin, and soldier-like Chevalier
of St. Louis, whose form and face seemed wasted
by inward thought and care, by exposure to the burn-
ing sun of India and the toils of war, rather than by
la,pse of time; yet he seemed qtute old, though in
reality not much more than fifty years of age. His
hair, which he wore unpowdered, was white as snow,
and was simply tied behind by a black ribbon. He
wore the undress uniform of a French Maréchal du
Camp, and leaned a little on his cane as he walked.

“ Mademoiselle de Beauchatel—my daughter—M.
le Comte d’Arcot,” said the baron, introducing them,
and kissing Therese.

“ M. le Comte is most welcome to Fontbrune,” said
Therese, presenting her trembling hand to the tall
old soldier, who kissed it respectfully; and after a few
polite commonplaces, muttered hurriedly, on the calm-
ness of the evening, the beauty of the chateau, its
gardens, the scenery, &c., she drew aside to wipe away

D
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her tears, and desire Nanon to conceal Mumo or get
him quietly away.

“What think you of her?”
covertly.

“She is most lovely; but now, my dear Beau-
chatel, though I have come to visit you, pray forget
your project of the marriage.”

“ Forget the object nearest my heart !’ exclaimed
the impetuous baron.

“To unite an old veteran, a man of a withered
heart, to a blooming young girl——Decembel to May
—it 1s absard, my dear baron " replied the Maréchal
du Camp, ]aunhmw

i3 Absurd—pzubleu ! do not say so.”

“¥ assure you it is.”

“ When you know her, you will be charmed.”

“I do not doubt it,” replied D’Arcot ; “but oh!
what 1s this that moves me? Her face seems more
than familiar to me, and recals some old friend or
relative.”

“ Impossible, comte ; you have been more than
twenty years in India, and she is barely twenty-one.”

Therese came forward again, and the comte began
to examine her features with a fixed and earnest gaze,
which filled her timid heart with inexpressible fear
and confusion.

At that moment the baron’s eye caught the red
coat of poor Munro, who had withdrawn a little way
back, and was irresolute whether to advance or retire
on finding himself so suddenly de ¢rop where hitherto
he had been so much at home.

“Qh, sacre blew !” exclaimed Beauchatel, drawing
his sword in a sudden gust of fury and suspicion, as

he rushed upon the stranger; “whom have we
here ?”

asked the baron,
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Therese uttered a cry and sprang forward ; but she
was less alert than Count d’Arcot, who, at that moment,
threw himself between the baron and the object of
his jealous anger.

“Permit me to arrange this matter,” said the
Maréchal du Camp, unsheathing his sword ; “officer,
answer me truly on your honour—on your life—how
long you have been here.”

“Six days, M. le Comte.”

“Oh, sang Diew I” swore the baron, pirouetting
aboitt in a fresh gust of fury; “six whole days.”

“How came you here ?”

“On a litter, insensible—being half-drowned, in
attempting to save the life of a French soldier in
the Garonne.”

“You are a prisoner—-"

“ On my parole,” interrupted Munro, bowing.

“One of those who were landed at Castillon from
America, and were en 7oute for the Chateau de
Trompette 7”

“ Exactly, M. le Comte.”

“You are named—"

« Munro—Hector Munro, lieutenant in the 42nd
Highlanders.”

“The old Black Watch!” said the Maréchal du
Camp, sheathing his sword, while an inexplicable ex-
pression came over his grave features; “I once knew
well an officer who bore the good old name of
Munro.”

“ My father, perhaps,” said the prisoner, anxiously ;
“he was a brave soldier.”

“ Was—he is, then, dead ?

“He fell in action against the Spaniards!”

“Where ?”

“ At the storming of the Moro Castle.”

THE MASSACRE AT FORT WILLIAM HENRY. 171

“ And what was his rank 2’

¢ Colonel of his Britannic Majesty’s 60th Regiment
of Infantry.”

“Or Royal Americans?” continued the count, with
a kindling eye.

“The same, M. le Comte.”

“Did he command at Fort William Henry, where
the defeated troops were so shamefully abandoned by
General Webb, and were afterwards massacred by the
Iroquois ¢’

“He did. I was saved from that massacre by the
wife of a French soldier. It was my second narrow
escape from the Iroquois, then ; for once before two
Indians bore me into the forest, and my life was
spared by the luckiest chance in the world.”

“You must have been very young,” said Beau-
chatel ; “I too, served there, and am quite an old
fellow now.”

“T was a mere child, messieurs, in those days.”

“ Ah, they will soon be friends now !” thought
Therese ; “ already they are comrades.”

“ And you were saved—" resumed D’Arcot.

“By an officer named MacGillivray, who was on
his march to join that ill-fated garrison with a party
of the Black Watch, the same regiment to which I
have now the honour to belong. Then followed that
unparalleled massacre, the memory of which seems
like a horrible dream to me.”

“ And to me, too, boy ; for I, also, was at the siege
of Fort William Henry, and T was that lieutenant of
the Black Watch who saved you from the Iroquois,”
said Count d’Arcot, taking the hand of Munro in
his; “TI had, then, a wife —perhaps a child,” he
added in a troubled voice; “but bhoth lie buried in
the forest by the shore of Lake George t”

4
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“Your wife, M. le Comte,”
did she die ?”

“ Not as the leaves die when the summer is over ;
for she was torn from me by the hands of the accursed
Iroquois—my beloved Mary ! After the lapse of one
and twenty years, baron, her image, so noble, so
gentle, and so womanly, fills up my past, as once it

filled my future. I was taken prisoner, as you

know, and joining the French army in sheer disgust
of the British, whose conduct, under Webb, mad-
dened me, I have attained in India the rank I now
bear, and \Vhich I never could have won in the armies
of the House of Hanover.”

“Stay—mpeste ! a sudden light breaks in upon
me !I” exclaimed the baron, smiting his forehead ;
“ah, mon Diew ! mon Diew! if it should be!”

“What ?”

“ Excuse me, messieurs, for one moment ; a thought
has struck me !” said the impulsive Frenchman, and
rushing into the house, he returned in a few moments,
bearing in his hands an antique oak casquet, in
which he kept his commissions, his diplomas, orders
of knighthood, and other objects of value; and,
drawing therefrom the brooch which had been found
upon the dress of Therese when a child, he placed
it in the hands of the count.

As Roderick MacGillivray, now M. le Comte
d’Arcot, Governor of Pondicherry, Maréchal du Camp,
and Colonel of the Regiment du Roi, a man grown
old by war and thought and time, saw the ancient
and well-known heirloom of his house—the marriage-
brooch of the brides of Glenarrow—the same mystic
symbol which, in youth, he had bestowed upon his
wife, a sudden tremor came over him, and a flush and
then a pallor crossed his wrinkled face.

sald Beauchatel ; “ how

<

—— e

!
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“ Lochmoy !I” he muttered in his native language,
which he had so long unused ; “touclh mot the cat
without the glove. Oh my God ! whence came this
trinket, Beauchatel 7

“T found it fastened to the dress of a newly-born
babe in the forest near Lake George—a babe that
lay on the breast of its dead mother, in the wigwam
of an Iroquois, and on her finger was this ring,
inscribed—"

ame,
and my gift it was to Mary, the grand-daughter of
the murdered MacIan of Glencoe,” exclaimed Mac
Gillivray, in an agonized voice, as his eyes filled with
tears ; “and you buried her—"

“ By my own hands, at the foot of a tree, which I
marked with a cross—"

“God bless thee, my brave and honest Beau-
chatel I exclaimed Roderick.

“ And there she lies in peace.”

“But the babe, baron—the little babe s

« Therese—she stands before you.’

The veteran Comte d’Arcot opened his arms, and
the pale and agitated girl found herself pressed to
the breast of her new]y dlscovued father.

* +

Our readers may guess the sequel

Hector Munro of the Black Watch remained a
prisoner of war in France until the autumn of 1782,
when a general peace was concluded. He was on
parole not to pass beyond two miles from the gates
of the Chateau de Trompette. As the mansion of
Therese was within that boundary, he found his
limits ample enough, and long before that auspicious
day when the cannon on the rampmts of Bourdeaux
announced the peace of the two countries, and the

A
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independence of America, he had become the son-in-
law of Count d’Arcot.

The latter, soon after, seeing the approaching storm
of the Revolution, transferred himself and all his pro-
persy to Britain, and thus escaped the fate of the
loyal and gallant Beauchatel, whose noble chateau
was destroyed, and whose fate is thus recorded in a
despatch of the Comte d’Artois, dated Coblentz, 10th
June, 1793.—

“M. Beauchatel rivalled his forefathers in glory
and in faith. He died in battle, at the head of his
Emigrant Regiment, and lies in the trenches of Lisle,
a fitting grave for the premier Clevalier de St
Lowis.”




V.
THE WIFE OF THE RED COMYN.

MY GRANDFATHER'S STORY.

THE old gentleman had served in the 42nd High-
landers, or old Black Watch, in early life, and could
spin to us endless yarns of the bleody affair of Ticon-
deroga, where the regiment had no less than six
hundred and forty-seven officers and soldiers killed
or wounded ; the expedition to the Lakés; the sur-
render of Montreal ; the siege of the Moro, and the
scalping, flaying alive, the tomahawking, and other
little pleasantries incidental to the relief of Fort Pitt
in 1763 ; and of that devilish business with the Red
Indians amid the swamps and rocks at Bushy Run,
all of which were “familiar in our mouths as house-
hold words ;” while, to the venerable narrator, the
smell of gunpowder, the flavour of Ferintosh, or the
skirl of a bagpipe were like the elizir vilee of the
ancients, and seemed to renew his youth, strength, and
spirit for a time; and thus the fire of other years
would flash up within him, like the last gleam of a
sinking lamp, as we sat by our bogwood fire in the
long winter nights of the North.

In the year 1768, his regiment was cantoned ir
Galway, where it was reviewed by Major-General
Armiger, and the old gentleman was wont to boast,
that except two Lowland Scots, every soldier in its
ranks was from the clans that dwell northward of the

M2
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Tay, “and happily for the corps,” he used to add,
“these two were knocked on the head during the
onfall at Long Island.” The regiment, then for the
third time in Ireland, remaired there for seven years.
During 1772, it was employed in suppressing tumults
occasioned by the complicating interests and adverse
views of the Catholic and Protestant landlords and
tenants in Antrim and elsewhere ; and in this deli-
cate service their Highlanders were found particularly
useful, from the knowledge of the language and their
gentle bearing towards the people, whom by old tra-
dition they believed to be sprung from the same stock
as themselves. Though some of the Highland tribes
have a proverb which says, che b’ionann O Brién is
na Gaél—that O’Brien and the Gael are not alike,
yet they found many sympathies in common—to wit,
a love of fun and breaking heads; a jealousy of the
English ; an aversion to Stlll hnntmg, and a just,
laudable, and commendable antipathy to all gaugers
and tax-gatherers.

For the ticklish service of settling disputes in the
neighbourhood of Antrim, it pleased his Majesty
George 1II. to order that an additional company of
the Black Watchshould be raised among the Breadal-
bane Campbells ; and it was soon seen, that though
the slaughter of Ticonderoga had carried woe and
desolation to many a lonely hearth and loving heart
in the country of the clans, so far from extinguishing
the military ardour of the Highland youth, it made
them more than ever anxious to enrol themselves in
the ranks of the Reicudan Dhu, for so was the regi-
ment named, from the dark colours of its plumes and
tartans, in contradistinction to the troops of the line,
who wore scarlet coats, white waistcoats, pipeclayed
breeches and flour-powdered wigs, with queues, poma-
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tumed curls, and looped-up hats, having the true Blen-
heim cock and the star of Brunswick—i.e. the black
leather cockade of the Protestant succession, which
still survives on the chapeaux of the penny postman.

My grandfather was popular among the Breadal-
bane men, to please whom he had, at various times,
hanged sundry MacNabs and MacAlpines, whose ideas
of the eighth commandment were somewhat vague ;
thus on being sent into “the marquis’s country ” to
recruit, he raised the required company in three days,
and marched down from the hills of Glen Urchai with
pipes playing, across the dreary Braes of Rannoch,
and down by the Brig of Tay with a hundred of the
handsomest men that ever became food for gun-
powder, -all clad in their native tartans, and well
armed, each with his own sword, dirk and pistols, te
which the Government added the usual arms and ac-
coutrements of the line. From Perth, the captain
was ordered to march his company to Glasgow, there
to embark for Ireland ; and proceeding en route,
after leaving Falkirk and traversing the remains of
the Torwood, he found himself, with his little com-
mand, approaching the burgh of Kirkintulloch one
dreary November evening, just as the dusk was
closing 1in, while the rain fell in torrents, and the wind
swept in gusts through the pastoral hollows and
hurled the wet and withered leaves furiously before
it. There he was compelled to halt, and oblige the
authorities to procure immediate quarters for a hun-
dred Highlanders—a race of whom the westland
Whigs had harboured a holy aversion and wholesome
terror, since the epoch of the Great Montrose and his
daredevil Cavaliers, one hundred and twenty vears
before.

“But what has all this to do with the Wife of the




178 LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH.

Red Comyn ?” the reader may ask. Tanswer, every-
thing—for had not my grandfather halted on that wet
November night in the ancient burgh of Kirkintul-
Yoch, that good lady—though she made some noise in
ber time—had never been introduced to the reader’s
notice. So patience yet awhile.

The soldiers were soon distributed among the people
by the town constable, and in a few minutes after
seeing the last man off to his billet, my grandfather
found himself standing before the gate of the Castle
of Kirkintulloch drenched through plaid and philabeg,
while the rain dripped gracefully from his long
feathers into the nape of his neck, and the water
spouted from his scabbard as from a syringe when he
sheathed his claymore.  Draggled and weary, he
kuocked furivuslyagainst the gate of the huge mansion,
on which, as being the most important in the town,
he was billeted as commander of the forces. Beinga
Celt, and not blessed with overmuch patience, he
thrust his billet-order almost into the mouth of the
servant who opened the door, and then swaggered in
with all the air of a man who had heard the forty
days’ cannonade at the Moro ; but a couple of good
drams from a jolly magnum bonum of Ferintosh,
Wwhich were given to him without delay, at once re-
stored his equanimity, and, chucking the plump
housekeeper under the chin, my grandfather—or, as
Ishall call him in future, the captain—proceeded up-
stairs.

This ancient Castle of Kirkintulloch, which had
been stormed by Edward I. of England, but re-taken
by the Scots, was a good specimen of the gloomy
mansions of the Middle Ages, when every Scotsman
was forced to keep watch and ward against his neigh-
bour, and, more than all, against Southern invasion;
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for it was built by the Comyns, who flourished in the
days of Malcolm III., and were Lords of Linton Ro-
derick and of Badenoch, and who made a great
fisure during the reigns of the three Alexanders and
Robert 1.

Tn those turbulent times every Scotsman was a
soldier, and a brave one, too ; every house was a for-
tress, every fortress a citadel, and its inmates were a
garrison, while the urgent necessity for security caused
the Scottish baron literally to found his dwelling on a
rock.

A site alike remote and inaccessible was usually
selected, on the isle of some deep lake, or the brow
of a sequestered hill, and there the Scottish feudatory
raised the mansion in which his race were to dwell, to
be married and given in marriage, to bef born and to
die, “ while grass grew and water ran ’—the strong
square peel-house, with its cor’.bel.lea battlements,
through the openings of which missiles could be shot
securely ; its stone-flagged roof ; its irregular slits or
windows, all strongly grated, though ninety or a

‘hundred feet from the base, and girdled by a bar-

bhican, having an arched gate and flanking towers.
Such was unvaryingly the external aspect of the
dwelling of a Scottish baron, and such was the Castle
of Kirkintulloch.

Above the gate, which bristled with loopholes for
musketry, were the armorial bearings of Robert
Comyn, who was slain at the battle of Alnwick, and
the monogram of his descendant, the black Lord of
Badenoch, who married the Princess Marjorie,
daughter of King John Baliol, and whose son was
the last of his race. :

After taking a draught from the cup of ale which was
lled for him, as for all other visitors, from a barrel
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which stood in a recess of the entrance lobby, the
captain ascended the hollow-stepped stair to the
common hall of the venerable tower.

Internally the accommodation and construction
were of the plainest description. A narrow turn-
pike stair gave access to the various floors of the
keep. The first of these being the levelled rock on
which the edifice was founded, was vaulted, and con-
tained the pit or dungeon, with cellars for the stores
necessary to a crowded household during the long
northern winter, and there was also a deep draw-well
hewn through the living rock. The next contained
the arched hall into which our wet and weary captain
was ushered with much formality. Tts floor was
paved ; the fireplace was of stone, and had ingle-seats
within its arch.  The windows were deeply e?nbayed
and were secured by shutters within and iron bars
without. The sun, when it shone throuch the half-
darkened halls of those days, must have ?mparted to
the dwelling of the Scottish baron the aspect of a
prison ; thus their prisons became dungeons, for the
good folks of the olden time knew no medium in
anything.

. A gigantic fire blazed redly on the hearth, and by
its light the captain could discern a number of those
unfortunate wights who, as casual guests, trencher-
men, or boys-of-the-belt, in that year, 1772, shared
the old-fashioned hospitality of “the Flemines of
Kirkintulloch ; but not being of sufficient conse-
quence to have separate apartments, lay rolled up
in their plaids on the benches, or among the stag-
hounds that nestled together on the warm hearth-
stone.

The reader may deem my description somewhat
minute, but the events which occurred to my vene-
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rable kinsman in the old stronghold of the Comyns,
and a tale which he heard there, served to impress
every feature of it on his memory, and thus it bore a
prominent place in his narrative.

As he entered the hall, a stout and jolly-looking old
man, who sat with his sturdy legs stretched out before
the fire, one hand supporting a long pipe in his mouth,
the other resting on a silver tankard of mulled claret,
rose up at his approach and bade him welcome. The
fashion of this person’s dress was old—for still the
Scots are always a year or two behind every innova-
tion; his red vest was deeply flapped, his coat of
brown broadcloth was square-tailed, with enormous
cuffs and silver buttons; he wore a brown bob peri-
wig with a single row of curls round the bottom
thereof ; square buckles on his square-toed shoes,
and a hat cocked with great exactness in the form of
an equilateral triangle, completed the costume of the
old chamberlain or castle bailie of the Laird of Kirk-
intulloch. '

“A cold night, bailie,” said the captain; “1 am
sorely chilled, having marched from the Torwood amid
this tempest of wind and rain.”

“The more are you welcome, sir, to the Castle of
Kirkintulloch,” replied the bailie, placing a chair;
“and if a draught from this tankard of hot mulled
claret will comfort you, take it and welcome, while:
something better is preparing.”

“A thousand thanks, good bailie,” replied the
captain, as he drained the' silver pot which came
seething from the glowing hob.

Being thoroughly drenched, he begged the bailie
would have him shown to an apartment where he
might change certain portions of his attire. A boy
in the livery of the Flemings, with their goat-head
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worked on his sleeves, appeared to conduct him, and,
taking a candle, the lad, who was evidently displeased
at being summoned from the warm fire of the kitchen,
which in the Scoto-French fashion adjoined the hall,
hurried up the staircase before the captain, leaving
him to follow as he pleased.

I have already hinted that my grandfather was
somewhat short-tempered, so he swore one of those
hearty oaths which our army picked up so glibly in
Flanders, adding, “Hollo ! you young devil—do you
mean to leave me here in the dark ?”

Without heeding him, the lad sprang to the top of
the stairs, and hastened across the landing-place into
an apartment, leaving the captain to ascend by no
other light than the feeble rays that fell from a
candle in a tin sconce, which hung on the wall in
the first turn of the spiral stair. Looking angrily up
in search of his guide, the captain saw—or thought he
saw—a, lady cross the landing-place.

She was tall, and her white profile was stern and
grave, and she was attended by the most diminutive
black dwarf in the world—a little creature who ap-
peared absolutely to perspire under the weight of her
enormous train, which was of some dark rich stuff,
but brilliantly brocaded with white stars. The captain
paused and bowed very low, lifting up the end of his

long claymore, believing that this stately dame might, -

wish to descend ; but when he raised his head again
she was gone! Her disappearance was so sudden that
he was confounded, and rubbed his eyes.

“Can the long march against a chill November
wind have affected my vision ” thought he ; “ or has
that brimming tankard of hot claret affected my
nerves? Impossible! Tush—the dame has been
scared by my draggled appearance, and has hastened
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into one of these apartments ;” so the old gentleman
swore another Flemish oath, and reached the top of
the stairs. .

The guide now reappeared, and he would certainly
have had his ears pulled, but the captain’s mind was
strangely agitated by thoughts of the lady, whose tall
aristocratic figure, and pure, cold, and almost sublime
profile seemed to be still before him in the dusk.

He was shown into a handsome bed-chamber, which
was lighted by four candles in brass-mounted holders
of carved oak. The walls were hung with antique
leather, of a pale yellow colour, embossed with red
flowers ; the bed was very ancient, and resembled the
canopied tombs one occasionally sees in old churches.
Over the mantelpiece was a Latin legend, informing
the visitor that in this chamber the wife of the Red
Comyn had died a prisoner in the year of our redemp-
tion 1310.

“ Four hundred and sixty-two yearsago,” quoth the
captain, after airing his subtraction a little ; “ugh!
how gloomy the place looks, compared to the cheerful
hall—so gloomy, indeed, that I shall be here as little
as possible before marching to-morrow.”

He flung off his belted plaid, badgerskin sporan,
and sword.-belt, wrung the water from his .kllt and
from the curls of his periwig, smoothed Lis queue,
donned a pair of dry hose, and, after giving a casual
glance to the primings and charges of his pistols,
which were a pair of true steel-butted Doune pops,
from the armoury of old Thomas Caddel, he turned
to leave the chamber, from the ceiling of which a
dried kingfisher hung by a thread; for it is an old
superstition that the bird will turn his bill to that
point from which the wind blows. .

Taking one of the candles, the captain left the
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chamber, and was about to descend, when by some
“ glamour” he mistook the way; for being supperless,
I am convinced that the hot wine had affected his
head ; he stumbled against a door; it flew open, and
he found himself in the dressing apartment of a lady,
whose face was turned towards him, and by the lights
on a side-table he perceived at a glance that she was
the same queenly dame who had recently crossed the
landing-place. She gazed fixedly at the amazed in-
truder, as she stood before a mirror, with her round
polished shoulders turned towards him, and her jet
black hair gathered up in heavy masses on her slender
fingers, for she seemed in the act of dressing it. From
a faultless bust, her dark dress, brocaded with stars,
hung in magnificent folds to her feet, where, crouching
like a marmoset, the hideous little dwarf was sitting.
Her figure was beautiful, but so motionless and still,
as she gazed with eyes full of indignation and inquiry,
that the words of apology hung half arrested on the
lips of the bowing intruder, who, in another moment,
discovered that he had before him a—picture—only
a picture; but one painted in the first style of
antique art.

Nothing artistic could be more beautifully executed
than the upturned and polished arms, from which the
lace that foreign looms must have woven, hung in
loops upheld by diamonds. A necklace of precious
stones encircled her neck, and a large band of the
same formed a coronet round her head, and gave an
imperial grace to her lofty beauty of feature and
of form.

The captain gazed on it till the figure appeared to
come forward and the canvas to recede, till the eyes
seemed to fill with light and the proud lips to curl
with a scornful smile; and then he turned away, for
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the strange picture had a mysterious effect upon him,
and hastily he sought the hall, where a hot and
savoury supper smoked on the centre table, and where
the bailie or castellan of the absent proprietor impa-
tiently awaited him. .

« Come awa, sir—come awa ; I thought you meant
to bide up-stairs a’ night. Here are hot collops,
devilled turkey, stewed kidneys, mulled c}areig, port,
sherry, and whisky toddy—draw in a chair, sir, and
make yourself at hame.” . )

«J have a hawk’s appetite, bailie,” said my kins-
man, applying himself assiduously to the devil and
the sherry. .

« And I ditto, double — for I have ridden in
from Stirling market to-day; try the cold gibelotte

ie.”

«Thank you; I'll rather stick to my old friend—a
devilled bone smacks of the bivouac. Pass the sherry,
bailie. Thank you.”

“Try the kidneys ; they would serve a king.”

“Thanks. By the bye, who is that noble lady now
residing here ?” :

« Noble lady ?” reiterated the bailie, looking up
with his mouth full, and surprise in his flushed
face. .

“Yes; she whom I passed, or rather who passed
me, on the staircase to-night.” The bailie pushed
back his chair and plate. _

“A lady, sir!” he stammered, while his eyes
spened wider. ‘

“She in the black dress brocaded with white
stars.”

« Gude hae mercy on us !—and a dwarf holding up
her tail ¢”

“ The same.”



186 LEGENDS OF THE BLACK WATCH.

“The Lord take us a’ into his holy keeping! Ye
have seen her 2” 4

“Secn who? What the devil do you mean ?”

“The wife of the Red Comyn !I”

“ Come, that is good ; but I am too old a soldier.
bailie, to believe all this.” ;

“ Keep us frae harm !” continued the old man, as his
rubicund visage grew pale, and he glanced stealthily
over his shoulder while lowering his voice; *she
hasna’ been seen for these ten years past; heaven
send it portends nae evil to our family ”

“Our family,” meant the house; so cempletely were
the old Scottish domestics identified with those they
served.

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

“It may have been fancy, bailie; but I certainly
saw her picture, and that is tangible enough.”

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

¥ "Pon my honour, bailie, you quite interest me,”
said the captain, brewing a jug of smoking toddy, and
drawing a chair nearer to the fire; “ the atmosphere
of this place becomes full of diablerie.  Painted two
hundred years afler her death! I hope the likeness
is good ; but tell me all about it.”

“She was the wife of the last Comyn to whom this
castle belonged, and she was a woman possessing alike
the pride and temper of Lucifer; but they cost her
dear, for she suffered a sore penance in the yellow bed-
chamber up-stairs, and there *tis said her spirit walks
to this hour. Now it chanced that in the days of
King James IV., his Master Painter, the famous Sir
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Thomas Galbraith, the pupil of Quentin Matsys, of
Antwerp, and the friend of Leonardo da Vinci and of
Titian Vecelli, came here during the lifetime of John
Lord Fleming—the same who was so barbarously
assassinated by the cursed Laird o’ Drummelzier, wi
whose folk we have a feud outstanding yet, like an
auld debt—well, the King’s painter slept, or rather,
perhaps, passed the night in the yellow room, and from
that time he was a changed man; from being rosy-
faced, he became pale and wan, hollow-eyed and
ghastly ; from being as full of fun and frolic as the
King himself; he became sad, woful and thoughtful,
and he shut himself up in the haunted-room, where
he worked day and night for a whole week, without
eating, drinking, or sleeping, as folks aver, until that
awful picture was finished ; and whether it was done
from the memory of one vision of the spirit, or whether
the wife of the Red Comyn came to him nightly from
hell, and sat for her portrait, I cannot say ; but when
finished by Sir Thomas Galbraith, it was the last work
he did on earth, for he was found dead, seated before:
it, one morning, with a pallet on his left thumb and a
brush in his right hand. Terror was on his dead face,
and the marks of strangulation were round his throat ;
so the Flemings buried him in the auld Kirk of St.
Ninian, at the Oxgang, where his grave is yet to be
seen. I would fain have the picture burned, but the
family set a high value upon 1t ; yet I verily believe,
if a puir presumptuous auld carle like me dare judge
o’ sic things, that its presence here may keep the spirit
o’ that awfu’ woman hovering about the walls o’ the
auld castle she rendered accursed by her crimes!”

“ Well, bailie, tell me the story and e

“ Mak’ another browst o’ toddy while the water is
hot, sir,” replicd the castellan, as he stirred up the fire
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with an enormous poker, and as the flames roared in
the tunnel-like chimney, the red sparks flew up in
pyramids.

“I am charged to the brim,” said the captain ; “so
fire away, my friend, I am all impatience.”

After a few preliminary hems, coughs, and flourishes,
with sips of toddy between, the bailie told the

captain the following strange story, which I give .
in my own words, being vain enough to prefer them

to his.

In the beginning of the fourteenth century, the
Castle of Kirkintulloch was the principal residence of
John Comyn Lord of Badenoch, who, as nephew of
King John Baliol, was a competitor with Bruce for
the crown of Scotland, and he was ealled the Red
Comyn to distinguish him from Lis father, the Black
Comyn, who was so named from his swarthy com-
plexion.

In those days the country around this castle was
covered by forests of oak and pine, through the
secluded hollows of which the Kelvin and the Logie
crept with that slow and sluggish current which gives
them more the aspect of Flemish canals than streams
that roll from Scottish mountains. The rising burgh
was then roofed with stone, or thatched ; the Roman
tort on the Barhill was nearly entire, as when a thou-
sand years before the soldiers of the Ceesars had relin-
quished it before the furious Scots; and the now
ruined tower of Sir Robert Boyd, Baron of Kilmar-
nock, Hartshaw, Ardneil and Dalry, was still the
stronghold of his family, who were the sworn enemies
of the Baliols and all their adherents. So deep,
indeed, was their hatred, that they would not bury
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their dead in the same church ; thus, while the Boyds
were laid in the Chapel of St. Mary (which is now the
parish kirk), the Comyns were interred in the Church
of St. Ninian.

The Red Comyn was powerful, cunning, and dis-
sembling ; being ambitious, and though he fought
under Wallace at Falkirk, intensely selfish, he feared
to lose his estates after that disastrous battle was lost ;
and as usual with Scottish nobles, considering his own
interest before the common weal or the national
bonour, he joined the English ranks, and fought
against his own country in the army of the traitor-
king, John Baliol.

He was a woful tyrant to the burgh of Kirkintul-
loch ; for, in defiance of the old laws of the land, he
enforced the bludewit, the stingisdynt, the marchet,
the herezeld, and other exactions now unknown within
the ports of a Scottish town ; and as all pleas between
burgesses and travelling merchants must be settled
before the third flowing and ebbing of the tide, he
usually decided them by whipping the burgess and
confiscating the goods of the stranger. Moreover,
although it had been ordained by the kings of old,
that on any burgess departing on a pilgrimage to
the Holy Land or other sacred place, his goods and
family should be protected “wntill God brought
him hame againe,” the wives of the absent were
often seized by Comyn, and their goods by his
lady.

f{t his mills he exacted exorbitant mulctures, and
he hung all who dared to complain ; if any ventured
to grind wheat, mashloch, or rye with hand querns,
they were also hanged ; and though it was statute
and ordained that he who stole a halfpenny-worth of
bread should be scourged, that he who stole a pair of

N
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shoes should be pilloried, or eightpence worth should
bhave one leg cut off, the tyrant hanged them all.
Thus his Dule-tree was never without a man hanging
from it, with the black gleds flying round him; for
Comyn ground alike to the dust the burgesses within
the walls and the gudemen of the Newland Mailings
without ; so that it was generally said in Dumbarton-
shire, that the devil himself would be a gentler over-
ord than he ; and he was so hated that men remem-
bered the dreadful fate of his father in Badenoch,
and it came to be whispered about that there was a
prophecy made by a weird woman, that he too should
die o violent deuth !

His wife, Lady Gwendoleyne, was esteemed one of
the most beautiful women in Scotland, and none had
outshone her at the Court of Queen Yolande, the
consort of Alexander 1II. Lovely beyond all com-
parison, tall, stately and magnificent in form, with
pale commanding features and dark eyes, indicative
rather of pride of birth and loftiness of mind than of
wentleness, she made the people—even those whom
her beauty dazzled, and her slightest smile would
have won for ever—shrink and quail before her, as
beneath the eye of some mysterious spirit ; for the
keen black eye of that imperious lady is said to have
been as dangerous in its beauty as it was terrible in
its expression.

She had been wedded early to the Red Lord of
Badenoch ; they had three daughters, the youngest
of whom (according to Andrew Wyntoun) was mar-
ried to the traitorous MacDougal of Lorn. They had
also one son, who at the.time this history opens,
A.D. 1306, was in his eighteenth year, and was said
to be a handsome, gallant, and high-spirited youth ;
but, unfortunately, devoted to the false Baliol, at
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whose mock Court in the Castle of Perth he resided,
and there he had been educated. ‘

Notwithstanding her own unparalleled beauty, her
husband’s rank, power, and overweening authority,
Lady Gwendoleyne was far from being happy! A
thorn sharper than a poisoned arrow rankled in her
heart, in the form of a restless jealousy of her hus-
band, to whom she was passionately devoted, and
whom she loved with all the ardour of her impulsive
nature. And though he seemed to be, in manner, all
that befitted a faithful and attached spouse, he was
yet an object of suspicion to Gwendoleyne ; for some
artful minion had skilfully sown the seeds of mis-
trust between them, and several of Comyn’s unguarded
actions and interferences with the wives of pilgrim-
burgesses had given her every reason to deem her
fears were just and true ; hence her fiery heart became
a prey to furious passions and to bitter thoughts, and
she looked about her, longing for some fitting object
on which to vent her wrath,

Her husband’s kinsman and her own dear friend,
old Sir Alexander Baliol of Cavers, Great Chamber-
lain of Scotland, to whom she often hinted her com-
plaints against Comyn and her suspicions of his in-
fidelity, endeavoured to laugh away her fears.

“Madam,” said he, on one occasion, “jealousy is
the soul of a love which will brook no rival even for
a moment. I mean not to hint that you love Red
Comyn too much, but without this jealousy your
love for him perhaps would die.”

“You are too subtle a casuist for a woman, Sir
Alexander of Cavers,” replied the lady, cresting up
her beautiful head ; “ but you must be aware that the
disposition and manners of Comyn, your kinsman, are
at least but too well calculated to excite my suspicion

N 2
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and distrust. To wit: his passionate and unconcealed
admiration for female beauty ; this is known over the
whole country, and thrice, on vague suspicion, I have
had to discard certain ladies of my household, and
thus make their families deadly enemies of ours.
And say, my good Lord Chamberlain, are these wan-
dering sallies not shameful, when perpetrated by one
who has a son now in his eighteenth year, and tall and
handsome as himself 7’

Sir Alexander thought of Comyn’s gigantic red
beard, and smiled when remembering the handsome
youth, who had all his mother’s beauty, without his
father’s ferocity of aspect and bearing, ~

“You smile, Sir Alexander !” said the fiery dame.
“ You smile—tis very well, sir! You know more of
the Red Comyn and his secrets than you care to tell
me, and that courtier’s smile assures me that I am an
injured wife——"

“1 beg to assure you, Lady of Badenoch i

“ Assure me of nothing, Lord of Cavers, if you can-
not assure me of your kinsman’s faith and purity.”

“ Madam,” said the old Lord Chamberlain, testily,
“there are two kinds of jealousy—a pure fear by
which the young and restless lover is animated—and
a grovelling suspicion, which is jealousy in the worst
sense of the term. Your suspicion wounds your self-
esteem—it piques your honour—and is but a new
phase of selfishness, for you suspect yourself an injured
woman.”

“ And justly too, for Comyn’s coldness to me during
the last month cannot be accounted for but by some

new fancy.” >
“ Your husband is never jealous of 702, madam.”
L : sl :
“That only proves hisindifference.” “Tis shamel,

false, and unknightly ; and I only trust that the pre-
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sence of our boy, the young Sir John, whom the King
has just knighted, will in some degree recal my wan-
dering husband to a sense of his own honour and the
honour of his wife and daughters.”

“ Madam, how often shall I assure you that the
husband of one so beautiful as you could never prove
false—I am an old man, your father’s friend, and may
well say this.”

“True, you are an old man, and were my father’s
friend,” resumed the lady, whose black eyes tlashed
with dusky fire through their tears; ¢ thus it is the
more culpable in you to be in my husband’s wicked
secrets, and endeavouring thus to blind and to deceive
a loving and devoted wife. But woe to Comyn and
to you in that hour when I prove the falschood of you
both 1”

And gathering up her long silk kirtle, which was
worn without sleeves, but was so long in the skirt as
constantly to require upholding by one hand, she
swept away with the air of an offended queen, and
with her long and magnificent hair floating over her
shoulders from under a band of burnished gold.

“ Alas!” thought. the old chamberlain, shrugging
his shoulders, “ how true it is, that love being jealous,
maketh a good eye look asquint.”

In those days maidens of good family were received
into the houses of ladies of high rank to be delicately
nurtured and well educated ; for which, strange as 1t
may now seem, a befitting fee or pension was paid.
Now, among the ladies of the tabowrette, or dumes
d’honneur of the Lady of Badenoch, were the daugh-
ters of many noble houses of the Baliol faction, and
who were consequently false to their country. Thus
she had Margaret, daughter of that Lord Abernethy
who basely accepted from the English King a com-
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mission as Captain-General of the Scottish rebels :
Muriel, daughter of Sir Gilbert de Umphreville, the
forfeited Harl of Angus; Isabel, daughter of David
Lord Brechin, who was accused of a design to betray
Berwick to the English ; Rosamond and Alice, the
daughters of John Comyn, Earl of Buchan, and Lord
High Constable of Scotland, another prime traitor of

the Baliol faction ; and Yolande, daughter of William

de Gifford, Lord of Yester, in East Lothian. All
these were beautiful girls, and, save the last, were
proud, haughty, and reserved ; for their manners and
bearing were all modelled exactly after those of Lady
Comyn. Yolande de Gifford, whose father, though a
lord, had, strange to say, been true to Scotland, was
an orphan, and had been taken into the Castle of
Kirkintulloch at the request of Bernard, Abbot of
Arbroath, the Lord Chancellor, and almost in pity,
as all her father’s lands in the shire of Haddington
had been seized by John Baliol. She was the most
beautiful of Gwendoleync’s attendants, and perhaps
the most reserved and gentle, for she felt herself
Iriendless and alone among the selfish courtiers of the
Scottish King.  Blue eyed, golden haired, and softly
skinned, Yolande, who had been so named after her
godmother, the late queen (Yolande, Countess de
Dreux), was, indeed, the most gentle and loveable of
all gentle creatures, and she shrank under the bold
black eyes of Lady Gwendoleyne, as a sensitive plant
might shrink beneath a hot sun, or before the keen
north wind.

Yolande, when the tresses of her rich hair were
gathered in the golden crespinette then worn by ladies
of the Scottish Court, to show the contour of the neck
and shoulfiers ; when her blue kirtle, with its tight,
sleeves, displayed her beautiful form, over which
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floated her surquayne or velvet mantle, tied with
tassels at each shoulder, looked only second in beanty
toc Lady Comyn herself, for they were nearly of a
height ; and her pretty white fingers were the most

~expert of all the ladies there at the weaving of those

endless waves of tapestry at which all noble demoi-
selles then worked daily for the comfort and decora-
tion of their dwellings and churches. Such was then
the industrious custom ; and we are told that Matilda,
Queen of William the Conqueror of England, sewed
with her own fair hands sixty-seven yards representing
the history of the Conquest of South Britain, begin-
ning with Harold’s embassy to the Norman Court, and
ending with his death at Hastings.

After a long absence at King Edward’s Court in
London, Red Comyn returned to Scotland, which
was then groaning under the yoke of the infamous
King John Baliol, the tool of the English, and a fac-
tion of traitorous Scottish nobles. On arriving at his
home, he gave presents to all the ladies of his house-
hold—to one a necklace, to another a bracclet, a
crespinette, a brooch, and so forth ; but to Yolande
de Gifford he gave a golden ring.

A ving !

The restless suspicions of his lady had now dis.
covered a clue to something real and tangible ; and
now she had an object on which her vague jealousies
could settle with security. Yolande de Gitford, the
playmate of her absent son-the viper whom she had
taken into her bosom at the entreaty of the cunning
Abbot Bernard, was doubtless involved with her
husband in one of those intrigues which had
embittered her whole life, although she had never
been able to detect them or discover solid proofs.

“Let me be wary and watch well,” said she te
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herself ; “should it be so, by the cross that stood on
Calvary, my Lord of Badenoch shall pay dear for his
fair-haired toy !”

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

“ Trifles light as air
Are to the jealous, confirmation strong
As proofs of holy writ . . . . .
Dangerous conceits arve in their natures poisons,
Which, at the first, ave scarce found to distaste,
But, with a little act upon the blood,
Burn like the mines of sulphur.”

Lady Comyn suddenly discovered that the timid
Yolande had been abstracted and thoughtful, neglect-
ful of her apportioned duties, and inattentive alike to
the conversation of her companions and the commands
of her mistress. 'Was not this a sign of love and of
secret thoughts? She frequently and bitterly repri-
manded her, till even the gentle Yolande could not
forget that she was the Lord Yester’s only daughter,
and replied with honest pride and proper spirit, assert-
ing her own position and rank.

“This insolence and hauteur are alike unbe-

" coming,” said Lady Gwendoleyne; “and you shall
be banished, minion, from my hall and bower, though
the poorest convent in Scotland be your portionless
home !”

And assuredly this harsh threat would have been
put in execution, but for the determined intervention
of the Red Comyn, whose kindness to the orphan in-
creased with his haughty wife’s displeasure ; and so
she set her little black dwarf, who was dumb, to watch
Yolande constantly. This dwarf was a present from
Sir Thomas of Charteris, the famous Red Rover and
pirate, who afterwards became Lord of Kinfouns, and
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was conquered on the high seas by William Wal-
lace. ) y

About the time that great preparations were mak-
ing for the return of her son, the young Sir John
Comyn, whom—whether the youth was so disposed
or mot—she meant to wed to his cousin, Alicia
Comyn, daughter of the Lord High Constable, Shi‘
was again imparting her griefs to Sir Alexander o
Cavers.

« Comyn goeth from bad to worse ; he braves me
now, and dares to keep his minion here, whether 1
will it or no. By God’s teeth, sir, could I but dis-
cover aught to prove my Suspicions rlght, I,d slay
that pale-faced Yolande with Red Comyn's own

gger |
daJ?‘bI beseech you, lady, to compose yourself, and to
be assured that your suspicions are alike unjust and
cruel ; for they malign your husband and crush this
friendless maiden to the dust.” )

«T tell you that I hate her I” yesponded the impe-
rious dame, grinding }(ieg beautiful teeth, while her

onificent eyes flashed fire. ;
ma‘?%hen getyher married,” said the Chamberlain of

cotland, pithily.
: y \e\tfho) 121 the);e gelfish times will be mad enough to
wed the penniless daughter of a forfeited house ?
Who would ask her love ?”

«T for one, were 1 young as herself; but”let her
seek a husband according to the ancigng) law.

« Sir Alexander, you mock me again. )

«Heaven forbid, fair kinswoman ; I do but 1'?tn111t1‘

ou of an Act of Parliament passed in the reign of
the late Queen Margaret.” )

« Pshaw—the Maid of Norway—well?

« Anent spinsters, like this Yolande.”
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“ Well-—well,” continued Gwendoleyne, stamping
her pretty foot. 5

“In 1288, it was statute and ordained, ¢ that during
the reign of her Most Blessed Majesty, ilk maiden
ladye of baith high and lowe estatr shall have
Libertie to bespeak e man she Likes - albeit, if he re-
fuses to take her to be his wyf, he shall be muletit of
ye sum of one hundred pounds or less, as his estate
may be, except and alwais, if he can make it appear
that he is betrothit to ane ither woman, when he
shall be free.” :

“ Yolande is proud as myself, for she comes of a
race that would not stoop their crests to kings ; and
this is but mockery, my Lord Chamberlain, so—but
what is this now ?”

At that moment the little black dwarf crept close
to her side, pulled her skirt, and pointed towards the
chamber of Yolande Gifford. The yellow glossy eyes
of the stunted negro gleamed with malevolent light,
as, snatching up her train, the lady swept out of the
hall; and the Chamberlain shrugged his shoulders
and blessed his stars that he was still a bachelor
while he whistled merrily, and resumed his employ:
ment of teaching a hawk to shake its little bells and
coquette with its wings.

With all her pride and spirit, her furious will and _

temper, so completely had the demon of Jjealousy
taken possession of her soul, that Gwendoleyne stooped
to the humility of eavesdropping ; and on hearing the
murmur of voices whispering in the chamber of
Yolande, she crept close to the thick arras that covered
the door, and listened with all her soul in her ears,

13, I implore you,” she heard Yolande say, in a
stifled voice ;' “alas ! if you are discovered here, what
will my tyrannical mistress say ¢” :
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“Just what she pleases,” replied a voice, and then
there was a sound—a kiss—which set the listener’s
blood on fire.

“1 am watched by that hateful imp her dwarf, and
live in daily terror of her discovering all,” continued
the sobbing Yolande ; “and you know what her views
are concerning yourself. Go—go—John Comyn, for
the love of God and Saint Mary, go!”

“John Comyn !” muttered Lady Gwendoleyne ;
“oh, wretch ! that I had a dagger here to avenge this
double perfidy !”

A pause ensued,

“To-morrow evening be it, then
Peel,” said a low voice.

“ When the moon is over Campsie Fells.”

“You will not forget, beloved Yolande.”

“ Oh, no—no; and let that meeting be our last, for
another day will change the face of everything,” wept
Yolande.

Unable longer to restrain her fury, the white hand
of Lady Comyn tore aside the arras, and she rushed
into the apartment with all the aspect of an enraged
Pythoness, whileat the same moment thefigureof aman
vanished from the open window, and his steps were
heard crashing through the bushes and trees without,

as he retired hastily and in the dusk; but Gwendo-
leyne saw—or thought she saw—enough to be con-
vinced that the fugitive was no other than her
husband !
“ Alas! madam,” cried Yolande, sinking on her
knees in an agony of terror, “ you have discovered

»

us,
“ At last—yes, at last ! ” exclaimed the fierce, ex-

ulting woman, in hoarse accents, as she savagely
wreathed her slender fingers, which rage had endued

at the Romanp
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with triple strength, in the golden hair of Yolande
anl(;l proceeded to drag her several times across the
ola floor; ¢ beggar ! “viper ! outcast !—ha, ha, ha!
thou shalt die now !” and she laughed as she toc‘.
opt‘i’thoS(’e beautiful tresses in handfils, til] the po:)i
zglrt s sg‘rlleks died away, and she sank senseless at her
eet.  Lhen Gwendoleyne locked her up, and after
:_.ymdg the key of the chamber to her silver,wirdle re-
ﬂlre to her own apartment to sti]] the fierce tumult
that swelled her fiery heart, and to lay her plans of
deeper and surer vengeance.  Alas! they \\%;e 'bot
00 soon formed and matured for pity or remor: b
arrest them, o

The night passed awa /, and though
nate fits of tenderness ar)ui tears, with Gilsfs Igft'(}ezlltoetl;
rage and passion, the morning found her cold, cal :
inexorable, and resolved to have a terrible 1'etri,butim’
on the Red Comyn for this attempt to deceive he(x)'rf
and the arrival of a hasty message from him stating
that he was compelled to depart with a slender train
;)ln public business to the town of Dumfries, only m‘;cllg
t};}r smile the more bitterly, as she thoucht she .;aw

@ game her truant husband meant to pli ; but sh
l‘es?llged tfo checkmate him. iR

“ Dumtries, my Lord Chamberlain ” id, wi
a scornful smi]e} upon her lovéll;lrllil.) 'Sh‘?lfgi‘.(rh "Ijlti]:
fool 'S[‘ er;‘arlxc(ll takes him there ?” i i

“To nold a conference with Sir Robert Bruce. the
z(())ll;zg ‘L‘atr}l ofg Annandale,” replied the other, igez’z Itcl)l\(\;
g 1e Bruces have some bold project now in

“A project.”

“Ay, to root the English faction and all Baliol’s
people out of Scotland. Comyn hath known of thi:
project long, and duly gives King John and King

=]
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Fdward notice of its progress; thus Bruce ere long
must perish amid his own plots and follies.”

“ And without waiting for our boy’s arrival from
Perth, without even bidding me adieuy, Comyn has
gone to confer with him? ’Tis well—I wish him.
speed on his journey. But there is @ prophecy con-
cerning him ; so let him beware lest he perish by a
violent death like his kinsman who died at Craigie,
and who had no other grave than his own girdle.”

“ Now, grace me guide, lady, talk not thus,” replied:
Sir Alexander, growing pale at her words, which
referred to a ternble tale; for it came to pass in the-
days of King Alexander III., that it was foretold by
Thomas the Rhymer, that Comyn Earl of Buchan,
who was ranger of the royal hunting forests of Plater,
would die by a violent death ; so he mocked the seer,
saying—

“Thou art Sir Thomas the Liar, rather than the
Rhymer.”

But the aged chief replied solemnly in verse, as was:
his wont when inspired by his mysterious power—

“Though Thomas the Liar thou callest me,
The sooth, Lord Earl, T tell to thee!
By Aikeyside,
Thy horse shall ride;
IIe shall stumble and thou shalt fa’,
Thy neckbane shall be broken in twa,
And the hunting dogs thy bones shall gnaw !
There, maugre all thy kin and thee,
Thine own belt thy bier shall be!”

And so it came to pass soon after, for when the earl
was hunting in the gloomy Den of Howie, as he gal-
loped over the green hill of Arkeybrae, his horse
became dazzled by the setting sun, and threw him
with such violence that his brains were dashed out
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by some blocks of grey stone, which to this day are
named Comyn’s Craigie, and there his bones were
found after his hounds had gnawed and torn them
asunder. :

“So, for God’s love, dearlady,” resumed the Lord of
Cavers with a shudder, “refer no more to these dark
and terrible predictions.”

The white lips of the haughty lady smiled, but a wild
expression of rage and sorrow filled her eyes, and the
glance she gave her kinsman was to him inexplicable,
as she had not a doubt that this sudden journey was
all a device of her husband to meet, or perhaps to
clope, with Yolande. Dark and terrible were the
silent thoughts of Gwendoleyne as the evening drew
on. The old prophecy that like the Black Comyn,
the Red one would die by a violent death, seemed
ever before her in letters of fire ; and she thought that
now the time had come.

“How was I ever weak enough to expect that a
fair-haired man could be true to me ?” she muttered ;
“in all old Scripture tapestries are not Cain and
Judas represented with large yellow beards, or red
ones, like that of my husband Comyn! Oh, woe is
me! and cursed be the hour I forsook Sir John the
Grahame to become the wife of his home and the
mother of his children 1”

All that day she kept Yolande carefully under lock |

and key, and without food or drink, while the black
dwarf watched the window and the corridor. The
sunset faded on the green ridges of the Campsie Fells,
evening darkened into sombre night, and the pale
light of the moon, long before her rising, was spread
across the blue and starry sky behind the hills of
Lanarkshire. The woolly-leaved birches that fringed
the banks of the Logie and Kelvin, diffused a rich
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fragrance as the dew of eve fell on them; and the
lonely heron sent up its mournful cry at times, as it
waded in the pools that gleamed below the castle
walls.

Attired as Yolande, in a dress of dark velvet starred
with silver, with her black locks gathered in a golden
crespinette, a veil spread over her head and shoulders,
and with her little white hand grasping the hilt of a
jewelled dagger that was concealed in her bosom, the
wife of the Red Comyn left the Castle of Kirkintulloch
unseen by all, and by a little postern on the south,
and, skirting the houses of the town, reached the
trysting-place, the Caer-pen-tulloch, or old Roman
fort at the west end of the hill. The fullen ramparts
of the tower were cighty feet square, and the yellow
broom, the green whin, the purple foxglove, and the
sweet wallflower, all flourished together on the masses
of fallen masonry which were covered by long grass
that waved mournfully to and fro between the pale
Gwendoleyne and the white starlight. The place
seemed very silent, lonely, and desolate. All was in-
tensely still, save the fierce beating of her heart,
which teemed with passion, as her eyes did with tears
she scorned to weep. Time stole away. The moments
seemed like hours.

No one came !
—the time ?

Now the yellow moon began to peep above
the distant hills, and its lustre glinted on the
green mounds and shattered masonry of the ancient
peel. .

Up, up it came, and now its whole disc was gleam-
ing above the dark mountain-ridge, and tipping each
rock and peak with fire.. ;

~ Gwendoleyne prayed in her heart that no one might

Could she have mistaken the place
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come—that she might have been deceived—tha}
Comyn, the father of her four children—but, hark!
the hoofs of a horse rang hollowly on the green turf,
and through the archway of the ruined enclosure rode
an armed man, who sang merrily the same march to
which, eight years after, Bruce marched his victorious
host to Bannockburn.

¢ Hark to the tramp, from yonder camp,
Whence the Scottish spearmen come!
When they hear the bagpipe sounding,
Tuttic taittie to the drum !”

“’Tig the Red Comyn’s favourite song !” said she,
shrinking aside ; “now mayest thou be accursed from
the bearing cloth in which thou wert baptized to that
shroud of blood in which thou shalt lie! Now by
the soul of him who loved me well, the Grahame
who fell at Falkirk, and by the life of my son—my
dearest hope—1I shall have a terrible vengeance !”

The knight, on whose head was a plumed chapel-de-
fer, with a mail coif that concealed the lower part of
his face, wore over his armour an embroidered coin-

tise, with the cognisance of the Comyns, two ostriches, -

with the motto “Courage.” He dismounted, and
after looking about him for a moment, discovered
Gwendoleyne, to whom he hastened with an exclama-
tion of joy, and she recognised on the breast of the
surcoat some embroidery, on which she had but too
surely and too lately seen the white hands of Yolande
Gifford plying the needle! What other proof of
perfidy was necessary ?

An arm was thrown around her, and passionately
and joyously she was pressed to the breast of the new
comer. But while trembling with ungovernable fury
to find herself exposed to embraces intended for
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Yolande, she drove her poniard in the heart of the

lover twice, exclaiming,

- “Die, villain and deceiver—die in your adultery—
ie!”

“ Mother—ol, mother !” cried a voice, which froze
the marrow in her bones ; and the frantic and wretched
Gwendoleyne discovered that she had slain—not the
Red Comyn—Dhut their beloved and only son.

The plumed chapel-de-fer rang as the wearer
sank to the earth.

A gurgling sound was all that followed ; the ruined
tower swam round that miserable woman, and, mul-
tiplied by a thousand times, the horse of the mur-
dered knight seemed to career around her ; till borne
down by misery, by a revulsion of feeling, by over-
tension of the heart, and by horror of what she had
done, Gwendoleyne sank senseless on the body of her
son,

The young Sir John Comyn had loved the orphan
Yolande, and on his return had secretly wished to
meet—perhaps, for all that we can learn now—to
espouse her; but this terrible catastrophe ended his
life and intentions together.

Meanwhile, like a true Scottish baron bent on selfish
schemes of family ambition and degrading aggran-
dizement, Red Comyn had ridden fast to meet Robert
Bruce, the younger, at Dumfries, and to concert with
him a pretended plan to free Scotland from the
English and from John Baliol; but of this scheme
the red-headed traitor had duly informed King Ed-
ward from time to time. Oan Comyn’s arrival in
Nithsdale, the gallant Robert, afterwards King of
Scotland, had fled in safety northward, by reversing
his horse’s hoofs, as the ground was covered with
snow ; and being furnished with clear proofs of his com-

O
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“patriot’s villainy, he pursued him to the church of the
Minorites at Dumfries, whither he had fled for sanc-
tuary, being full of consciousguilt; but neitherthe house
of God nor its high altar could protect this perfidious
wretch, who was false to Scotland and her people;
and the prophecy that “ Red Comyn should die by a
violent death ” was terribly fulfilled ; for there Bruce,
Lindsay, and Kirkpatrick buried their daggers in his
heart upon St. William’s day, the 10th of February,
1306.

So perish all who are false to their country !

He was the last Comyn of the house of Badenoch,
and was, moreover, the last of his race—a race which
Scotland well could spare.

Lady Gwendoleyne never spoke after she was borne
into the castle with the dead body of her son. She
lived for five years a close captive in that yellow cham-
ber, and during those terrible five years a word, even of
prayer, never passed her lips ; but a period was put
to her sufferings, for this proud and resentful beauty
died on the 10th day of February, 1310, at the hour
of three in the afternoon, the anniversary of the very
moment in which her husband died under the three
daggers in the Minorite Church of Dumfries.

She was buried before the Shrine of St. Ninian,
with all the grandeur of a princess and all the splen-
dour of the Roman ritual ; her son slept by her side,
and Sir Alexander of Cavers reared a stately monu-
ment above them; but that fierce woman’s restless
spirit is still said to haunt the Castle of Kirkintul-
loch and the Roman ruins at the west end of the
town ; for it is supposed that she will never find re-
pose or peace until the day of doom.

THE WIFE OF THE RED COMYN. 207

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

“ And Yolande Giftord—what of her?” asked the
captain.

“She did not die of love or grief either, but
lived to be a very old woman, and passed away in
about her eightieth year, when Robert III. was
King, a prioress of the Bernardine nuns of St. Mary
—a convent of which you may still see the ruins on
the north bank of the Avon, about a mile above
Linlithgow Bridge.”

“ A melancholy story !” said the captain; “ what
a devil of a wife that Gwendoleyne must have been
—but no better than such an infamous traitor as
Comyn deserved !”

“ Beware ye, sir,” said the castle bailie, lowering
his voice, and looking furtively round him ; “she is
said to walk about—ay, at this very hour, and may
pay you a visit that you may never get the better
of.”

“I'll be hanged, bailie, if I go up-stairs to-night—
or this morning, rather,” said my grandfather, laugh-
ing; “I would rather face the Dons at the Moro
again, than meet that dame in black velvet with her
devil of a dwarf—so make a fresh browst and stir up
the fire.”

The clock struck four.

“ Four ! said the soldier ;  four already; and we
march in an hour !”

The bailie, who was a jolly old fellow, brewed a fresh
jorum of hot toddy—Dby this time they had under
their girdles ten jugs each ; and my grandfather now
began to spin is yarns, and detalled the slaughter

02
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of Ticonderoga, the scalping and flaying at Fort
Pitt, the storming of the Moro, where British mus-
ket-butts and the pates of the Dons tested the hard-

ness of each other; he proceeded on the expedition -

up the Lakes, and had just opened the trenches
before Montreal, when he found himself at the bot-
tom of his tenth jug, the fire out, the bailie asleey
in his easy-chair, and heard the warning drum beater.
in the streets of Kirkintulloch—the warning for the
march, while the grey dawn stole through the ancient
windows.

It was daylight now, and fearless alike of Dame
Gwendoleyne and her dwarf, my grandfather sallied
down-stairs, and propping himself between his clay-
more and the walls of the houses, or an occasional
pump-well as he passed it, reached the muster-place,
and holding himself very erect, gave, with great
emphasis, the command to “march.” His detach-
ment marched accordingly, and—here ends our story
for the present.
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