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ST. COLUMBA MADE THE SIGN OF THE CROSS AND THE GATES OPENED 

 

CHAPTER I 

COLUMBA  

Lying off the west coast of Scotland, not very far from 

the extreme end of the great island of Mull, is a small isle 

three miles and a half long by about one and a half broad, and 

this little island, not particularly attractive or differing much 

from any of the other hundreds of islands in the Atlantic, is 

yearly visited with reverence by crowds of people, who come 

out in a steamer from Oban and land here. To discover why, 

we must go back about twelve and a half centuries, to a time 

before there was any kind of settled government in any part of 

Scotland. The island was then as green as it is now, and on it, 

enclosed within a trench or ditch, were some curious primitive 

buildings; some of them were huts built of upright posts with 

wattles twined between. Two walls were usually thus made, a 

little distance apart, and between them was stuffed clay or 

mud, which, when hardened, formed a good protection against 

the cold winds. Only one of the huts was of any better 

appearance than the others, and that had wooden beams in it 

and was higher than the rest. There was also a roughly built 

little church, made of logs, and outside the ditch there were a 

few very rough sheds for cows, and a kiln.  

Within and about the enclosure walked grave-faced 

monks, clad in long stuff gowns, and wearing ropes as girdles; 

their feet were bare or covered by sandals, and their hair grew 

long. One, a tall, raw-boned, strongly built man, was 

addressed with special reverence, and even those who were 

grinding the corn in stone vessels stopped their work in respect 

as he went by, for he was Columba, their saintly abbot. No 

women were to be seen anywhere on the island, but if you had 

wandered down to the shore you would have discovered a fleet 

of boats, large and small, some merely formed of skins nailed 

over wooden ribs, others planked, but all of a very flimsy type; 

and, taking one of these boats and crossing a short distance to 
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another very tiny island, you would have found a community 

of nuns, dressed, in spite of the wild wet climate, in long 

gowns of white—on festival occasions at all events. Columba, 

like many another monk, distrusted women. He had at first 

even forbidden cows on his island, saying, "Where there is a 

cow there is a woman, and where there is a woman there is 

mischief "; but afterwards cows were permitted, though while 

he lived the nuns were banished. How came this strange, stern 

man here?  

He was of Irish birth, and as a child was christened 

"Columb," meaning "a dove"; but he does not seem to have 

been of a very dove-like disposition, for, as a young man, 

having borrowed a beautiful manuscript of the Psalms and 

copied it for his own use, he refused to give it up when the 

owner of the demanded it. The matter was submitted to one of 

the Irish chiefs, and he judged Columba wrong, saying: "To 

every cow belongs her calf, and to every book its copy."  

Columba was so angry that he incited his kinsmen to 

avenge the insult, and a great battle was fought, in which many 

were killed. Columba was charged with being the cause of so 

much slaughter, and was told that to free his soul from blood-

guiltiness he must convert as many souls to Christianity is he 

had caused to be killed. This was why he had set forth from 

Ireland, which was more or less Christian, in order to convert 

the wild Scots who had left Ireland, once called Scotia, before 

the spread of Christianity.  

Once settled on Iona, many flocked to Columba, and 

his fame spread far. However, he had not come to live a 

peaceful, but a strenuous, life; and he soon began to wander 

far and wide over Caledonia as a missionary. Through wild, 

unknown passes, in extremities of cold and hunger and peril, 

always on foot, he went, trusting to God to send him food. 

Thus for years and years he traversed what is now Scotland, 

until he died, worn out by privation and fatigue at the age of 

seventy-five, and was buried on his island. Thus was 

Christianity brought to Scotland. He was succeeded by many 

devoted and noble men, one of whom, Adamnan, is accounted 

only second to himself. But none of the buildings on Iona at 

this day date from that time. There is a fine cathedral, there are 

stone carvings, a little ruined chapel, a nunnery, and some very 

ancient tombs, but all of these, ancient as they seem, are 

hundreds of years later than Columba. The nuns came to the 

island when he died, and established there a celebrated 

nunnery; and the tomb of the Prioress, Anna, a very holy 

woman, who died 1543, is still shown. Iona was the burial-

place of the very early Scottish kings, and also of many chiefs, 

and there is something peculiarly solemn in these associations. 

No one can visit the little green island without feeling its 

solemnity.  
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CHAPTER II 

MACBETH AND THE WITCHES 

We are so much accustomed to looking upon Scotland 

as a whole that perhaps we may forget that it, like other 

countries, was originally split up into many divisions, and was 

rent and torn by internal fights. The very name Scotland was at 

first borrowed. Who were the Scots? They came from the 

neighboring island of Scotia, which we now call Ireland, and 

they brought the name with them.  

In early English history we read of the descents of the 

Picts and Scots from the North, just as we hear of the ravages 

of the Danes and Norsemen from over the sea. These Picts and 

Scots together inhabited Caledonia, which was the ancient 

name of Scotland, but they were quite distinct races. It is 

supposed that the Picts were the ancestors of the Highlanders 

and the Scots of the Lowlanders. The Highlanders are those 

people who belong to the hill country, as the name implies. If 

you drew a slanting line across Scotland from northeast to 

southwest, running along the Grampians, you would pretty 

fairly divide Scotland into Highlands and Lowlands. This 

leaves the outermost part of Aberdeenshire, Kincardineshire, 

Forfarshire, and all Fifeshire, as well as the country south of 

the Forth, to the Lowlands, though, as a matter of fact, there is 

a good deal of hilly country in the extreme south-western 

corner. There is an old saying, "Forth bridles the wild 

Highlander," meaning that the River Forth formed an obstacle 

which kept in check the Highlanders when they would have 

descended into the Lowlands to rob their brethren; but, as a 

matter of fact, the Forth is only a very partial boundary, and a 

good deal of what is included in the Lowlands really lies 

farther north, beyond the mouth of the river.  

It seems to have been only by chance that the whole 

country was called Scotland instead of Pictland, as it might 

easily have been.  

There has been much discussion, and many books have 

been written, to prove where the Picts came from. Some hold 

that they were a Teutonic race, like the Germans, and others 

that they were Celts, like the Irish and Welsh. The language 

still found in all out-of-the-way parts of the Highlands is 

Gaelic, which is a Celtic tongue, and it is now generally 

believed that the Picts were Celts. So that we must think of 

Caledonia as inhabited in the Lowlands by the Scots—who 

came over in colonies from Ireland—and by another strong, 

warlike race, the Picts, farther north. But the Picts did not hold 

the whole of the North by any means, for the Danes and 

Scandinavians landed in numbers for many generations, and a 

great part of the North, and also the western islands, were 

owned by them. Consequently, the country was inhabited by 

many different races of men, under many different chiefs, all 

at war with one another. It was not until the Battle of Largs, 

much later, that the power of the Norsemen in Scotland was 

broken.  

Caledonia was invaded by the Romans when they had 

established themselves in Britain, but, though they seem to 

have gone all over it, and have left abundant traces of their 

presence in camps and other relics, they really tried only to 

subdue it, so as to prevent the wild incursions of the Northmen 

into Britain, and not with the idea of establishing themselves 

there. There is a story, which may be true, that Pontius Pilate 

was born at Fortingall, not far from Perth. His father was a 

Roman ambassador, who was sent on a mission to one of the 

Scottish kings or chiefs, and it is fairly certain that he did 

come to Fortingall; thus it is possible that it was the birthplace 

of his son.  

The Romans built two walls: one of turf and earth, 

across from the Firth of Clyde to the Firth of Forth, and the 

other—a splendid bit of masonry, much of which exists to this 
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day—from the Solway to the Tyne. The boundaries between 

the two countries were then quite vague, and the power of 

some of the British kings ran up to the Forth; in fact, it was 

from a king of Northumbria, Edwin, that Edinburgh received 

its name, which means "Edwin's town," as he built the castle 

there in the seventh century; while Scottish kings claimed land 

on the western ride as far down as Carlisle until the Middle 

Ages.  

The real history of Scotland begins with Kenneth Mai 

Alpine, who was at first King of the Scots, and afterwards 

became King of the Picts too, either by marriage or 

inheritance. His capital was at Forteviot, near Perth, a place 

which is a very small village nowadays, and he was the first of 

the kings to be crowned at Scone.  

The Danes and Norsemen continued to descend upon 

the northern and eastern coasts of Scotland, and many 

succeeding kings spent all their time fighting them and driving 

them away.  

So far this has been a short sketch of Scottish history, 

not, perhaps, very interesting; but now we come to a story 

which is so well known and has been told with so much detail 

that it might have happened a few years ago. We may not 

believe exactly all the details, perhaps, but we can believe the 

main outlines of the story, for it is founded on fact.  

In the reign of a king named Duncan, there was a 

powerful Earl, or Thane, as he was then called, by name 

Macbeth. He lived in Elgin, which, as you know, is on the 

north of that great shoulder of Scotland which stretches out to 

the east. One day as Macbeth was returning home he met three 

weird, haggard old women. Now, in those days people 

believed in witches; so when they hailed him he stopped 

courteously, no doubt being afraid lest they might turn him 

into a rat, or something like that, if he disobeyed; but instead 

of that the first one called him Thane of Glamis, and the next 

Thane of Cawdor, and the third King of Scotland! If you ever 

visit Forres, which is not far from Elgin, you will have the 

very place on the road where this happened pointed out to you.  

Macbeth's father was Thane of Glamis, and when he 

arrived home he heard the news that his father was dead, and 

that he had succeeded him. More curious still, after a short 

time a message came that the Thane of Cawdor had displeased 

the King, who had taken away his title and bestowed it on 

Macbeth. These things interested Macbeth and his wife, who 

was an ambitious woman, very deeply, and they began to 

wonder if the words of the third witch might not come true 

also. Lady Macbeth had been married before, and her son, 

Lulach, had claims to the throne of Scotland. The idea of royal 

power grew and grew in her, and she so worked on her 

husband that, at last, when the King came to them on a visit, 

Macbeth slew him as he slept, and managed to put the guilt of 

the crime on to his two guards. The King had two young sons, 

who fled: the elder, Malcolm, going into England to seek for 

help. Macbeth thereupon became King.  

It is said that he was not happy, for he was haunted by 

his fearful crime—as well he might be. At length Macbeth 

went again to the witches, and asked their advice. They 

answered him that he might rest in peace, for the crown should 

never be taken from him until Birnam Wood advanced to the 

Hill of Dunsinane. The wood clothed the slopes of a hill about 

twelve miles distant from that of Dunsinane. Now, Macbeth 

had a castle at Dunsinane, which was one of his favorite 

residences; he had built it soon after he became King; now he 

fortified it to strengthen it, and made it one of his principal 

residences. He reigned for fourteen years, and all the time the 

young Prince Malcolm was growing up.  

When Malcolm had reached an age at which he could 

act for himself, he got together an army by the help of the 

King of England, and advanced to Scotland, making his way 

to Dunsinane, accompanied by another Scottish Thane called 

Macduff. Though Macbeth's heart trembled when he heard this 

news—for "conscience doth make cowards of us all"—he put 
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on a bold face, imagining that he should be safe forever, 

because it was surely impossible that a wood could advance to 

a hill.  

 

 
 

MACBETH AND THE WITCHES  

However, one morning one of his sentries sent down a 

message that from his high tower he saw an extraordinary 

sight: it seemed as if a wood of green trees was advancing on 

the castle! Macbeth, we may imagine, did not lose much time 

in mounting to the castle keep, and there he saw what 

appeared to be as the man had said. Now, in truth, Malcolm, 

not wishing to let the garrison see what the numbers of his 

men were as he advanced across the valley, had ordered every 

man to cut down a branch of a tree and hold it aloft over his 

head, and so it seemed as if the whole wood was sweeping 

onward to the castle.  

Macbeth's fear was so great that he lost all control of 

himself; his men, seeing him a coward, became cowards 

themselves, and the castle was easily taken. Some accounts 

say Macbeth was slain there and then; others, that he escaped 

and fled into Deeside, where he was caught and killed at 

Lumphanan. Wyntoun's chronicle gives this account:  

"Over the Mounth they dialed him there 

Intil the woods of Lumphanan,  

This Macbeth then slew they there 

In the wood of Lumphanan." 

The whole story of Macbeth is told very graphically by 

Shakespeare in his play of that name.  

Malcolm, who thus succeeded to the throne of his 

fathers, is numbered among the wisest of the Scottish Kings. 

He is generally known by his nickname of Malcolm Canmore, 

meaning Malcolm Greathead. He married Margaret, a sister of 

Edgar Atheling, the last of the Saxon Kings of England. Edgar 

had fled with his mother and sister before William the 

Conqueror. The little party of fugitives landed in the Firth, and 

were received by Malcolm, who fell in love with Margaret. 

She was in some ways even wiser than her husband, and so 

good that, after her death, she was known as St. Margaret. The 

bones of husband and wife lie together at Dunfermline.  
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CHAPTER III 

AN EMPTY THRONE 

Along the coast of Fife there are steep cliffs, some of 

which have broken away and lie in fragments on the coast 

below, so that the whole scene looks wild and desolate. It is 

probable that all this looks very much the same now as it did 

in 1286, when the King of Scotland, Alexander III., came 

riding along one cold day in March. He had been holding a 

council in Edinburgh, and there was not then—or, indeed, 

until quite modern times—a bridge over the Firth of Forth, at 

that time called Scots Water. The King had been ferried across 

the blusterous firth against the advice of his counselors, for he 

was anxious to join his queen, Joleta, his second wife, whom 

he had married only a few months before. In those days 

journeys were made on horseback, even by kings, and only 

women and weaklings went in litters. The darkness was 

growing, and the courtiers who had urged their master to wait 

were very anxious for his safety. They had reason indeed to 

fear, for, as the King rode along the cliffs, his horse gave a 

heavy stumble, throwing its rider over its head; he pitched 

over the cliffs, and, falling on the stones below, was instantly 

killed. With dismay his followers scrambled down and held up 

his head; it was evident to all that he would never speak again.  

As they looked at each other, realizing the truth, there 

was more even than sorrow for a good King and a fine man in 

their hearts, for this terrible disaster meant not only a loss, but 

confusion, to Scotland. The King had had three children by his 

first wife, but they were all dead. A son and daughter had 

grown up and married, but the son had left no children; and the 

daughter, who had been wife to the King of Norway, only one 

little girl. This child, therefore, was the heir to the throne; but 

what was one small girl across so many leagues of stormy 

water? Who would reign in Scotland?  

When the news was brought to the King's council they 

realized that unless the little Maid of Norway, as she was 

called, was brought soon to Scotland there would be civil war 

among the many other claimants to the throne; but there were 

no steamers or telegraph wires to carry news quickly in those 

days, and many months passed before the little girl started 

from Norway.  

The Norwegians landed in Orkney, which was at that 

time part of the dominions of the King of Norway, and then 

came the news that the child-queen was dead.  

With the death of the Maid of Norway in the Orkneys 

arose a host of claimants for the Scottish crown, but the only 

two who had any real right were Robert Bruce and John 

Baliol. These two were descended from sister princesses, the 

nearest in the line of succession. Baliol was grandson of the 

elder sister, and Bruce the son of the younger one. Therefore, 

according to our ideas, the claim of Baliol was certainly the 

best.  

The competitors agreed to submit their claims to King 

Edward I. of England, which was a risky thing to do, as 

Edward asserted that he himself was overlord of Scotland. It 

was rather as if an eagle had been called in to judge to which 

of two hawks a piece of meat belonged! Edward was only too 

glad of the opportunity, so he came up to Berwick with a 

mighty array of followers, who entered as eagerly as he did 

into the business. There were a great many meetings held at 

various places on the Border, and an immense amount of 

talking, and in the end the crown was adjudged to Baliol, but 

with the condition that he should acknowledge the King of 

England as his overlord. At this time Baliol was in the prime 

of life, while Bruce was a very old man of eighty-one; he was, 

indeed, too old to care to dispute the succession, but he had a 

son, Robert, who carried on the claim, and it was his son 

Robert, the grandson of the claimant, who eventually played 

so great a part in Scottish history.  
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John Baliol, who was a weak man, granted all that 

Edward asked, and by his leave was crowned at Scone on the 

Stone of Destiny. There was a legend which said that this 

stone was part of the pillow of stones on which Jacob rested 

when he saw the ladder of angels, and it was foretold that 

where ever that stone should be found there should Scottish 

kings reign. Baliol was the last King to be crowned on it in 

Scotland, though the legend was strangely fulfilled in later 

years. After the coronation, on November 30, 1292, troubles 

soon began. King Edward had made it quite clear that any 

persons who were disappointed in the judgments of Scottish 

courts might appeal to him, and a great many discontented 

applicants did so. Then Edward, who seemed bent on 

humiliating King John, went a step farther, and said that the 

Scottish King must appear in the English law-courts as a 

witness in such cases. This John refused to do, as he did not 

feel at all safe in going into England. However, Edward 

insisted, and put such pressure on him that at last he yielded, 

and traveled up to London. When he was there he was 

browbeaten and humiliated by the judges, and finally ordered 

to give up three of his strongest castles to the English King. 

Baliol was a mild and amiable man, and he dared not refuse 

definitely, so he said he must go back to Scotland to consult 

his own Parliament.  

Just at this time Philip of France, who claimed to be 

overlord to King Edward in respect of the land he held in 

France, summoned Edward, as Edward had summoned Baliol, 

and threatened if he did not appear he would seize his French 

dominions. Edward, who was not at all like King John in 

disposition, went over wrathfully to France to fight the 

question out, and Baliol was allowed to return to Scotland.  

When he reached home, he and his Parliament sent 

over a message to France, and offered to enter into alliance 

with the French people against England. This was gladly 

accepted; King Philip promised to assist Scotland in case of an 

invasion by England, and meantime asked the Scots to harass 

the English on the Border and annoy them in every way while 

Edward was away in France. The Scots never needed much 

urging to do this, and they set to work gleefully, whereupon 

Edward, as soon as he could get away from France, collected a 

large army, and swept northward. In Berwick every Scot was 

put to the sword, women and children as well as men; it is said 

that about 7,000 people were slaughtered and that the streets 

ran with blood. Then Edward passed on to Dunbar and took 

that also. There was no one to resist him, and so he went to 

Scone, and seized the Stone of Destiny, and sent it back to 

Westminster to be enclosed in the throne on which the Kings 

of England were crowned; he also took the Holy Rood from 

which Holyrood gains its name. At length he got as far north 

as Brechin, and here the poor-spirited Baliol humbly came to 

him, and gave in on every point. He was sent a prisoner to 

England, and afterwards allowed to live on his lands in 

Normandy; from henceforth he played no part in Scottish 

history.  

It was not long before another name rose to 

prominence in Scotland—that of William Wallace. He was the 

son of a knight and landed gentle man, and was by birth and 

education of the upper classes. He was of gigantic stature and 

fine appearance; it is said that none could wield his sword. His 

wrath against the English first burst into flame at Lanark. His 

wife was living there, and there he visited her, though he had 

to do so secretly, for Lanark was garrisoned by English 

soldiers, and Wallace had already, by his haughty defiance of 

his country's enemies, drawn attention to himself. 

Unfortunately, on one of these visits he came in contact with 

the soldiers, and a brawl followed. His wife, seeing him in 

danger, opened the door of her house, through which he 

escaped by the back way into safety. Then the dastards fell 

upon the woman and killed her. Little wonder was it that 

Wallace returned by night, and set fire to the place, killing all 

whom he could reach, among them William Hazelrigg, the 

English sheriff. Wallace was now an outlaw. He gathered 

together men as brave and desperate as himself, and in the 
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name of King John, still nominally King of Scotland, he defied 

King Edward. His first great fight with the English took place 

at Stirling.   

 

 
 

WALLACE AT THE BATTLE OF FALKIRK  

Perhaps you know the main features of Stirling, how 

the castle stands high on its crag above the winding Forth, 

which was then crossed just by the one old bridge. Wallace 

took up a strong position beneath a steep hill called the Abbey 

Craig, a little distance from the town. On three sides was the 

Forth, which here loops round, almost doubling on itself, and 

on the fourth this crag. The English, under the Earl of Surrey, 

came up with the Scots at this point, but to reach them had to 

cross the river. Wallace, who was a born general, allowed 

some of them to come over, and when he thought that it was 

time to make a move, he sent men to guard the bridge and cut 

the English army in half. A scene of wild confusion followed. 

Many of the English were driven into the river, others crushed 

back upon their comrades behind, breaking their ranks, and the 

defeat was complete. After this victory Wallace was elected 

Governor of Scotland, and was knighted.  

The wrath of Edward of England may be imagined 

when he heard of this presumption! He had not been in 

Scotland himself at the time of the disaster, but though an old 

man of over sixty, he quickly advanced with one of his 

wonderful swoops northward. The Scots, hearing of his 

coming, laid their own country waste south of the Forth, in 

order that he should not find any food or any man to give him 

directions. However, in spite of this, the English came up with 

Wallace at Falkirk, and in spite of a brave resistance they beat 

his forces completely and dispersed them. Then Edward went 

back to Carlisle.  

From this time there was a change in the position of 

Wallace—perhaps the other leading Scots were jealous of 

him—and he seems to have lost his hold on his countrymen. It 

is even said by some that he was forced to leave his country 

for a time, and that he went over to France. Meantime Edward 

made another sortie into Scotland, and besieged Caerlaverock, 

one of the most picturesque of all the Scottish castles, standing 

close to the Solway, just where the River Nith runs in. Vessels 

came up the Solway to bear food to the English army; 

doubtless some of them stuck on the sandbanks when the tide 

ran out, as it does here very far and very fast. Huts were built 
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to house the soldiers and great engines were pushed forward to 

the edge of the moat. These flung stones to batter down the 

walls, and at every great hit, while the splinters and the dust 

flew, there was a roar of triumph. After several days superior 

force told, and the garrison had to give in. When they came 

out, behold, there were only sixty of them, to the amazement 

of the English, who had expected far more judging from the 

resistance which had been offered.  

But a greater siege than Caerlaverock was that of 

Stirling. This was in the spring of 1303, when Edward, having 

completed peace with France, was free to deal with Scotland 

in the full power of his might. He came north and ranged about 

the country almost unresisted, except by Stirling Castle, which 

he passed on his march northward, and also in returning. Then 

he made his attack.  

For more than three months the castle stood against 

every engine of war then devised. Battering-rams were 

brought into play, missiles flung by engines, even lumps of 

lead were employed, as well as stones, and it is said Edward 

had the lead stripped from the church roofs for use, a deed 

which afterwards caused him great remorse. But all this had 

little effect on the strong walls. It was to starvation at last that 

the garrison, under Olifant the governor, capitulated. One 

hundred and forty men came forth in their shirts, with ropes 

round their necks, to kneel before the victor. Edward was not 

always cruel, though strong and ambitious, and in this case he 

spared their lives; but there was one man he would not spare, 

and that was Wallace, now back in Scotland. His great victory 

at Stirling had inflicted a blow on the pride of England that 

such a soldier at heart as Edward could never forgive.  

Proclamations and rewards were offered for his 

capture, and though he evaded danger for some time, he was 

caught at last in Glasgow, and carried off captive to England.  

In regard to him Edward was ruthless. Wallace, it is 

true, went through the mockery of a trial at Westminster, but 

his fate was sealed before the trial. He was condemned to be 

hanged, drawn, and quartered, and when the sentence had been 

carried out, his head was set up on London Bridge, and his 

arms and legs distributed to Newcastle, Berwick, Stirling and 

Perth, to strike terror into all who might be tempted to defy 

King Edward.  

Aberdeen has the finest statue of Wallace existing, a 

huge monument in bronze, a splendid piece of work, and 

beneath it are inscribed the proud words of the patriot in his 

message to Edward: "Tell your master we are not come to 

treat, but to fight, and make Scotland free."  
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CHAPTER IV 

BRUCE, THE KING 

Very early one winter morning, when the first faint 

breaking of the day showed snow lying on the ground, three 

men rode forth from one of the least conspicuous of the gates 

of the Palace of Westminster. The horses shuffled queerly, 

seemed indeed uncertain of their footing, and once or twice 

nearly came down. The horsemen, however, rode carefully and 

not very fast. When they reached the outskirts of London, 

which were much more accessible then than now, they stopped 

before a tavern where fresh horses were waiting, and laughing 

heartily, looked back on their tracks. These were indeed 

peculiar, because the growing light revealed clearly three 

tracks, but it seemed as if the three horses had been going 

toward London, instead of coming from it! The mystery was 

explained when the ostler, lifting one of the horses' feet, 

revealed the shoes nailed on backwards. This ruse was to 

prevent the riders being followed.  

The leader of the little group was a finely built, good-

looking man of thirty or thereabouts; his name was Robert 

Bruce, and he was the grandson of the claimant, and destined 

to play a much larger part in the fortunes of his country than 

ever did his grandsire. The family of Bruce was descended 

from a Norman baron, and was by origin no more Scotch than 

English. The Bruces held lands in both countries, and owed 

allegiance to King Edward. But in spite of this the third Robert 

had determined to cut himself free from the ties which bound 

him to King Edward, and to devote himself to Scotland. Up to 

this time he had always been Edward's man. He had been 

present at the siege of Stirling, and had even helped in the 

search for Wallace, though ideas of revolt were smoldering in 

him then. It must have been the sudden outburst of a long 

hidden feeling that made him ride off in the night to seek his 

fortune in the north, and by doing so without the King's leave, 

to defy him and disclaim his authority.  

The journey, besides being long, must have been 

difficult in the wintry weather, but the men were hardy, and 

arrived in Dumfries in fifteen days none the worse. At 

Dumfries there befell an adventure which made a mark on 

Bruce's life. The title of the Earl of Comyn to the Scottish 

throne was only second to Baliol's. He had married Baliol's 

sister, and their son, the Red Comyn, as he was called, held the 

right to the Scottish throne now that Baliol was as good as 

dead. It was this man whom Bruce met at Dumfries. The 

meeting took place in the church of the Grey Friars, and it can 

never be definitely known what passed between the two men. 

The usually accepted story is that Bruce urged his cousin to 

help him in freeing Scotland, suggesting that either he should 

take Comyn's estates, and support his claim to the throne, or 

that Comyn should take his and support his claim. It is said the 

Red Comyn refused either alternative. Another version tells 

that Bruce on his flight from London had met a messenger 

carrying letters to King Edward, betraying him, and that he 

now accused Comyn of treachery.  

However it was, the quarrel grew fierce, and Bruce 

drew his dagger and struck at the Earl, wounding him, and 

then ran forth, telling his men that something very serious had 

happened, and that he believed Comyn was dead. One of his 

followers thereupon went into the church, and finding Comyn 

wounded, but not dead, finished him off, crying: "I'll mak' 

siccar[sure]." This was not only murder, but sacrilege, because 

it took place in a consecrated building, and it was indeed a 

serious matter. The knowledge of this, and that they were now 

marked men, seems to have made the followers of Bruce lose 

their heads; they attacked the courts where the English judges 

were sitting, and, capturing them, drove them back into 

England. When the news spread, as it did immediately, the 

Scots, who had only needed a leader, rose all around, and set 

upon the hated English. Bruce went to his own castle of 
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Lochmaben, not far from Dumfries, and hundreds flocked to 

his standard. As Comyn was dead, there was no one to dispute 

his right to the throne, and only six weeks after the murder he 

went to Scone to be crowned.  

A strange ceremony it must have been. All the robes 

and the regalia, besides the sacred stone, had been carried off 

by Edward, so some of the Bishop's robes were used on the 

occasion. Ever since the days of Macbeth the right of placing 

the crown on the king's head had lain with the family of 

Macduff, who had assisted King Malcolm against Macbeth. 

The head of the house at this date was a young man who was 

far away, and who, possibly, was a partisan of the English, so 

his sister, the Countess of Buchan, volunteered to supply his 

place. This brave lady had double reason to fear such an 

action, for her husband was a staunch adherent of King 

Edward and a member of the family of the slain Comyn. Still, 

to her honor, she stood forth and crowned King Robert. (The 

head of the house of Macduff at the present day is the Duke of 

Fife, who married the eldest daughter of King Edward VII.)  

Terrible was the wrath of Edward when this became 

known; the audacity of the proceeding seems to have almost 

bereft him of speech.  

It was not long before he laid hold of the gallant 

Countess, and he devised a punishment for her with fiendish 

cruelty. He had a large wicker cage made, in which the 

unfortunate lady was confined; this was hung upon the walls 

of the castle of Berwick, so that she was in public view; and 

here she endured captivity for six years, while the Earl of 

Buchan fought for and upheld the English king who had thus 

wreaked vengeance on his (Buchan's) wife!  

But Edward's time was nearing the end. He collected 

the most mighty host that ever had been seen, and advanced 

northward, vowing to crush forever the presumptuous Bruce; 

but he died at Burgh-on-Sands, on the banks of the Solway, 

within sight of Scotland, at the age of nearly seventy. His son, 

Edward II., who succeeded him, carried on the war against 

Scotland, but not in the same whole-hearted manner. 

Moreover, he was not of the same stamp as his soldier-father, 

and had not his ability.  

The English were not the only enemies Bruce had to 

fear; the men of Lorn, who were allied to the house of Comyn, 

had sworn to be revenged on him, and perhaps he had more to 

dread from their animosity than from the open war of the 

English. For the next few years Bruce lived the life of a hunted 

outcast. The anointed King of Scotland lived in caves and 

fought hand-to-hand with foot-soldiers. Many stories are told 

of his prowess and hardihood.  

On one occasion three men of Lorn, on foot, attacked 

him when he was alone and in armor on horseback. They tried 

to throw him by heaving his foot up out of the stirrup; this was 

a common trick, for once on the ground an armed man could 

not get up again easily, and was at the mercy of his foes. But 

Bruce, with his battle-axe, managed to kill all three. One of 

them, a Macdougall, clutching at him in a death-throe, tore 

away the great brooch which fastened his plaid, and held it 

even in death. The brooch is still in the possession of the 

family of the Macdougalls of Dunollie.  

The well-known story of the spider, which has become 

traditional, though apparently without any foundation in fact, 

tells how Bruce, discouraged and weary, lay in a cave, and 

idly watched a spider trying to reach a certain point; six times 

she tried, and six times fell, but the seventh she succeeded, and 

encouraged by this exhibition of patience, the king took heart 

again, and went forth, cheered, to renew the fight.  

There is hardly any district below the Caledonian 

Canal where there are not reminiscences of Bruce's 

wanderings; the Isle of Arran, being near to the coast of Ayr, 

where lay his own district of Carrick and his castle of 

Turnberry, held by the English, was a favorite haunt. All the 

Southern Highlands, as the wilds of Galloway are called, were 

often trodden by him. Around Loch Lomond he slept in the 

open; Loch Awe, with the stern Pass of Brander, where the 
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inky screes fall to the black water precipitously, saw some of 

his most desperate adventures. Even far Aberdeenshire saw 

something of him.  

It is impossible to tell a tithe of the stories which 

gathered round the gallant king. However, we have a record of 

them in a fine epic poem called "The Bruce," written by 

Archdeacon Barbour, who was a boy of nine when King 

Robert died, and so was very close to the actual events. 

Barbour is fairly accurate, yet he confuses the king with his 

own father and his grandfather, the claimant, so his history 

must not always be Trusted. The poem is in the style of the 

Middle Ages and is difficult to follow, though anyone who 

takes the trouble to master it will be well repaid.  

The turning-point of King Robert's career was the 

celebrated Battle of Bannockburn, the greatest fight in Scottish 

history.  

It arose about the possession of the castle of Stirling, 

which, as we have repeatedly seen, was the key to so much of 

Scotland. The ancient name of Stirling was Strivelyng, 

meaning the Town of Strife and no more appropriate meaning 

could it have  

You will remember that King Edward had captured the 

castle after a three months' siege, and it had since remained in 

English hands. It was the last fortress held by the English, as 

Bruce's men had steadily made their way through the country 

and been successful everywhere. Sir Thomas Randolph, a 

nephew of King Robert, began to besiege Stirling before the 

end of the year 1313, and at length, after much parley, it was 

agreed with Mowbray, the governor, that the castle should 

surrender if not relieved by the English before the Feast of St. 

John the Baptist, which is on the 24th of June. Even the weak 

King Edward II. felt that a great effort must be made to relieve 

the castle before that date; accordingly he began to make 

preparations on a vast scale, and himself came northward with 

his army to rescue it.  

Bruce, realizing how much depended on this fight, 

chose his ground with great judgment, and thoroughly 

prepared it. He had pits dug and lightly covered with 

brushwood, so that they honeycombed the flat ground and 

made it impossible for cavalry; instruments called calthrops, 

three-pointed spikes, intended to throw or lame the horses, 

were freely scattered in the grass. About a mile or two from 

Stirling stands the bore stone on which the standard of 

Scotland was planted that day, and the study of the field from 

this eminence is a matter of undying interest to military men, 

though, of course, the conditions of a battle were totally 

different in those days from what they would be now.  

On the eve of the battle a strange contest took place 

between the lines of the two forces, for Bruce himself met Sir 

Humphry de Bohun in single combat and clove him with his 

battle-axe.  

"High in his stirrups stood the King,  

And gave his battle-axe the swing. 

Right on De Boune, the whiles he passed,  

Fell that stern dint—the first—the last!— 

Such strength upon the blow was put,  

The helmet crashed like hazel-nut." 

This is from Scott's poem, "The Lord of the Isles," 

which may be read with interest because of the vivid picture it 

gives of many of Bruce's wanderings, though the author 

follows Barbour and sacrifices fact to fiction in making King 

Robert the same man as the claimant his grandfather! Bruce 

has been blamed for risking his life before the battle thus, as 

his death would have meant confusion for Scotland; it is said 

that his courtiers remonstrated with him, and that he appeared 

sensible of the justice of their rebuke.  

The great fight took place on June 23, only the day 

before the relief had to be effected, and extreme must have 

been the excitement within the castle walls. It is stated that the 

Scots under Bruce were about 40,000, while the English were 

not far short of 100,000.  
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The real fight was fierce and long; the Scots were 

armed with claymores, spears, and axes, and fought hand-to-

hand with a terrible ferocity. The accuracy of the English 

archers bothered them terribly, for these men could aim so 

accurately as to place an arrow even in the joints of mail. At 

length, however, the worst of them were driven off by cavalry, 

and the spearmen continued their wild work. The tide was 

turned and the day was won by the appearance of a number of 

Scottish camp-followers on the crest of a hill, whom the 

English, already demoralized, mistook for reinforcements; 

therefore they fled, leaving 30,000 dead on the field.  

Stirling was in the hands of Bruce; he was now King 

indeed, and Scotland was free.  

Peace was not by any means concluded immediately 

after Bannockburn; the rest of King Robert's reign was full of 

fighting. Once indeed the invasion of an army from England in 

the old style had to be met, and once the Scots invaded 

England, while Border warfare and skirmishes were frequent; 

but still, after Bannockburn, he was established firmly on the 

throne, and held his country as a whole.  

King Robert's son David succeeded him as David II., 

and on his death without heirs the throne was inherited by 

Robert II., grandson of the first King Robert through his 

daughter Marjory. Marjory had married Walter, the High 

Steward, and their son was the first of the Stewarts or Stuarts 

to sit upon the Scottish throne. In this line eventually the two 

kingdoms of England and Scotland became united as Great 

Britain.  

CHAPTER V 

JAMES I AND HIS NOBLES 

On a blustering day in March, 1496, the North Sea was 

churned by the wind from the east, and rose in great grey 

billows, driving nearer to the English coast a little fleet of 

ships that were sailing south-ward. They were very small ships 

indeed, with high poops and masts, and though they rode 

buoyantly they had a clumsy appearance. They were decorated 

with many flags and small pennons, which fluttered in the 

wind. One of them flew the flag of Scotland, and the sails 

were wrought with curious work. At one end of this vessel, 

sheltered from the wind by a little group of nobles, was a 

small, fair-haired boy of about eleven years old. He was 

looking eagerly at a speck far away on the grey water, which 

was hidden sometimes by the waves and then it came into 

sight again. They told him it was an English ship, but that he 

need fear nothing, for England and Scotland were not at war, 

yet the anxious looks and muttered sentences passing from one 

to another would have told a stupider child than young Prince 

James of Scotland that his courtiers were more afraid than 

their words implied.  

Prince James was being sent by his father, King Robert 

III of Scotland, to live for a while in France, for his own 

safety. King Robert had now been King for fifteen years, ever 

since the death of his father, Robert II. He had been christened 

John, but the Scots did not like the name, which was 

associated with King John Baliol, so when he ascended the 

throne he became Robert too. He had been crippled by a kick 

from a horse, and he never really ruled: his younger brother, 

whose name was actually Robert, becoming Regent, and 

governing the kingdom for him. This brother was a very 

determined and ambitious man, and when the King's eldest son 

David, who was sixteen years older than James, came of age, 
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and took the power into his own hands, his uncle did not like it 

at all. David was created Duke of Rothesay, and his uncle 

Duke of Albany, and this was the first time the title of Duke 

was used in Scotland. David was wild and high-spirited, and 

his uncle made the most of it, spreading tales against him, and 

trying to make the people hate him. At last he went further, 

and seized David and carried him off, finally making him 

prisoner in his own magnificent castle at Falkland. The old 

King apparently could do nothing, and there was no one else 

powerful enough to interfere, for two years earlier the Queen 

had died.  

The young Duke of Rothesay never left Falkland alive; 

a terrible story was whispered, that he had been murdered by 

his uncle—starved to death, they said—and if you visit 

Falkland, the very chamber in which the wretched young man 

is said to have pined away is pointed out.  

King Robert feared for his younger boy the fate of the 

elder, and he sent James to St. Andrews, where he lived in the 

Bishop's strong castle, and was taught by him. He stayed there 

two years, and afterwards the first university in Scotland was 

founded there by the Bishop. Then the King resolved to send 

the boy to France, so the Earl of Orkney was told to 

accompany him, and sometime in February or March the little 

vessel bearing the King's son sailed from the Forth. France 

was at that time a friend to Scotland, and the French Court was 

one of the most fashionable in the world.  

The ship made slow progress, and seems to have taken 

days before it even got so far south as to be off the Yorkshire 

coast. James had had time to get over his sea-sickness, and, 

though no doubt he felt rather lonely, he was able to take an 

interest in all that went on around him.  

The sight therefore of the English warship which 

rapidly approached was watched by him with eagerness. She 

was a fine ship, painted red, with great gold figures standing 

up at the bows, and there were armed men on board. Presently 

she signaled to the Scottish ships to stop. They could not 

disobey, being merely convoys without any arms, though the 

Scots were in consternation, wondering if the English knew 

the King's son was passing. There were no newspapers in 

those days, no telegraphs to carry news, and the whole affair 

had been kept secret. It was only when the commander came 

on board, and openly demanded the Prince, that they guessed 

there had been treachery, and that the Duke of Albany had 

found means to let the English know in order that his nephew 

might be captured.  

James therefore was taken prisoner, and carried off to 

London without a blow being struck in his defense. His father 

died a few days later, so that it is hardly possible he even 

heard that his son had been captured. By his death James 

became King, but, as he was kept in England, his uncle, the 

Duke of Albany, still continued to rule in Scotland.  

It was perhaps really the most fortunate thing that 

could have happened to James, because if he had been in 

Scotland he would have been quite at the Duke's mercy, and it 

is hardly likely he would have been allowed to reach 

manhood, whereas in England he was well-treated and 

educated, and earned good manners and courtly ways. When 

he began his long captivity Henry IV. was King, and he lodged 

the young Prince in the Tower and allowed him to have books 

and tutors. As the years went on and he grew to manhood, he 

used to long to get away to Scotland, and made many attempts 

to come to an agreement with the King of England—attempts 

which the Duke of Albany always managed to stop. His own 

son Murdoch was set free in 1415, and returned to Scotland.  

Meantime Henry V. had ascended the throne; he used 

to tempt the Scottish King by saying that he would let him go 

if James would do him homage, acknowledging him overlord 

of Scotland, but if not he should be kept a lifelong prisoner. 

Though James must have been sorely tempted at times, he 

never gave in, or made any such rash promises.  

In I420 Henry V. took him over to France, with which 

country he was at war; and James learnt the art of war, though 
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it must have seemed odd to him to be in the English camp 

when the French were his allies. Again, two years later he 

went with the King, and this time some Scottish soldiers had 

come to the aid of France, and Henry tried to make them go 

back by saying they were fighting against their own King; then 

when he took them prisoners he hanged them, saying 

ironically they were traitors.  

During the time that James was at Windsor Castle, the 

windows of his rooms looked out on to a garden, and he could 

see the River Thames. He was studiously inclined, and used to 

write a good deal, and there is a long poem supposed to be by 

him, called "The Kingis Quhair"; but, though for many years it 

has always been granted that he wrote it, lately some scholars 

deny this, and say that it was made up by someone else. In it 

are some verses describing how the King looked out of his 

window into the green garden, and there saw  

"The fairest and the freshest young flower That ever I 

saw me-thought, before that hour."  

This was one of the ladies of the Court, Lady Joan 

Beaufort, a cousin of the King, Henry V.  

James lost his heart to the lady and she to him, and for 

once the course of true love ran smooth, because King Henry 

thought it would be no bad thing if he allowed his prisoner to 

be married to an English bride, and then go home to his own 

country. Thus it was arranged, and as a man of thirty, after 

having been over eighteen years prisoner, James was set free. 

He married Lady Joan in Southwark Cathedral on the eve of 

St. Valentine's Day, and they went north together. But he did 

not get off altogether free, for he had to pay a large bill of 

£30,000, which the English claimed for his education and 

keep, but which was really a kind of ransom.  

Now began a new life for James. His cousin Murdoch 

was in authority in Scotland, having succeeded his father as 

Duke of Albany, and one of the first things James did after 

being crowned at Scone—though, alas not on the historic 

stone—was to seize Murdoch and his sons, and after a trial, 

during which it was shown that they had not acted loyally, 

they were beheaded at Stirling, all except the youngest, who 

got away. Though James seemed quiet, he was a clever and a 

strong man, and he knew how to rule. When he returned to his 

native land, he said, by the help of God, he would "make the 

key keep the castle and the furze-bush the cow throughout the 

realm," by which he meant he would put down robbery and 

lawlessness. He was crowned in 1424, and the next year a 

daughter was born to him. This was the beginning of a large 

family, ten children altogether; eight were girls, and there were 

twin boys, of whom one died as a baby.  

In 1436, when their boy was only six years old, the 

King and Queen Joan went to spend Christmas at Perth, which 

was then the capital of Scotland, and was called St. John's 

Town. They stayed with all their retinue in a monastery, as 

was the custom in those days. Even after Christmas and well 

on into February they remained there, with feasting and games 

going on continually. Now James, though beloved by the 

people, was too strong to be popular with the nobles. He had 

treated them sternly, and put them down with a ruthless hand. 

Among them were two who thought they had claims to the 

Scottish throne, and another, Sir Robert Graham, who, 

although he had no such claim, thought he had a grievance, 

and had spoken bitterly and in public against the King. He had 

had to fly to the Highlands after this, and spent his time 

creating disturbances. Thus in spite of all the feasting and 

gaiety it was an anxious time for the King, knowing that there 

were plots against him among his own subjects.  

On February 20, when the King was at the monastery, 

he stood chatting late with the Queen and her ladies before 

going to bed. He stood by the hearth, where there was an open 

grate with some blazing logs on it, warming himself. The King 

made a jest, but even as the words were on his lips a roar was 

heard outside, and then a wild shouting succeeded it, while the 

blaze of torches showed through the wide cracks of the door. 
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In a moment his face grew stern; he knew what it was; it 

seemed almost as if he had expected it. His enemies had risen 

against him, and were forcing their way in!  

His keen eyes glanced at the door, and he saw that the 

great bar of iron, which used to shoot through the two strong 

staples and so hold the door like a bolt, had been removed. 

Some traitor inside the monastery had been at work. James 

was brave enough, but he was unarmed. What use would it be 

for him to stand there to be butchered by a mob? He looked 

about for a way of escape; the windows were too strongly 

barred to be possible. Suddenly he remembered that under the 

floor ran a drain or vault, so telling the women to hold the 

door a second or two if possible, he seized the tongs, and with 

their help pried up a board in the flooring.  

The rabble was already in the passage, and the united 

weight of the women against the door could offer little 

resistance to their entrance. Then one devoted to the King, 

brave as he was brave, and of a noble race, Catherine Douglas, 

thrust her round white arm through the two strong staples in 

place of the missing bolt. It served the purpose, holding for a 

few seconds while James dropped into the black hole, pulling 

back the slab into place over his head. Then as the brave girl 

sank back, fainting with the agony of her broken arm, the mob 

rushed in, headed by Sir Robert Graham. The Queen and the 

ladies cowered back, holding their breath while the armed men 

flew round the room with cries of disappointment, and in their 

fury struck even at the women, wounding the Queen. They 

were armed with swords, and axes, and knives, and they dived 

into the chests and under the hangings, pitching about the 

chairs and benches in their haste. Then some dashed out again, 

shouting that the King had escaped, but others examined the 

room more closely, for secret passages and hiding-places were 

frequent in those days. Then with a yell they sprang upon the 

board which bore signs of having been moved.  

When the King had dropped into his hiding-place he 

was full of hope, for it was the opening of a passage leading 

out into a courtyard where tennis was played, but as he 

stumbled along he remembered with a sinking of heart that 

only a day or so before he had given orders for it to be blocked 

up, as his balls fell into the hole. Alas! the order had been only 

too completely carried out; there was no escape in that 

direction. He waited, therefore, listening to the rush of feet 

overhead with more excitement than fear, for he had been 

accustomed for long to living in the midst of danger.  

Then came the shout of triumph, the gleam of light 

from above, and his enemies fell in upon him one after the 

other. Though King James had only his fists, he stood up and 

fought fiercely, so fiercely that the marks of his fingers were 

still on the bodies of his foes when they were taken to 

execution afterwards. However, numbers told, and he sank at 

last with sixteen wounds in his breast alone.  

The horrible scuffle in the dark hole was ended; his 

body, disheveled and bleeding, was dragged forth, and his son, 

the little boy of six, became James II.  

It is satisfactory to know that all the murderers were 

shortly afterwards executed, but dreadful to learn that, 

according to the barbarous notions of the time, they were 

tortured first. It was a rude age, in spite of the brave men and 

devoted women who lived in it.  
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CHAPTER VI 

JAMES IV AND FLODDEN FIELD 

The sun was dropping down the western sky, sending 

long slanting lines of light across the rolling country, where 

seventy-four years earlier had been fought the tremendous 

battle of Bannockburn. That day there had been another fight: 

that was evident from the number of armed men standing in 

groups, or to be seen in the distance against the skyline, and 

from the stragglers who were dispersing over the country. 

Only a small fight apparently, for no dead were to be seen, and 

that it was no great national contest for existence was to be 

gathered from the fact that on both sides were Scots.  

A tall, splendidly dressed man on a grey horse spurred 

hastily from the field, and the amazement on the faces of those 

who saw him, mingled with the respect with which they 

saluted him, showed that he was someone of importance, as, 

indeed, was the case, for this was the King himself, James III., 

son of James II., and grandson of the King who had died so 

horribly at Perth. Yet though his army was large and remained 

on the field, the King fled, for in his cars there rang a prophecy 

which had troubled him for long, a prophecy that he should die 

by the hand of his nearest of kin. So much had this saying 

overshadowed his life that he had actually found a pretext to 

put his brother to death, lest in him it should be fulfilled; and 

now, at the Battle of Sauchieburn, where he had fought against 

his own nobles, it had suddenly come home to him that it 

might refer to his son James, then only a lad of fifteen, who 

was in the ranks of the rebels.  

Stricken with sudden terror at the thought, the King 

spurred his horse and rode away. At full speed he went, 

leaping the Bannockburn in his course, and as he did so a 

woman, who had been filling her pitcher at the stream, sprang 

up startled from amid the tussocks of grass, and in her turn 

frightened the horse, which, rearing, flung its rider over its 

head. The King, striking heavily on the hard ground, lay 

unconscious, and the woman, horrified at what she had done, 

rushed to the mill nearby, which was her home, and brought 

help. King James was laid upon a bed, and on recovering 

consciousness told them who he was, and asked for a priest. 

The woman ran out in search of one, and meeting a stranger, 

told him of her quest; he said he was himself a priest, and 

stooping at the low entrance of the mill-door, he passed over 

to the bed, and there, before the astonished couple could stop 

him, he stabbed the King again and again, and fled away!  

Thus died James III., and his son James IV. reigned in 

his stead. Yet it is said that in his remorse for his part in that 

day's work the new King wore ever after round his body, 

beneath his clothes, an iron belt, to which he added a link 

every year.  

It was through his marriage that the crowns of England 

and Scotland were, many years later, finally united, for when 

he was thirty years old he married Margaret, slaughter of 

Henry VII., King of England. As it happened, this King Henry 

left only one surviving son, who became Henry VIII., and 

when he died his three children, Edward VI., Mary, and 

Elizabeth, reigned in turn, and then, as there were no more 

English heirs, the crown came to the descendants of Queen 39) 

?> Margaret of Scotland, and so a Scottish line of Kings 

reigned in England.  

However, for the time, instead of uniting the two 

kingdoms, the marriage seemed to make things worse between 

them. King Henry VII. of England was a miser, and his son 

was little better, though liberal enough in spending money on 

his own pleasures. He refused to give up the jewels and money 

which his sister Margaret should have inherited from their 

father, and this irritated the Scots, so that when England began 

a war with France, the Scots, who were always friendly with 

France, broke out into war too, and thence arose the disastrous 

Battle of Flodden Field, the saddest in all Scottish history.  
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THE NEWS OF FLODDEN FIELD  

Men were summoned from all parts of the country to 

support the King on his march into England, and they replied 

to the number of thousands. Brave was the force that 

assembled on the slopes, now a part of Edinburgh known as 

Morningside. Seldom, indeed, had the Edinburgh folk seen 

such an array of banners and plumes, and flashing swords, and 

brilliant armor. Nearly the whole of the Scottish nobility were 

there, and the preparations were like those for a gigantic 

pageant.  

With 50,000 men the King crossed the Border into 

Northumberland, and took up his position on rising ground 

above the River Till. His army was not quite close to the river, 

for there was a flat space between them and it, and, seeing this, 

the English commander, Surrey, who had arrived with an 

opposing force, sent his men over to the same side as the 

Scots. He ran a dreadful risk by doing this, for had King James 

attacked him while the army was defiling across, as Wallace 

had attacked the English in like case at Stirling, he would have 

had a great advantage; however, he failed to make use of his 

opportunity. The English then formed up on the plain, and at 

four o'clock in the afternoon the Scots came down upon them, 

and the battle began. Even with the advantage they gained 

from descending the hill the Scots could make no impression 

on the steady English ranks, which stood shoulder to shoulder, 

and did not give way an inch.  

The King fell at length, and almost all his nobles with 

him. Never was there such a terrible day of mourning and loss 

for Scotland; her noblest sons lay dead in hundreds, her army 

was almost wiped out, and it is said that the whole peerage 

descended into a new generation almost at once, the sons 

taking on the titles of their dead fathers. Long did Scotland 

remember Flodden, and bitter were the laments of the women 

when the news was brought by the despairing fugitives to 

Scotland. No one knows where lies the body of King James. It 

was carried up to London, and the burial place is unrecorded. 

His son James, a boy of only a year old, became James V. of 

Scotland.  
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CHAPTER VII 

THE TRAGEDY OF A QUEEN 

The lakes in Scotland are called lochs, with one 

exception, and that is the Lake of Menteith, not far from the 

famous Trossachs. There are some islands on this lake, and on 

one of them, called Inchmahome, which means the Island of 

Rest, there are the ruins of a monastery. Many, many years 

ago—to be exact, in 1547—a little girl of five, called Mary, 

ran about and played on this island, beneath the chestnuts 

where the rooks cawed and quarreled, and built their nests. In 

the early spring, when the snow-drops pushed up their little 

white buds through the soil, she was the first to see them, and 

when the wild daffodils dotted the ground under the trees she 

it was who gathered them in handfuls, and no one stopped her, 

for she was the Queen of Scotland.  

The monastery was not a ruin then, but a substantial, 

well-built house, inhabited by grave monks, who, as they 

paced about in their long robes, could not resist a smile at the 

tiny child so quaintly and stiffly dressed, who had, 

nevertheless, even then that winsome charm which was to bind 

so many to her throughout her life. Mary had come into the 

world at Linlithgow Palace, while her father, King James V., 

lay dying at Falkland Palace, where, you remember, the Duke 

of Rothesay was murdered. Mary's mother was a 

Frenchwoman, called Mary of Guise, and she had brought to 

Scotland many French customs, while much of the architecture 

of the palaces built about this time shows that French styles 

had been adopted. Queen Mary had had two sons, who had 

died one after the other as mere babies before little Mary was 

born. It was a sad blow, therefore, when the next baby turned 

out to be a girl. The King, hearing of it, said sadly the crown 

of Scotland "came with a lass, and will go with a lass," 

meaning that it had come to his family of Stuart through 

Marjory, Bruce's daughter. He died a few days later, so Mary 

had been a Queen ever since she was a week old.  

When she ran about on Inchmahome she had many 

attendants, and also for playmates four little girls of noble 

blood, all bearing the name of Mary too. They were Mary 

Beaton, Mary Seton, Mary Livingstone, and Mary Fleming, 

and they remained with her throughout her girlhood and much 

of her troubled life.  

It was the custom at that time to betroth children to be 

married very young, and after only a year on the quiet island 

Queen Mary was sent over to France as the promised bride of 

the French King's eldest son, the Dauphin Francis, who was a 

delicate little boy, a year younger than herself. This project 

was favored by the Queen-Mother, who was French herself, 

and was now ruling in Scotland for her daughter. Only ten 

years later, when Mary and Francis were still mere children, 

they were married, and two years after the boy-husband, who 

had been King Francis II. for a year, died. So that at eighteen 

Queen Mary was a widow; she had had a strange and eventful 

life even at that early age, but she had much more yet to go 

through. Her mother had died in the same year as Francis, and 

so Mary determined to go back to Scotland, and begin to rule 

on her own account.  

She first applied to Queen Elizabeth, then reigning in 

England, for a safe-conduct or passport, so that she might not 

be captured whilst on her way. This Elizabeth refused. Perhaps 

it was natural enough that she should, for Mary, who was the 

next heir to the English throne through her grandmother 

Margaret, daughter of Henry VII., had not been content to wait 

till Elizabeth was dead, but had laid claim to the throne of 

England, saying she had more right to it than Elizabeth.  

In spite of this refusal, Mary determined to set forth. 

She suffered anguish in leaving France, and only went into 

what she considered exile because it was her duty.  
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The vessel took four days to reach Leith, and this, 

which is the port of Edinburgh, was considered a very quick 

voyage. Unluckily the Queen had come so fast that no one 

expected her, and there was no one to receive her in state, and 

not even a carriage to convey her to her palace of Holyrood in 

Edinburgh. It was a damp, foggy morning, too, though the 

month was August, and the rawness of the northern climate 

struck chill to the hearts of the butterflies of France. At length 

a clumsy vehicle, not in the least like the elegant coaches to 

which she was accustomed, was prepared for the Queen, and 

she set forth in this humiliating way on her journey.  

She was soon dissolved in tears between misery and 

anger, and no doubt bitterly regretted ever having come. 

Everything was so strange, she felt as if she were in a foreign 

land. However, when she arrived at Holyrood, and saw it was 

really a fine palace and in good repair, she cheered up a little. 

Thus she began her real reign among her own people, though 

she had actually been Queen from a baby. Queen Mary was a 

Roman Catholic, while the great mass of her subjects were 

Protestants, so that her religion gave great offence to her 

subjects, and still more did the gay foreign ways of her Court, 

the laughing, and dancing, and fasting, which did not appear 

seemly to the Scots.  

There was at that time in Scotland a minister, called 

John Knox, a very austere man, who preached 45) ?> openly 

against the Queen's ways; so she sent for him, hoping to 

beguile him with her charm as she had beguiled many another. 

But Knox was made of stern stuff; he did not give way a bit, 

even telling her to her face that when a Sovereign's ways were 

evil it was the duty of subjects not to obey. "My subjects, then, 

are to obey you and not me," said she ironically, and she 

dismissed him, and went on her own way.  

The question of her second marriage soon began to be 

discussed; it seemed impossible that any woman so young and 

graceful should remain unmarried in her position, and yet 

there were few men of suitable rank to marry her. At length, 

after a great deal of talking and letter-writing and uncertainty, 

within four or five years after her return she married Henry 

Stuart, Earl of Darnley. He was a cousin of her own, and after 

herself next heir to both the Scottish and English thrones. But, 

as it happened, neither she nor Darnley lived to wear the two 

crowns together, and they were united in James VI. of 

Scotland and I. of England, who was their son.  

After the marriage trouble soon began. There was a 

powerful body of nobles, headed by James Stuart, Earl of 

Moray, or Murray, Queen Mary's near kinsman, who opposed 

all her attempts to make Roman Catholicism the religion of 

Scotland. The Reformation, when all the monasteries had been 

suppressed, and Protestantism became the religion of the 

country, had only happened a comparatively short time before, 

and the men who were rejoicing in the freedom of their 

worship were not likely to acknowledge the power of the Pope 

again. The quarrel increased, and at length went so far that the 

Queen actually raised an army against Moray, and his 

adherents, and attempted to capture them, but they escaped 

into England.  

Now, Mary was very fond of flattery, and dancing, and 

music, and was not always so careful as she might have been 

of her dignity as Queen. She showed great favor to an Italian 

musician called David Rizzio, which made her husband very 

jealous, and his jealousy was increased by the nobles, who 

were anxious to get rid of Rizzio, but hardly dared touch him 

themselves. One evening Mary was in a small room—very 

small it appears to us now—in Holyrood Palace, with Rizzio 

and attendants, when her husband entered with some of the 

nobles, and dragging out Rizzio, though he actually clung to 

the Queen's skirts, killed him there and then. Mary never 

forgave this; she pretended to make friends with her husband 

again, to serve her own ends, but she remembered all the time 

it was he who had murdered her favorite. If you ever visit 

Holyrood you will be taken into the tiny room where the tragic 
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scene took place, and see the winding stair by which the 

conspirators entered.  

The year after Rizzio's murder a son was born to Mary 

and Darnley; she called him James, and had him christened 

with great magnificence at Stirling Castle, while his father 

sulked apart, and refused to take any part in the ceremony, as 

Mary would not recognize him as King, or grant him that title. 

She now quarreled openly with him, and they parted from one 

another. Another year went by, and then Darnley fell ill at 

Glasgow, whereupon Mary went to see him, and pretending to 

have forgiven him, enticed him back to Edinburgh, and there, 

instead of taking him to the Palace of Holyrood, she took him 

to a lonely house called Kirk o' Field, near the city wall. She 

slept there herself a night or two, and then left him. During the 

very first night he was alone the house was blown up with 

gunpowder, and the wretched Darnley perished in it.  

It was the last day of January when Darnley had 

arrived in Edinburgh, and only ten days later his murder took 

place. There is no doubt whatever that a new favorite of 

Mary's, the Earl of Bothwell, was responsible for carrying out 

this murder; but everyone said that Mary must have known of 

it, because she it was who had brought Darnley to the house 

and left him there. They said that she had done it partly to 

revenge the murder of Rizzio, and partly because she wanted 

to marry Bothwell; and this was confirmed by the fact that on 

May 15, only three months afterwards, she married Bothwell, 

who had been tried for the crime, but had managed to get 

acquitted, as it was not then difficult for so powerful a man to 

do, whatever the evidence against him.  

The whole country was shocked by the Queen's 

conduct, and even those who still loved her tried to pretend 

that Bothwell had carried her off by force, and made her marry 

him. The most powerful nobles rose against him, and he and 

the Queen fled to a tower called Borthwick Castle, about 

twelve miles from Edinburgh. Here they were pursued by a 

band of armed men under Lord Morton and Lord Hume. 

Bothwell escaped, and Mary met the leaders courteously, and 

pretended to welcome them, as they had professed to come to 

rescue her from Bothwell; but both sides knew that it was all 

acting, and that the Queen had come to Bothwell of her own 

free will. In the night, when all was still, Mary dressed herself 

as a page, which she could easily do, being very slim and 

slight, and she stole out, and, mounting a pony, rode over the 

rough moorland alone in the darkness to join Bothwell. The 

two went on to Dunbar.  

The nobles now collected a large number of armed 

men, and went forward to meet the force which the Queen had 

got together. The two armies met at Carberry Hill, and 

possibly even Mary felt remorse when she saw so many of her 

own subjects, Scot against Scot, ready to kill one another as a 

result of her foolish and wicked conduct. At any rate, instead 

of a battle a conference took place, after which Mary was 

carried off prisoner by her own subjects, and Bothwell once 

more escaped. He had been made Duke of Orkney and 

Shetland, and he fled to these northern islands, and then went 

across to Norway and thence to Denmark, where he was 

thrown into prison, and eventually died insane.  

As for Queen Mary, she was compelled to sign an Act 

of Abdication giving up her throne to her son James, after 

which she was kept a close prisoner. Meantime, Moray was 

appointed Regent, and governed in the name of the young 

Prince.  

Queen Mary was taken to Lochleven, and placed for 

security in a castle on an island there.  

Whatever her faults, she had a high spirit, and she had 

no intention whatever that this should be the end; she meant to 

regain all she had lost. She was in charge of Lady Douglas, the 

mother of the Earl of Moray, and with her in the castle were 

George Douglas, a younger brother, and several sisters, 

besides, of course, numerous attendants. The Douglas girls 

shared Mary's room and bed, so great was the fear that she 

might escape. Mary's brain was very busy; she quickly 
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realized that George Douglas would be the most useful ally 

she could have, so she set herself to captivate him with all the 

fascination she knew so well how to use, and he soon was 

devoted to her. Lady Douglas noticed what was going on, and 

George was sent away from the island; however, this did not 

hinder him from planning Mary's escape. She, for her part, 

looked about for another ally in the castle, and soon captivated 

also the heart of Willy Douglas, a boy of eighteen; history 

does not say what relation he was to the others. He was of just 

the right age to carry an adventure through, and, not being 

very carefully watched on account of his youth, was able to 

possess himself of the keys of the castle.  

One night Mary, according to the arrangements she had 

made with him, crept downstairs; he unlocked the gates 

carefully, locking them behind him to prevent anyone 

following, and they made their way down to the boats. Young 

Douglas had broken holes in all but one of these, so that here 

also any-one who attempted to follow would have found it 

difficult; however, his precautions were not needed. Mary had 

doubtless left one of the Douglas girls asleep in her bed, but 

neither she nor anyone else found out what was going on, and 

in the dusk of the May night, not quite a year after she had 

been brought to the castle, the captive Queen was rowed back 

to the land again. Douglas rowed straight to the place agreed 

upon, where the Earl of Seton and George Douglas, with heads 

uncovered, bowed before their Queen in the light of that 

beautiful May morning. Then they rode on horseback for 

twenty miles to Seton's castle, going on afterwards to 

Hamilton Castle.  

The charm of the young Queen, her romantic 

adventures, and a certain dissatisfaction with Moray's 

government for the young King, made many flock to Mary's 

side, and soon Hamilton Castle was surrounded by a regular 

army of men willing to fight for her.  

 

 

 
 

QUEEN MARY'S ESCAPE FROM LOCH LEVEN  

 

 

 



Original Copyright 1912 by G. E. Mitton.    Distributed by Heritage History 2012 25 

Moray, however, was not of a character to give in 

easily. He collected his forces, and as the Queen moved on, 

making for Dumbarton, which is a very strong fortress on the 

Clyde not far from Glasgow, he followed, and when he came 

up with her at Langside, close to Glasgow, a pitched battle was 

fought. It was a curious fight, for the soldiers were in armor, 

and fought with spears hand-to-hand for three-quarters of an 

hour; sometimes the spears stuck in the joints of the armor of 

the opposing side, and it became a deadly game of push until 

the stronger side forced the other back. The stronger side was 

Moray's; it is said that he had only one man killed, while of 

Mary's followers three hundred were left dead on the field. 

The Queen had watched the battle from a safe distance, and 

when she saw that all was lost she rode off, making for the 

Border so as to seek refuge in England. She reached it in a few 

days, during which, she herself says, she "suffered hunger, 

cold, and fear; drank sour milk and fed on oaten meal, and had 

been three nights like the owls," by which she probably meant 

without shelter. It is said that her last night in Scotland was 

passed at Dundrennan Abbey, and then she crossed the Border, 

never again to set foot in the country to which she belonged.  

However, if she had reckoned on Elizabeth's helping 

her to make war on her subjects, she was mistaken, for, 

instead, she was made prisoner herself at Carlisle, and 

Elizabeth refused to see her until she had cleared herself of 

any suspicion in regard to Darnley's murder. Henceforth, for 

the next nineteen years, Mary was a prisoner in England, while 

her son reigned in Scotland. She was moved from place to 

place; more than one attempt was made for her escape, and 

there is no doubt that her restless spirit was never content to be 

kept captive. At length she was accused of conspiring against 

Elizabeth herself, and was tried for this and condemned to 

death. She was executed by being beheaded at Fotheringay in 

1587, when she was a month or two over forty-four years old.  

The last awful scene took place in the great hall of 

Fotheringay, where a scaffold was erected. About 300 knights 

and gentlemen filled the hall. Mary, dressed in black satin, 

with a veil of white lawn and a great gold crucifix at her neck, 

swept in with dignity, for her high spirit did not desert her at 

the last. She held a crucifix also, and when she had mounted 

the scaffold and ceased praying, two of her ladies came 

forward and began to remove her upper dress. Then, to the 

astonishment of everyone, she appeared clad in crimson satin 

from head to foot! She had evidently chosen this color 

carefully beforehand in order to make a sensation. At the 

second blow her head was struck off, and Mary Stuart ceased 

to live.  

Never has any woman created so much discussion or 

so much difference of opinion; some hold her to have been a 

fascinating, beautiful woman, cruelly done to death, and 

unfortunate all through her life, but guiltless of any great evil. 

Others hold that, even if she were not guilty of the plots 

against Elizabeth, she at all events deserved to die for the 

murder of her husband years before. It is certain that, 

whichever view is true, she failed as a Queen, and during her 

reign, until her lords had taken the matter into their own hands, 

there was nothing but misery and unrest in Scotland.  
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CHAPTER VIII 

TWO CROWNS AND ONE KING 

It you took the train from Edinburgh to Stirling and 

there got off and walked up to the castle, you would have a 

long climb. When you reached the battlements and looked 

down, you would see that what you had climbed was really a 

great cliff, which gradually slopes upward through the town, 

but on the other side is as steep and precipitous as any cliff 

bordering the sea-coast. Looking over the battlements, you can 

see spread below a wide plain through which winds the River 

Forth. In the days when bridges were few a river often proved 

a very effective defense. The old bridge, which you can see 

from the castle, is one of the oldest in Scotland, and when 

bands of armed men were advancing from north or south they 

crossed over it; we have heard of the use Wallace made of this 

bridge when he defeated the English so triumphantly. 

Therefore, with its river below and its cliff for a foundation, 

you can see what a magnificent place for a fortress Stirling 

Castle is. From the very earliest days of history there has been 

some sort of a castle here, and many dark scenes took place in 

it.  

In this story we are dealing with James VI. of Scotland, 

who became James I. of England. He had been christened with 

splendor at Stirling, and he remained there when his mother, 

Queen Mary, fled into England. He had been King since her 

abdication, and the Earl of Moray was at first Regent.  

When James was a small child of between three and 

four, the Regent Moray was shot in the streets of Linlithgow 

by a man who belonged to Queen Mary's party, for there were 

still some who wished her to come back and be Queen again. 

Another Regent had to be chosen, and the Earl of Lennox, who 

was Darnley's father, and therefore the young King's 

grandfather, was appointed. This was very irritating to the 

Queen's party, who had killed Moray only to have him 

replaced by someone who, from their point of view, was 

worse. They kept breaking out in insurrection, and at last 

attacked Stirling itself. The Regent and the Earl of Morton, 

another powerful noble, had houses in the town, and as the 

attack was made in the very early hours of the morning, they 

were caught asleep and taken prisoners. Luckily the Earl of 

Mar, who was Governor of the castle, defended himself and 

his young Sovereign so well that the conspirators did not get 

into the castle. Instead of that their troops began sacking and 

pillaging until they had to be drawn off in disorder.  

The Earl of Lennox died from a wound he had received 

in this fight, and after a little time Parliament elected the Earl 

of Mar to be Regent in his place. After only a year Mar died 

too, and the Earl of Morton became Regent, though Lady Mar 

continued to look after the little King, who was too young to 

be left entirely to the care of men.  

Though he was a king, James had by no means an easy 

time; he had many attendants and tutors, of whom the 

principal was a very clever scholar called George Buchanan, 

who wrote a History of Scotland. He was most severe with his 

little pupil, and some-times whipped him, which made Lady 

Mar cry. James was not a strong boy; until he was seven he 

could hardly stand because his legs were weak.  

There is a picture of him in the National Portrait 

Gallery in London, which shows him as a pale, dull-looking 

child, with cropped hair of a light reddish color. He is dressed 

according to the fashion of the time, in a tight green waistcoat 

pulled into a point at the waist, and very full, stuffed-out 

brocade knee-breeches. He holds a hawk on his arm, but looks 

as if nothing in the world interested him. However, it was 

rather the custom then for artists to smooth every bit of 

expression out of their sitters' faces, so he may have been more 

alive than he appears. He was certainly a clever boy, and made 

such progress under Buchanan that at this time he could turn a 

chapter of the Bible "out of Latin into French, and out of 
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French into English, as well as few men could." The Latin he 

learned then he never forgot, and he was fond of using it in his 

speech in later life.  

He lived very quietly and uneventfully at Stirling, with 

just a little hunting and a few games to break the monotony of 

his lessons, until he was about fourteen, and then a new 

interest came into his life. A nephew of the late Earl of 

Lennox, who had lived all his life in France, came to the 

Court; he was gay, and a delightful comrade, and King James 

lost his heart to him. James was himself Earl of Lennox, 

because his father, Darnley, had been the late Earl's eldest son, 

but he had never used the title, and he bestowed it upon the 

newcomer. This man began to plot against the Regent Morton, 

who had now been in power for many years, and had made a 

number of enemies. At last a charge was brought against 

Morton of having been concerned in the murder of Darnley. 

That crime had taken place fourteen years before. 

Nevertheless, the Earl was tried, found guilty, and beheaded. 

Thus for the moment the new Earl of Lennox, being high in 

the King's favor, held the chief power. It was not likely that 

this would be allowed to continue, for there were other 

noblemen in Scotland who considered that they had much 

more right to direct the boy-King, and among them was the 

Earl of Cowrie, so created the year before, having previously 

been Lord Ruthven.  

The Earl lived at a castle called Ruthven or 

Huntingtower, in Perthshire. King James had often been there 

to hunt; even to the end of his life hunting was his favorite 

sport. In August, 1581, when he was just over fifteen, he went 

as usual, and was received as the guest of the Earl, but when 

he woke up in the morning he found the castle surrounded by 

armed men to the number of 1,000, and realized that he was a 

prisoner in the hands of the family of which the Earl of Cowrie 

was the head. It is said that the boy wept on finding himself a 

prisoner, and was sternly told, "Better bairns greet than 

bearded men," meaning that his continuing under the influence 

of his favorite would cause much misery to his subjects. This 

incident is known as the Raid of Ruthven.  

The King was allowed to go to Perth, and Stirling, and 

Edinburgh, but wherever he went he was attended by the 

armed men of the Ruthven family, who kept him away from 

his favorite Lennox. This went on for about ten months, and 

then, by a combination of the other nobles, jealous in their 

turn, the Ruthven power was swept away, and the Earl himself 

suffered the fate of many others who had dared too much, for 

he was beheaded.  

When James was nearly twenty-one the news of his 

mother's trial and execution came, but apparently it touched 

him very little, which was perhaps natural, as he could never 

remember having seen her.  

James had now the full power in his own hands, and 

there was no more question of any risings on behalf of the 

unknown mother. He began to think about marriage, and 

eventually proposed for the second daughter of the King of 

Denmark, who was called Anne. After some delay 

arrangements were made for this match, and as James was 

unwilling to cross the sea himself, he sent a proxy to represent 

him; the proxy carried through the ceremony, and started back 

to bring the bride across the stormy North Sea to Scotland. 

Very stormy it proved, and the poor girl, probably miserably 

seasick, and homesick too, at leaving her own country and 

friends, and going to a husband she had never seen, had the 

further misfortune to be driven by the wind on to the coast of 

Norway.  

This aroused all the chivalry in James's nature, and 

though a voyage was not to be lightly undertaken in the small 

sailing-ships of that day, he insisted on going over to the 

rescue himself. So he sailed to Norway, and first carrying his 

Queen, as she then was, back to Denmark, where there was 

much feasting in their honor, he finally brought her safely 

home in May, after having joined her in the middle of 

November!  
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James was now a married man, and as the years went 

on sons and daughters were born to him; but it was not until he 

was thirty-four that the most exciting incident of his life 

happened to him. At that date the sons of the dead Earl of 

Gowrie made a desperate attempt to capture him and hide him 

in their town house at Perth, but the King behaved with great 

bravery and presence of mind, and the affair came to nothing.  

This curious plot, known as the Gowrie Conspiracy, 

could only have been invented by two foolish boys, because it 

is difficult to see what the brothers could have done with the 

King even if they had overpowered him; they would hardly 

have dared to kill him, and it would have been impossible to 

hide him for long when it was known that he had last been 

seen in their house. It was altogether a mad scheme.  

Three years later came the greatest change of all in 

James's life, for Queen Elizabeth died, and he became King of 

England as well as of Scotland. The Queen died in Richmond 

Palace, and naturally there were many men who would have 

liked to be the first to carry the tidings to the Scottish King. 

Robert Carey, a relation of the Queen's, knowing that she was 

ill, waited outside the windows of Richmond, and when the 

end came, his sister, who was one of the Women of the 

Bedchamber, dropped a ring out to him in token that all was 

over. This was at three o'clock on a Thursday morning in the 

end of March, 1663, and Carey, by hard riding night and day, 

only stopping to change horses and take the absolutely 

necessary refreshment, arrived at Holyrood, in Edinburgh, on 

Saturday night; it was considered a tremendous feat. The news 

was not unexpected, because Elizabeth had been ill for long, 

sitting gazing at nothing, hardly answering when spoken to, 

and refusing to take any nourishment.  

On April 5, King James, with a large body of 

attendants, left Edinburgh, and on May 6, a month afterwards, 

he reached London. Henceforth his Court was in England. But 

though he was King of the two countries, they were still two 

separate countries, England and Scotland; there was no union 

until much later, and that must be kept for another story. James 

reigned for twenty-two years after this, and was succeeded by 

his son Charles I., as his eldest son, Prince Henry, had died. 

King James will always have the special claim to 

remembrance because of two facts—first, he was the first 

King to wear the two crowns, so in him was fulfilled the old 

saying, that "wherever the stone of Scone should be there 

should Scottish Kings reign"; and, secondly, that in his reign, 

and with his approval, was issued the complete English 

translation of the Bible known as the Authorized Version. It 

was King James who appointed companies of scholars to 

compare the best Hebrew and Greek texts with a careful study 

of what had already been translated. This version was issued in 

1611, eight years after James became King of England, and 

will always be associated with his name. In 1911 was 

celebrated what is called its Tercentary, meaning the three-

hundredth anniversary of its publication.  
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CHAPTER IX 

PRINCE CHARLIE'S BRIEF TRIUMPH 

A little way off the west coast of Scotland is a long 

chain of islands called the Hebrides. This begins with a large 

island called Lewis, which has a smaller bit joined on to the 

end of it, called Harris; both together are the Long Island. 

Then after this the other islands get smaller and smaller to the 

end, so that the whole range of them looks like a kite with a 

long tail.  

The shores of all these islands are rugged and broken, 

and in some cases the land is so cut up by channels of water 

that an Irishman might describe them as being made of pools! 

The air is always damp, for the islands are continually swept 

by winds which have passed over the rolling Atlantic, and 

gathered moisture on their way. Even in summer there is 

continual rain. In some of the larger ones there are hills, but 

the ground is mostly flat, mere sand-heaps, but little above the 

level of the sea, and quite treeless.  

Imagine a young man, who had been brought up under 

the blue skies and in the soft air of sunny Italy, picked up 

suddenly and dropped upon one of the smallest of these 

islands in quest of an adventure so desperate that he could 

hardly dream of success. This is what really did happen in the 

year 1745. It was the month of July, but in spite of that the 

weather was very wet, when a little French ship, called The 

Doutelle, landed a party of seven or eight men in a sandy bay, 

from which slope upwards bare grey rocks, and then lay off 

again to sea. The men thus landed had no comforts; a rough 

stone hut, seaweed thatched, in which they could crouch, a 

drink of whisky, and a little fish cooked over a smoky peat-

fire, were all their resources, and, to chill their enthusiasm 

further, the ceaseless drip of the rain on the roof sounded 

drearily. Yet one at all events did not lose heart, and kept his 

comrades' spirits up by merry jest and story. He was about 

twenty-four, with a pale face and large, though not sparkling, 

eyes; his features were well cut, and the dignity with which he 

held his slight tall figure showed him to be of high birth. He 

looked what he was, every inch a Prince, and in the adoring 

eyes of his followers you could read that one and all would die 

for him. What was his object in landing on a wild barren 

island, without men or money or weapons? Nothing less than 

to claim the thrones of England and Scotland for his father, 

James Stuart. To understand this we must go back a little way.  

With James VI. of Scotland and I. of England the two 

crowns had been united. He was succeeded by his unhappy 

son, Charles I., who was shamefully murdered by his subjects. 

After the death of Cromwell, who had assumed power by 

means of armed force, Charles's son came to the throne as 

Charles II., and as he was childless he was succeeded by his 

brother, James II. Now James was an unpopular King, and he 

was at heart a Roman Catholic. At first he was careful not to 

show this, because he ruled over a Protestant country, but as 

years went on he grew more careless, and not only worshipped 

according to the Roman Catholic faith himself, but tried to 

make others about the Court do so too. He had two daughters, 

of whom the elder, Mary, had been married to the Prince of 

Orange when she was only fifteen. The Prince of Orange was 

himself a grandson of Charles I., and he and his wife were 

both staunch Protestants; so, in spite of their dissatisfaction, 

the people of England waited quietly in the belief that Mary 

would succeed her father.  

However, eleven years after her marriage, a son was 

born to her father the King, and this boy, of course, took her 

place as heir to the throne. This disappointed the people, 

because they feared the boy would be brought up a Roman 

Catholic. So a rumor was spread that the child was not the 

King's at all, but a baby belonging to someone else, who had 

been smuggled into the Palace of St. James's. Some people 

honestly believed this tale, and others, whether they did or not, 
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pretended to, and soon their discontent grew to a head, and a 

revolution broke out, and King James and his infant son had to 

fly, while the throne was offered to William of Orange and 

Mary.  

The baby-boy was named James, and grew up abroad, 

while his proper place on the British throne was occupied, first 

by Mary and William, then by William alone, and after that by 

the other of King  

James's daughters, who was called Anne; for William 

and Mary had left no children. It was during the reign of Anne 

that a most momentous event took place, nothing less than the 

Union of the two countries of England and Scotland as one 

country, under the name of Great Britain. Hitherto the Scots 

and English had had their own separate Parliament, their own 

methods of taxation, even their own coinage, and now all the 

interests of the two countries were to be joined in one. It was 

as if two separate businesses, hitherto separately managed and 

having altogether different accounts, though both owned by 

one man, were henceforth to be thrown into one, with one 

banking account, one manager, and so on. The effect of this 

was, not that Scotland was merged in England, but that the two 

countries, standing on an equal footing, became one 

henceforth. All the members of Parliament, Ministers, and 

other Government men became British members of 

Parliament, British tax-gatherers; and so on; the Navy was the 

British Navy, and the Army the British Army. Even at the 

present day the full effect of this is not always realized, and 

people who ought to know better sometimes speak of English 

history subsequent to Anne's reign, and of loyalty to the 

English throne, instead of using the word British.  

Anne died, leaving no children, for though she had had 

seventeen, the longest-lived of them only reached the age of 

nine years. The throne was then, according to an Act of 

Settlement which had been passed by Parliament, offered to 

George I. of Hanover, who was descended from James VI. and 

I. by a daughter who had married a German Prince.  

So long as his father, King James VII. and II., was 

living, even though exiled abroad, his son, generally called the 

Pretender, whose birth had caused all the trouble, never 

attempted to win back the throne; but after his father's death he 

had himself proclaimed King, and went on an expedition to 

Scotland, which came to nothing.  

The chief result of this rising, so far as Scotland was 

concerned, was that some years later General Wade was 

appointed to make roads throughout the Highlands, because it 

had been found impossible for regular troops to struggle up 

bare mountain-sides and break through gullies after the wild 

Highlanders, who were like goats in their activity. Wade's 

roads were splendidly engineered and thoroughly well done, 

and many of them exist and are in use to this day. An Irish 

wag is said to have made up the rhyme:  

"If you had seen these roads before they were made,  

You'd hold up your hands and bless General Wade." 

Now, thirty years after his father's last attempt, Prince 

Charles Edward had landed on Scottish soil in the hope of 

winning back the crown. The Prince was known as the Young 

Pretender, while his father was called the Old Pretender. This 

was only by his enemies, of course; by his friends the exiled 

King was generally called the Chevalier, because he was a 

Chevalier of St. George, and his son was the Young Chevalier, 

but in Scotland he is always known as Prince Charlie.  

Prince Charlie had landed on the island of Eriskay 

because a British ship was looking for him, and it seemed 

safer to land than to stay on board his own little vessel. He was 

not long here, but left a memento of his visit by planting some 

white and purple convolvulus, which still grows in the bay. 

When the alarm about the British ship subsided the Doutelle 

came and took him off, and set him ashore at Loch Nuagh on 

the mainland. It had been agreed that his camp was to be at 

Glenfinnan, not far from Fort William, and notices had been 

sent to the chiefs of the Highland clans to gather there. It was 

fifty-seven years since King James VII. and II. had been 
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driven from the throne, and yet here was his grandson trusting 

to the loyalty of the Highlanders, and calling on them to 

support him in his desperate venture!  

It must have been a wonderful experience to the 

romantic boy when he rode over and arrived at the Valley of 

Glenfinnan about eleven o'clock on a glorious morning.  

The valley was quite empty at first, lying bathed in 

sunlight, and then the skirl of the bagpipes was heard, and a 

strong force of the Camerons, 800 or so, marched over the 

hills to the meeting-place. After them various others came in 

from all sides, until by evening the force amounted to over 

1,500, quite a respectable little army. The most picturesque 

incident of the day was when a small relay of some 205 men 

of the Camerons rode in, headed by a lady, herself one of the 

clan. She was mounted on a snow-white pony, richly decked 

in green and gold. The Prince on seeing her rode forward with 

his native courtesy to welcome her, and bowed uncovered 

before her with the deference taught him in foreign Courts.  

It seemed well to start without delay on the great 

enterprise, and the Prince made preparations for going on into 

Scotland at the head of his army. Scotland was at that time 

quite unprepared for anything of this sort; so long had the 

country been quiet that only one real force was stationed there. 

This was commanded by Sir John Cope, who proved himself a 

very poor General. He received orders to go northward from 

Edinburgh to meet the Prince's force, or, as it was termed in 

official dispatches, the "Rebels." Sir John accordingly 

marched northward, but when he got to the point where the 

Prince's army, coming from the west, would probably pass 

southward, he did not wait there, but, governed by some 

curious idea, went on north to Inverness.  

The Prince had led his army up the Pass of Corryarrick, 

using the road which had been made by General Wade. This 

zigzags up the hill, crossing many torrents; it is very steep, and 

is called The Devil's Staircase. When at length the top was 

reached and the Highlanders looked down, they saw no army, 

for Cope had left it unguarded, and the way to the south was 

clear. They descended in the highest spirits, and marched on 

without a check to Perth. Even there they met with no 

resistance, and got not only supplies of men and money, but 

what was far more valuable, a most able General in Lord 

George Murray.  

This was very encouraging, but still better was to 

come. Edinburgh was very poorly defended; there were hardly 

any regular troops left for defense, and the volunteers were 

badly commanded. Consequently, there was great confusion 

when it became known the Prince was almost at the gates, and 

when he did send in a proclamation calling on the town to 

surrender, it did so, all except the castle, which was still held 

for King George. The Prince, therefore, without having had to 

strike a blow, rode in and took up his abode in the palace of 

his forefathers at Holyrood. The Chevalier was proclaimed as 

King James VIII. at the town cross, and a magnificent ball 

given in honor of the occasion. It must have seemed to the 

Prince almost like a fairy-tale come true. We know just how 

he was dressed on this occasion. The principal parts of his 

costume were of tartan, and he had on his head a flat green 

velvet "bonnet," with a white cockade. The enthusiasm excited 

by his appearance was so great that people flocked to kiss his 

hand.  

However, the Prince was not long left in peace. Sir 

John Cope, having discovered his mistake, brought his troops 

back by sea, landing at Dunbar, not far from Edinburgh. The 

Highlanders went out to meet him, and drew up about the 

place where the Prince's ancestress, Queen Mary, had met her 

nobles, at Carberry Hill, and surrendered herself a prisoner.  

The Highlanders arranged for a night attack, but in 

order to do this they had to get round a great morass, which 

took time; also, a thick fog came down and bewildered them, 

so that in the morning they were discovered before they had 

made their attack. They were, however, very ably officered by 

Lord George Murray, and instead of withdrawing continued to 
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advance. They were armed with pitch-forks and scythes, and 

anything else they could pick up, and their clothes were of 

every description, and when they fell on the much better 

arrayed force of Sir John Cope their appearance caused great 

alarm. Cope's army became entangled in walls and ditches, 

which he had trusted would act as defenses, and in many 

places the wretched soldiers were slaughtered like sheep. In 

fact, the Battle of Preston Pans, as it was called, though a 

comparatively small affair, was one of the most murderous of 

its kind. The Prince himself tried to stop the slaughter, but the 

wretched army of King George was almost cut to pieces, and 

the whole of the booty, including a war-chest with much 

money in it, fell into the Prince's hands. Spelling was not a 

strong point in those days, and in the letter the Prince wrote to 

his father describing this action, he said: "They ran like 

rabets." General Cope, with his principal officers, had been 

among the "rabets," and had ridden full speed to Berwick, 

whereupon someone dryly remarked it was the first time he 

had ever known general officers to be the first to bring news of 

their own defeat  

On Prince Charlie's return to Edinburgh he was greeted 

as a conquering hero, and the gay time that followed while he 

held his Court at Holyrood is still one of the most cherished of 

its memories.  

France sent over ships of supplies and armor; and 

important Scottish chiefs began to come in, for success always 

brings adherents. The English now realized for the first time 

what a hold this "Pretender" was gaining, and preparations 

were made for crushing him.  

Encouraged by so much success, the Prince now 

conceived the wild idea of advancing into England, though it 

is difficult to see what he imagined he could do there with 

only one army of no great size. However, he started in good 

spirits, going by the west coast to avoid General Wade's force 

on the east.  

Unfortunately, across the Border dissensions broke out 

between Lord George Murray and the Duke of Perth; but Lord 

George, though badly treated, was loyal enough, to his great 

credit, to give his aid and advice to the army as before. Even at 

Carlisle the extraordinary luck which had followed the 

Highlanders continued; the garrison submitted, and, leaving a 

few men in charge, the army passed on southwards. It was 

here that the wonderful courage and pluck of the Prince was 

shown; he who had lived softly in a southern clime, and was 

quite unaccustomed to war, shared with his men the hardships 

of the road, and never grumbled or shirked. He gave up his 

carriage to old Lord Pitsligo, and marched on foot in wind and 

storm, always cheery, always in good spirits.  

King George had now returned from Hanover, where 

he had been engaged in war, and began to stir himself. The 

army under General Wade was ordered to march across 

England to Carlisle, and the other, under the fat young Duke of 

Cumberland, was rapidly pushed on northwards. The 

Highlanders managed, however, to evade it, and got as far 

south as Derby. Here the Prince's Generals came to him, and 

told him it was impossible to go farther; all London had 

awakened to the situation; forces were being organized, and a 

desperate resistance would be made; there was nothing for it 

but retreat, and sadly the Prince agreed. Back he went over the 

Border once more, pursued by Cumberland. However, these 

two young Princes were not to meet until the last great contest 

of all.  

General Hawley, who had taken over General Wade's 

command, did, indeed, meet the Highland forces near Falkirk, 

and had an encounter with them in which both sides claimed 

the victory, though there is little doubt the Highlanders had the 

best of it. Then the Prince retreated to Inverness, where he 

passed the winter, having some small successes, and here at 

last, in the middle of April, 1746, about eight or nine months 

after his first landing, he came face to face with the crisis of 

his career.  
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PRINCE CHARLIES ESCAPE FROM CULLODEN  

The Duke of Cumberland, with an army well-fed, well-

equipped, and well-officered, advanced to Nairn. On the other 

side Prince Charlie was hard beset for money; his wild 

Highlanders gathered and dispersed pretty much as they liked; 

there was little food for them, and for the whole of the day 

before the battle the rations served out had been only one 

bannock, or oatmeal cake, to each man. It was necessary to 

fight at once, or the men would disperse in search of food on 

their own account, and a night attack was arranged. Lord 

George Murray was to attack one side of the English position, 

and the Duke of Perth the other. But ten miles of rough 

moorland had to be crossed first, and after only seven were 

traversed the day began to break, the roll of the enemies' 

drums could be heard, and as their camp was awake no 

surprise could be attempted. Weary and disheartened, the 

Highlanders returned to their camp on the flat moor of 

Culloden, there to form up and await the advance—5,000 

worn out men to meet 9,000 in excellent health!  

Yet the bravery of the Highlanders was still aflame, 

and the sight of the foe inspired them. When the charge was 

sounded, they sprang forward with their usual impetuosity, 

but, alas part of the line, the left wing, remained standing, and 

the withering fire from the enemies' guns swept the long 

slanting line. The Macdonalds on the left were affronted 

because they considered they should have had the place of 

honor on the right, and, to their eternal shame, they stood still 

while their brothers in arms sprang forward alone to meet the 

foe. Their chief, seeing this, cried out in dismay, "Good God, 

have my children forsaken me?" and fell, pierced through the 

heart by a bullet. Such action could only end in one way: the 

Highlanders were slain in heaps, and the battle turned into a 

rout, with the order for all to save themselves as best they 

could. In all directions the men of the hills flew to cover after 

a fight lasting only forty minutes. The Dragoons, riding after 

them, butchered them so mercilessly, under orders from their 

leader, that he was nicknamed Billy the Butcher from that day, 

and even his small nephews, hearing the tales of his cruelty, 

ran from him on his return to London.  
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Prince Charlie rode from the field in despair, and after 

a meeting with some of his Generals, when it was decided that 

anything but escape was impossible, he went on to Invergarry, 

broken in heart and spirit. Thus began the second part of his 

adventures in Scotland. After a time of triumph, of glory, of 

praise, and success, a triumphal tour throughout his father's 

kingdom, he was to wander a fugitive amid hills and braes, 

suffering privation and hunger, with a price upon his head. 

Never again did he rise to the heights, and well had it been for 

him had he fallen on the field, with his name untarnished, his 

honor unstained.  

CHAPTER X 

THE CLANS 

There are still some people in England who imagine 

that every Scot wears a kilt in his native land, and who know 

no difference between Highlanders and Lowlanders. Others, 

more ignorant still, would happily buy tartan of any color in 

Princes Street, Edinburgh, and have it made up into a dress or 

coat without regard to the fact that they may be wearing a 

Stuart or a Maclean tartan, without having a drop of Stuart or 

Maclean blood in their veins. The Scots laugh at these ignorant 

people, and wonder that after so many years of union their 

fellow-subjects should know so little about them.  

In the early chapters of this book there is something 

about the difference between Highlander and Lowlander. The 

Highlander is the man of the hill-country; in manners, race, 

and everything else he is different from the Lowlander—the 

man of the plains, who is really a Scot: his forefathers, called 

Scots, having come over from Ireland.  

If you could see a Highland chief in full dress now you 

would look upon one of the most magnificently clad men in 

Europe, for he wears a costume which, for decorative effect, 

manliness, and dignity, is far finer than even the robes of a 

king. From his flat bonnet, with the eagle's feather (and only 

chiefs may wear the eagle's feather), to his strong shoes, called 

"brogues," with buckles for the house, or made of calf-skin for 

outdoor wear, he is every inch a chieftain. The most 

conspicuous parts of his dress are the plaid of his clan tartan, 

thrown across his shoulder and fastened by a buckle, the short 

velvet jacket, the sporran or pouch, with a flowing fringe of 

goat's-hair, and the pleated kilt. How did such a peculiar 

costume come into existence?  
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It seems that in the old days the usual dress was a 

yellow shirt, with a plaid over it, which fell to the knees, and 

was pleated below the waist and caught round by a belt, 

leaving the knees bare as now. Some costumes of this sort 

appear on very early sculptures: indeed, even on a cross of the 

ninth century, called the Dupplin Cross, there are several 

figures dressed like this. It is evident that such a dress would 

be very convenient. The plaid or large wool shawl would be 

most useful as a wrap in a country where a man had to plunge 

through a damp and clinging mist high up on a hillside, and he 

could carry it over his shoulder when the sun shone out or he 

descended into the valley. Again, if he were out all night he 

had only to wrap himself completely in his plaid, and he need 

fear no cold. Then the kilt, too, of stout material, swinging 

above the knee, was far better than trousers, which would be 

liable to be torn or frayed by the heather through which the 

Highlander must often plunge knee-deep; his stout brogues 

protected the feet from injury by their durableness and 

toughness; so the dress was first worn, and it gradually 

changed until it became more as we see it.  

In the old days of warfare and bloodshed, when raids 

were frequent, and the weak went to the wall, it is evident that 

any man who had a large family of growing sons to follow 

him and fight for him was in better case than one who had 

none; further than this, his brothers and his brothers' sons, 

being near of kin, were ready to take his side against a 

stranger. Therefore those of one family tended to live together 

for security's sake, and as time went on, and the household 

grew larger and larger, there were many degrees in it, richer 

and poorer, and there were different sorts of duties performed 

by all. In Scotland the idea of kinship is very strong, and 

cousins are counted to many generations; so at length all the 

men of one family name, such as Macgregor or Mackenzie, 

banded themselves together into one clan, though many of 

them had not the least idea how they were connected with their 

chief, if, indeed, they were at all.  

From a very early date Scotland has been famous for 

its wool, and the women of the clans wove this into plaids and 

stuffs for their menkind. It was natural that in one clan patterns 

and colors should tend to become alike. It was, of course, also 

an advantage, in days when no one could see a stranger 

without instantly being on his guard, that men should be able 

to recognize those of their own clan at sight by the manner of 

their dress; and so it gradually came to pass that certain clans 

kept to certain patterns, which became known as their clan 

tartan.  

However, it is only of comparatively recent times that 

the clan tartans can be traced—in fact, only about the 

seventeenth century or so—and though they may have been in 

use before that time, there is no record of it. The poorer people 

in early days generally wore brown.  

The history of one clan, the Macgregors, is particularly 

interesting. The Clan Macgregor was descended from the third 

son of Alpine, King of Scotland, and they were sometimes 

called the Clan Alpine. They held large estates in Argyllshire 

and Perthshire, and their proud and haughty ways made them 

feared and hated by all their neighbors. The Highlanders were 

looked upon as being outside the rights assured to more 

peaceable citizens, and the Earl of Argyll and Breadalbane, 

who went up to Court, managed to obtain a grant from the 

Government, conferring on himself a great part of these lands. 

For many years before this the Macgregors had been 

oppressed and exasperated by the powerful nobles who wanted 

full sway in their districts, and now a warrant was issued 

advising all the other clans to pursue the Macgregors with fire 

and sword, and to refuse them food and shelter.  

In 1603 an incident occurred which led to a fierce 

fight. Two of the Macgregors, getting lost, called at a house, 

and asked for food; as this was refused, they seized a sheep, 

and supped off it, offering payment. However. Sir Humphry 

Colquhoun, Laird of Luss on Loch Lomond, had them seized 

and executed. Thereupon their clan arose, and to the strength 
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of 300 or 400 marched down to Luss. Sir Humphry Colquhoun 

called together his clansmen, and when he met the Macgregors 

in Glenfruin a fierce fight ensued. Glenfruin means Glen of 

Weeping, and it is curious that a place so named should have 

been the scene for a fight causing so much weeping.  

There was a Macgregor called by the nickname of the 

Great Mouse-coloured Man. He was tutor to some youths from 

Glasgow, who happened to be present while the fight went on. 

Hearing his young charges shouting against his clansmen, in 

the frenzy of his excitement he slew them all, and the very 

stone on which this cowardly deed was done is pointed out to 

this day. The Macgregors got the best of the fight, as, though 

they were fewer in number, the horses of the Colquhouns got 

bogged, and were at their mercy. Subsequently the widows of 

the slain men of the Colquhoun tribe went to Court, mounted 

upon white horses and carrying their husbands' bloody shirts, 

to plead for vengeance from King James VI., who was at 

Stirling.  

Vengeance they had, for by an Act of Privy Council 

the name of Macgregor was wiped out, and all who were 

Macgregors were commanded to call themselves by other 

names under dire penalties. Their chief was seized and 

hanged; the hated clan were forbidden to carry any weapons, 

so that they were at the mercy of their foes.  

Rob Roy, the great cattle-raider, was of this clan, and 

his story is told in the book of that name by Sir Walter Scott. It 

should be read by everyone interested in Scotland. In "The 

Lady of the Lake" Scott also refers to the Macgregors, and 

makes their war-song include this verse:  

"Proudly our pibroch has thrilled in Glenfruin,  

And Bannacha's groans to our slogan replied;  

Glen Luss and Rossdhu, they arc smoking in ruin, 

And the best of Loch Lomond lie dead on her side." 

Even the woeful tale of Glenfruin is nothing to the 

story of Glencoe. Glenfruin was at all events a fight; Glencoe 

was a massacre, and is one of the most terrific tragedies in the 

whole of Scottish history.  

 

 
 

THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE  

Right across Scotland in a slanting direction runs the 

Caledonian Canal, made chiefly out of a chain of lochs, as 
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already mentioned; it is roughly parallel to the line of the 

Grampians, but farther northward. At one end is Fort William, 

beneath the shadow of mighty Ben Nevis, the highest 

mountain in Great Britain (4,406 feet). Not very far south, near 

Loch Leven, a long narrow arm of the sea, is Glencoe, lying 

sheltered between high hills. The lower part of the valley is 

fertile and pleasant, but higher up the cliffs rise in great 

frowning precipices the home of the eagle; the stone crags 

stand out in jutting promontories, and there is something 

wildly desolate and unspeakably grand in this deep-hewn glen.  

It was nearing the end of the year 1691, and King 

William III was on the throne of England and Scotland. In his 

name a decree had lately been issued that all the Highland 

clans, who had been creating disturbances and giving trouble, 

should be pardoned, if they would come in and take the oath of 

allegiance to the King before January 1 in the coming year. In 

the fastnesses of Glencoe lived the Macdonalds, a fine and 

manly race, given no doubt to wildness and independence, and 

sometimes a thorn in the side of their neighbours, but 

nevertheless, possessing many good qualities.  

It was much discussed between the old laird and his 

two sons, John and Alexander, as to whether the clan ought to 

take the oath of allegiance, and finally they had decided that 

they must do so. Their enemies were too numerous to defy. If 

they refused this submission their clan would be harried like 

mad dogs, as the unfortunate Macgregors had been. Therefore, 

through the days were short and stormy , and Macdonald of 

Glencoe was an old man, he started off one day for Fort 

William, and on arrival there asked to see Colonel Hill, the 

Governor. The Colonel told him that only a Sheriff could 

administer the oath, and he himself had no power; the nearest 

Sheriff was Sir Colin Campbell of Ardkinglass, at Inveraray 

on Loch Fyne, several days' journey south, as journeys went 

then. As old Macdonald had left this distasteful deed to the last 

minute, and it was now well on in December, he began to be 

afraid he should not be in time; but Colonel Hill told him it 

would be all right, he himself would speak for him, and he 

gave him a safe-conduct until he should reach Inveraray. The 

old man therefore returned south, and did not even stop to visit 

his home, though he passed the end of Loch Leven, which was 

only a few hours distant from it. Wild storms arose, snow fell, 

and on that exposed western coast the full force of the storm 

was felt. The party went, doubtless, by Loch Etive and the 

Pass of Brander, but the snow made the hills almost 

impassable; for twenty-four hours they were at a complete 

stand-still, and, when they had rounded Loch Awe and 

descended on Inveraray, Macdonald found to his dismay that 

the Sheriff was not there, and could not get in for another three 

days owing to the storm. It was even then past the date fixed, 

but still it seemed that an explanation of the delay might be 

accepted.  

When Sir Colin Campbell arrived he took this view, so 

he administered the oath, and sent up the old man's submission 

with an explanation to head-quarters, telling him it would be 

all right. Greatly relieved, Macdonald returned to his home in 

the glen.  

A short time after the chief's return, greatly to the 

alarm of the Macdonalds, a party of soldiers was seen arriving; 

the Highlanders immediately buried or hid their arms, which 

they had been forbidden under the terms of the oath of 

allegiance to use. Their fear, however, diminished when they 

found that the leader in command of the company was Captain 

Robert Campbell, of Glenlyon, whose own niece was married 

to Alexander Macdonald. It was the custom in those days, 

when so many of the Highlanders bore the same name, to 

speak of those who owned land by their territorial 

designations, as they are called, meaning their landed property, 

and the same custom is still carried out to this day. Thus 

Captain Campbell, in the account of the massacre, is always 

spoken of as Glenlyon. On his arrival he explained that he had 

only come for a peaceable purpose, and asked the Macdonalds' 

hospitality; and for nearly a fortnight, from February 1 
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onwards, the soldiers stayed in Glencoe, and were well treated, 

for one of the virtues of the Highlander is his hospitality. The 

leaders, Glenlyon and Drummond and Lindsay, played cards 

with the chief and his sons in the long dark evenings, and all 

were on the most friendly terms.  

Never a thought of treachery did the old chief harbor; 

indeed, he was now an accepted subject of the King, and so 

could not dread His Majesty's troops. But his sons were not so 

easily satisfied; from one thing and another they began to 

suspect something, and at length on the night of February 13 

they watched the soldiers, overheard some talk which alarmed 

them, and stayed up all night. In the early morning there was a 

sudden attack on the unsuspecting clansmen, and the soldiers 

who had lived on their generosity fell upon the helpless 

unarmed people, and butchered them like sheep. The old chief 

was slain in his bed, and the ruffians dragged the rings from 

his wife's fingers with their teeth. The women and children, 

screaming, fled to the hills, and many of the men, including 

Macdonald's two sons, got away. That the butchery was not 

more complete was not the fault of the soldiers; they had 

expected reinforcements in the shape of a strong body of men, 

who were to block the mouth of the glen and cut off fugitives, 

but as this party was delayed by the snow many of the 

wretched Macdonalds escaped. The brutal order had been to 

exterminate all under seventy, and to see that "the old fox" 

Macdonald and his sons did not escape. The soldiers went 

even beyond their orders, killing many over seventy, and they 

murdered children. One little lad clung screaming to 

Glenlyon's legs, promising to serve him all his life if he would 

save him; the Captain was inclined to do so, but the stony-

hearted Drummond dispatched the child with his dagger. Only 

thirty-eight of the clan were killed in all, but how many more 

women, with babies in their arms, young children, and weak 

old people, perished of want and hunger in the snow-covered 

hills is not known. The troops, having desolated the valley, 

burnt the huts and collected the spoil, drove off the sheep and 

cattle, and retired from the scene of the blackest treachery ever 

recorded in the annals of a civilized country.  

It had all been arranged by the enemies of Macdonald; 

his submission had been suppressed, misrepresentations had 

been made, and the extermination of his people had been 

planned by those who were jealous of him.  
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CHAPTER XI 

THE COVENANTERS 

One Sunday morning in July, 1637, there was an 

unusual stir in the narrow street outside St. Giles's Cathedral, 

Edinburgh, and a kind of subdued buzz among all the church-

going folk, like the hum in a hive of bees that has been 

disturbed. The Scots are good church-goers, but the 

congregation gathering together that Sunday morning was 

larger than any ordinary one, and the excitement was quite 

unusual. The people when they passed in under the solemn 

grey arches and found their places, settled themselves where 

they pleased on what we should call "camp-stools," then 

known as "fauldstools," because they folded, which they had 

carried with them.  

Among the congregation was a fair number of maids, 

who had come to keep the places for their mistresses, who 

entered as service began. The minister, Mr. Patrick Henderson, 

read the prayers as on an ordinary Sunday, and nothing at first 

seemed to account for the unwonted disturbance. But when he 

had sat down, and Dean Hanna appeared with a new large 

Prayer Book in his hand, and began to read in a grave and 

sonorous voice, the buzz rose to a cry, hands were clapped, 

women called out, and such a babel succeeded that he could 

not make himself heard. In the midst of all the confusion an 

old woman, called Jenny Geddes, sprang up, and, seizing the 

little stool on which she had been seated, hurled it at the Dean 

with all her force. This was the signal for a frightful riot; 

clothes were torn off people's backs, even Bibles went 

spinning through the air, and the service came abruptly to an 

end.  

What was it all about? It had its root in the Scottish 

people's horror of Popery, as they called Roman Catholicism; 

nowhere had the Reformation been felt with greater force than 

in Scotland. With the doing away of all the vestments and 

ceremonies of Rome had come a passionate devotion to the 

simplest methods for the service of God, and a dislike of all 

forms or ritual. In the earliest days the people of Scotland had 

been Christianized by missionaries from Ireland, as we heard 

in the first chapter of this book, while the greater part of 

England had been Christianized by missionaries from Rome. 

After a while there had been a clash between these two 

branches of the same Church, and eventually Rome, with its 

more elaborate ceremonies, had won. Now none can say how 

deep the roots of these things go, and it may be that from the 

first the stern spirit of the northern people was not in harmony 

with the more highly colored, fanciful methods of the south. 

Anyway, as I said, the Reformation cleared away all the 

practices that had gradually grown up, and restored the purer 

form of the old religion. The Scots even went so far as to 

dislike set forms of any kind in public worship. They had, it is 

true, a sort of Prayer Book, which served as a guide to their 

ministers, and this had been drawn up partly by John Knox, 

whom Queen Mary had been unable to win over with her 

blandishments, but it was very simple.  

When the son of James VI. and I. (Charles I.) had 

ascended the throne he had passed a law compelling the 

Scottish Church to conform to the practices of the English 

Church, and had caused to be sent up to Scotland English 

Prayer Books, and had established the system of Bishops to 

rule the Church, as in England. These new laws the people 

fiercely resented. In the first place, they were not at all sure 

that there were not "Popish "doctrines in the new Prayer-Book, 

and they feared it; in the second, they could not bear to have 

their religion dictated to them; they were just going to do as 

they pleased about it, and thus it was that when the Dean, 

following Henderson, who had read the accustomed service, 

attempted to read the prayers from the new book, the whole 

congregation had risen, and refused to hear him.  
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SOLDIERS DISPERSING A CONVENTICLE  

 

Those of you who are so unfortunate as never to have 

visited Edinburgh do not know what a very striking situation it 

has. On the long ridge of rock which runs downhill from the 

castle to Holyrood Palace is the main street of the old town, 

which at that time, of course, was all that existed, and on the 

side of this ridge, which slopes away, the streets fall down as 

steeply as the roofs of houses, so that by descending one of 

them and looking back from the bottom one can see the houses 

in the High Street and the Castle towering high above as if 

they stood on a mountain-side. In the low part of the town, 

lying on a slope of its own, and facing the Castle Hill, is the 

old graveyard of Grey-friars Church.  

Not long after the strange scene in the church, another, 

almost as peculiar, took place here. All through the long 

summer days crowds of people, old and young, rich and poor, 

strong and feeble, varying from well-clad townfolk to rough 

shepherds from the country, flocked into the gates, and made 

their way to a flat tombstone, where lay a parchment ready for 

the signing. In rows and rows they stood and sat awaiting their 

turn; women fell on their knees in prayer; even greybeards 

stood with the tears rolling down their cheeks, moved by an 

emotion too deep for restraint; and when it came to their turn, 

strong men, gashing their arms, signed with their own blood, 

while others kissed the pen. This was the sequel to the scene in 

the church. Determined to band themselves together against 

any attempt to change their religion, the Scots had sought out 

an old covenant, signed long ago by James VI. and I., 

protesting against Popery and idolatrous practices; to this they 

had added new clauses, binding one and all to resist 

"innovations and evils," meaning the new Prayer Books, and, 

thus revised, they called the parchment the National Covenant. 

Copies of this document were sent all over Scotland, and 

signed by thousands of people in the Highlands and Lowlands 

alike. This was a direct challenge to the King, who began to 

think of subduing his rebellious subjects by force. In fact, it 

soon began to be clear that civil war would result, because 

when the General Assembly, or the Parliament of the Church 

of Scotland, met, they were forbidden by the King's Lord High 

Commissioner to sit at all; yet, in spite of this, they not only 

sat, but defied him, passing resolutions against the King's 

Acts.  
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By this time King Charles and his English Parliament 

were quarrelling with each other, and the Parliament took the 

side of the Scottish Covenanters. Another Covenant was 

therefore drawn up between the General Assembly of Scotland 

and the Parliament of England, and this was called the Solemn 

League and Covenant. When civil war broke out between the 

King and the Parliamentarians, the Scots actually helped the 

Parliament against their King, for by this time they had gone 

so far as to hope to establish their own form of religion in 

England, instead of having the English form imposed on them!  

The Scots sent an army into England to help the 

Parliamentarians against their King, and when at last Charles 

I., trusting more to his own country-men than to the English, 

surrendered himself to them at Newark, they basely sold him 

to the English Parliament, an act which has left a deep stain on 

Scottish honor; hence arose the rhyme:  

"Traitor Scot, Traitor Scot,  

Sold his king for a groat." 

Now, there is one figure which stands out in all that 

follows, a young gallant figure, that of the Earl of Montrose, 

who was made a Marquess by the King, and is generally 

known by that title. Montrose at first joined the majority of his 

countrymen, and signed the Covenant. He even fought on the 

side of the Covenanters, but, though he had the talents of a 

great general, he was always very humane, and always more 

ready to bring both sides to a mutual agreement than to fight. 

Later, when the King had given in to the uproar in Scotland, 

and promised the people their demands, Montrose began to see 

that he was on the wrong side, and an interview with King 

Charles convinced him; henceforward he was heart and soul 

on the Royalist side. His explanation may be given in his own 

words: "The covenant which I took, I own it and adhere to it," 

he said. "Bishops, I care not for them. I never intended to 

advance their interest. But when the King had granted you all 

your desires, and you were every one sitting under his vine 

and under his fig-tree, that then you should have taken a party 

in England by the hand, and entered into a league and 

covenant with them against the King, was the thing I judged 

my duty to oppose to the yondmost."  

When this grave, tender-hearted man heard of the 

execution of King Charles, he fainted with horror. Before this, 

however, he had raised an army of Highlanders, and, by the 

brilliancy of his victories over the Covenanters, had soon 

shown what a good General could do even with wild 

undisciplined men. The difficulty with the Highlanders was to 

make them obey any but their own chiefs, and also after a 

victory, whenever there was plunder, they all wanted to 

disperse to their own homes with the booty.  

However, in spite of all difficulties, the young 

Marquess inflicted defeats on the Covenanters at four or five 

places, but he was to meet his own great disaster at 

Philiphaugh, close by Selkirk. His army was on the haugh, or 

flat piece of ground, by the side of the River Ettrick, and so 

completely was the General for once caught napping that it 

was not until he heard the firing of the enemy that he dreamed 

of an attack. Such a surprise could only end in a defeat, and 

the confusion was increased by the mist rising from the river. 

It was undoubtedly a grave mistake for Montrose to have put 

his Highlanders on a flat plain when there were hills, covered 

with elm and oak and beech, close by. Highlanders were 

always at a disadvantage on flat ground, preferring to come 

down a hill full charge at their enemies. General David Leslie 

was the leader of the victorious army, and so great was the 

cruelty practiced by his troops, who butchered wounded men 

and those women and children who were following the camp, 

that even yet the name of Philiphaugh is always associated 

with cruelty. Montrose escaped with a small remnant of his 

army; but as a price had been put on his head, he went over to 

the Continent for a while.  

It was after the death of the King, when Cromwell was 

ruling in England, that he came back on behalf of Charles II., 

son of the first Charles, who was not then twenty. Montrose 
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landed in the Orkneys, and raised a small force. His army was 

set upon by a detachment of the enemy, and was broken and 

dispersed; he himself, accompanied by Lord Kinnoull, 

escaped, and wandered amid snow and cold and hardship, for 

the weather was bitterly cold though it was April. Kinnoull 

was never seen again, and no doubt succumbed on the 

mountains, but Montrose was captured by Macleod of Assynt, 

and carried off a prisoner. He was eventually condemned to be 

hanged, and was brought in a cart to the place of execution, 

which was in the long narrow High Street of Edinburgh. To 

make up for the indignity, his friends subscribed to clothe him 

in fine scarlet with silver lace, a golden hat-band, and silk 

stockings. Thus went to his death a man who was singularly 

honest and without fear.  

The son of Charles I. landed in Scotland, and, having 

subscribed to the Covenant, was crowned at Scone; but he was 

a very different man from his conscientious father, and there 

were not wanting those who mistrusted him from the first. It is 

impossible here to go into the details of the Civil War between 

the King and Cromwell's army, but in the end, after the death 

of Cromwell, Charles came to his own, and was acknowledged 

King both of England and Scotland. Thereupon he quickly 

began to forget what he owed his Scottish friends, and the 

Presbyterian religion, for which so many had staked their 

lives, was thrust into the background. The Presbyterians 

therefore sent a minister named James Sharp to plead their 

cause at the English Court, but it needed little to buy him over. 

Charles II. simply made him Archbishop of St. Andrews, and 

sent him back again to work at restoring Bishops to Scotland, 

the very policy he had come up pledged to support. No wonder 

the Presbyterians hated Sharp with a bitter hatred! It was not 

long before the Scottish Bishops were restored, and a 

declaration was made that the National League and Covenant 

were "unlawful oaths." All this roused the temper of the 

people, and there began to be rebellious and angry meetings 

against the King and his Government. The first serious affair 

took place at Rullion Green in the Pentland Hills.  

The Covenanters had been at first a large body of men, 

between 2,000 and 3,000 in number, but the weather was 

bitter, and snow lay on the hills, and many slipped away under 

the trials of cold and hunger. Sir Thomas Dalziel, one of the 

sternest of the Government leaders, was sent to disperse the 

rest, which he did without difficulty, though, owing to their 

knowledge of the fastnesses of the hills, the slaughter was not 

great among the Covenanters who fled. About eighty prisoners 

were taken and carried to Edinburgh; some were executed, and 

some, according to the cruel custom of the day, tortured first. 

It was hardly likely that an affair of this kind would make the 

Covenanters settle down quietly.  

The Presbyterian form of worship was now forbidden 

altogether, and not only so, but any persons meeting in any 

house or field to carry on their religion in the form they 

preferred, were subject to hideous penalties. "Whoever without 

license shall preach or pray at any meeting in the field, called a 

'field conventicle,' shall be punished with death," so ran the 

law. Certain indulgences were granted, however, to the ejected 

ministers—that is, the ministers who had been turned out of 

their livings—if they would go back to their manses and 

preach according to the Episcopal or English form; and a good 

many did so, hoping for better things. But the bitterness grew, 

and at last found vent in a terrible act.  

A party of men, mostly of the peasant class, but with 

one gentleman, Hackston of Rathillet, among them, agreed to 

seize a sheriff-substitute who had been especially cruel in 

carrying out the severe laws, in order to force him to promise 

to do better. For this purpose they met on a lonely moor in 

Fifeshire, where they expected he was to pass. When they 

were there waiting they suddenly saw a lumbering coach, 

heavily hung according to the pattern of those days, coming 

toward them, and one of their number, who had ridden on to 

investigate, came back, crying out it was not the sheriff-

substitute, but none other than the hated Archbishop of St. 

Andrews, Sharp, who was in the coach with his daughter! 



Original Copyright 1912 by G. E. Mitton.    Distributed by Heritage History 2012 43 

Accustomed as the Covenanters were to refer everything to 

Divine Providence, and being rather of the spirit of the Old 

Testament than of the New, they saw in this a direct invitation 

to murder. "The Lord hath delivered him into our hands," was 

their thought.  

The story is almost too horrible to continue, for they 

set on the old man in the coach and with their clumsy 

blunderbusses tried to shoot him, but failed, only wounding 

the terrified daughter, who had flung herself in front of her 

father. Then they dragged the Archbishop out, and shot at him 

again and again, and were riding away, leaving him for dead, 

when he moved, and they returned to complete their awful 

work! One man held aside the nearly maddened daughter, 

another, Hacket, took no part, but sat on his horse, saying he 

owed the Archbishop a personal grudge, and therefore could 

have no hand in the actual murder. At length, hacking and 

hewing at him with their swords, the inexperienced men 

finished their deed and fled. One wonders that the daughter did 

not indeed go out of her mind. For this brutal deed, eventually, 

only two of the band were caught and executed, and they 

happened to be Hacket and the man who had held Miss 

Sharp—the two who had actually taken no part in the crime, 

though their presence was sufficiently bad.  

After this, things went from bad to worse. The chief 

scat of the disturbances was in Galloway in the southwest, a 

sort of miniature Highlands. Here the Covenanters might have 

met at "conventicles" or meetings in the open air without 

attracting attention, but they openly courted it, and even sent a 

message to Glasgow saying when and where they intended to 

gather in thousands to defy the laws.  

Graham of Claverhouse, who earned, a name for 

desperate cruelty, was sent against them, but was defeated at a 

place called Drumclog. Thereupon the Covenanters grew 

bolder, and, gathering in thousands, marched toward Glasgow. 

They had reached Bothwell Brig, across the Clyde, when they 

encountered an English army under the Duke of Monmouth. It 

was a curious place for a battle. The bridge was narrow and 

rose to a hump it the middle, where there was a strong gate. It 

was a place that a few could have held against many; but as 

the Covenanters' aim was attack, and not defense, it was a bad 

place for them.  

 

 
 

THE MURDER OF ARCHBISHOP SHARP  
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For a while Hackston of Rathillet, the same who had 

been present at the murder of the Archbishop, held the bridge 

with a band of men, but when his ammunition was exhausted 

he drew back. The Duke of Monmouth was not afraid to cross, 

and he fell upon the Covenanters, and smote them terribly. 

Five hundred at least were killed, and as many taken prisoners. 

Some, indeed, say that double the number were carried 

prisoners to Edinburgh. At any rate there were so many that 

there was no place to house them, and they were penned up in 

Greyfriars Churchyard, where the first Covenant had been 

signed, like sheep in a pen. It was in the height of the summer, 

and the sufferings these poor men endured were terrible; in the 

end many were shipped off to work in the plantations and 

some were released.  

Various laws were passed which weighed heavily on 

the Covenanters; there was even an attempt to compel people 

to go to church whether they would or no, but the difficulty 

was to find out who did go. At length two women were taken, 

and condemned to death by drowning for refusing to take one 

of the oaths prescribed by the Government. These were an old 

woman and a girl of eighteen, and they were drowned in the 

Solway, where the tides come racing in at unusual speed. 

There they were tied to stakes, and left to their fate for the 

high tide to cover them. You will remember in "Young 

Lochinvar" the line  

"Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide."  

The old woman was placed farther out to sea, so that 

she might be overcome first, and perhaps thereby the other be 

induced to recant—but no: the two died for what they believed 

to be a principle, and rightly earned the name of the Wigtown 

Martyrs, from Wigtown, which was near the scene of their 

death.  

When James VII. came to the throne he was Roman 

Catholic in sympathy, and all through his reign the riots and 

repression continued; but even with a Protestant King like 

William III., who replaced him, the rebellion was not soothed. 

Full of distrust, from the remembrance of having been 

betrayed, the fierce spirit of the Scottish people burnt more 

fiercely.  

A strong body of the Covenanters, calling them-selves 

the Cameronians, were armed and trained, and they began to 

threaten the country by civil war. They were so narrow-

minded that they not only wanted to practice their own 

religion in their own way, which was natural enough, but they 

wanted to force their own methods on everyone else, and they 

broke away even from the Covenanters.  

Through the stormy years that followed, their bitter 

intolerance did much harm to the cause they really loved. 

Numerous Acts were passed. Good Queen Anne was most 

anxious to make peace within her dominions, and when the 

House of Hanover came to the throne, the Kings of that line 

cared far too little about religion to be cruel to those who 

differed from them.  

Gradually, as time went on, things were settled, and the 

Scottish people ruled themselves, so far as form was 

concerned. The General Assembly decided matters for them, 

and those who had peculiar ideas split off into separate 

factions, and thus the land had peace. But even in later days 

religion has always caused far more bitterness in Scotland than 

England; men take it more seriously, and are narrower in their 

views. Many a split has been made, and even after a breach 

has been healed another has appeared. It is perhaps safe to say 

that this state of things will continue to the end. Nevertheless, 

in all essential matters the two kingdoms are one—one at heart 

as well as one in government. Scotsmen carry the British flag 

as far and as often as Englishmen do, Scotsmen hold high 

places in the governance of the Realm; indeed, it is an oft-

repeated joke that England has been annexed by Scotland.  

 

 


