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Vol. 1
INTRODUCTION.

At a sale of the effects of an eminent antiquary lately
deceased, it was our happiness and good fortune to become
the possessor of a certain little MS. volume, closely written,
in a neat small hand of the 17th century. It is very thick,
contains nearly a thousand pages, is bound in black leather,
and is fastened by two brass clasps. On the title-page was
written, "The Storie of my Lyffe, concludit to this year
1660."

On examining our literary and antiquarian treasure,
which we did with ardour, we found that it was the
adventures of a Scottish gentleman, of that stirring period
indicated by the date, who had served for a time, as a
soldier of fortune, in the armies of Denmark. We found the
book interesting, from the glimpses of wild adventure, hair-
breadth escapes, high military courage, and raciness it
exhibited; thus, the more we read, the more pleased did we
become.

Philip Rollo, for such was the name of the writer, seemed
to be beside us relating his own startling adventures; and
we were upon the point of handing over the MS. to our
enterprising friends of the Bannatyne Club, when, lo! we
discovered that there were two serious gaps in it. Though
having little doubt that the archaeologists would gladly
publish these curious memoirs even in their mutilated
state, we preferred to restore the thread of the narrative,
so far as we could do so, from the quaint pages of the
Amsterdam Courant, the Swedish Intelligencer, the warlike
story of Colonel Monro and others, and, after modernising



the spelling and language of the whole, so as to make it
more generally readable, handed over our transcript to our
friend Mr. Routledge, of London.

Those portions of the work which have been made up
from contemporary authority, we are much too cunning to
point out; though we have little doubt that the critical
reader will easily recognise them. But we may add that,
historically considered, we have found the military details
to tally so closely with those given in the Low Dutch
"Relation," "Ye Danish Warres," and other works, that our
soldier of fortune may defy the closest scrutiny.

When we read the memoirs of any eminent man of whom
no portrait is extant, we are naturally curious to know what
like he was—the colour of his eyes, of his hair, and so forth;
and, most fortunately, before entering upon the adventures
of Philip Rollo, we are enabled to afford the reader a pretty
good idea of these matters; for at the same extensive sale,
where it was our fortune to find the MS., a portrait of the
cavalier was "knocked down" to us for a comparative trifle
—nothing, absolutely, when we consider that it was a real
and well-authenticated Jamesone, an artist, so justly
esteemed the Vandyke of Scotland, and who studied with
Sir Anthony under Rubens at Antwerp.

This portrait, which appears, by a date inscribed
thereon, to have been painted about the year 1630, exhibits
an eminently handsome cavalier in the gallant and
picturesque costume of that time. The face is oval—the
forehead white and high—the mustaches and imperial well
pointed—the eyes are dark—the hair long and of the
deepest brown. The left hand rests in the bowl hilt of a long
Spanish rapier, which hangs in a magnificent baldric, worn
sash-wise over the right shoulder; the right hand rests on a
helmet, to show that it is the portrait of a gentleman and



soldier. We have also an admirable example of the Scottish
costume of the period. This cavalier's doublet having loose
sleeves, slashed with white, the collar being covered by a
falling band of the richest point lace; a short crimson cloak
hangs jauntily on the left shoulder; the breeches are of blue
velvet, fringed with point lace, and meet the long riding
boots, which have tops of ruffled lace. A military order
sparkles on his breast, and a dagger dangles at his right
side. Under the helmet there peeps out a slip of paper, on
which is written, Philip Rollo, hys portraitoure.

There is a proud and lofty expression in the face of this
old portrait (which is now hanging above my writing-table),
that is remarkably pleasing and impressive. While gazing at
it, the dark eyes seem to fill with dusky fire—the proud lips
to curl, and the manly breast to expand with the high
military spirit the original once possessed, while the clouds
of battle, which envelope the background, seem once more
to roll around him on the wind. This is power of the
Jamesone's pencil—that magic power which the lapse of
more than two hundred years has failed to obliterate; and
we hope that the reader will, erelong, be as interested as
we are ourselves in the fortunes and misfortunes, loves and
adventures, of Philip Rollo, whose personal memoirs
appear to have been compiled by himself for his own
amusement, rather than for that of others.



Book the First.

CHAPTER I.

OF MY FAMILY, AND THE MISFORTUNE OF
NOT HAVING A LARGE MOUTH.

I was born in the year after King James VI. acquired the
dominion of England, at my father's tower of Craigrollo,
which overlooks the great bay of Cromartie. The youngest
of four sons, I was (God knows why) a child of ill-omen from
my birth; for, before that event came to pass, my mother
had various remarkable dreams, which were darkly and
mysteriously construed by certain Highland crones of the
district; and the whole family made up their minds to
expect that I should never be the source of aught else but
discomfort and disgrace to them.

All unconscious of the disagreeable impressions
regarding me, I was ushered (poor little devil!) into this
world on a Friday, the most ominous day of the week for
such an arrival; when a furious storm of wind was rolling
the waves of the North Sea against the Sutors of
Cromartie; and a tempest of rain was lashing the walls and
windows of the old tower, and drenching the older pine-
woods that surrounded it. A knife and spade had been
placed below my mother's bed, a Bible below her pillow,
and the room was plentifully sprinkled with salt, to avert
the mal-influence of the fairies, and every way the old
fashions of the Highlands were complied with strictly.

My father had been particularly anxious for a daughter,
that he might marry her to his nephew, M'Farquhar of that
Ilk, to whom he was tutor or guardian; and various wise



women, who had been solemnly convened in council before
I was born, had all been morally certain that my mother
would have a daughter.

"You have long loved French apples," said old Mhona
Toshach; "your ladyship is sure to have a daughter."

My sudden appearance upset all their calculations, and
none more than those of my father.

"The devil's in the brat!" said he. "There goes the estate
of M'Farquhar, with its five hundred broadswords;" for, in
our Scottish fashion, he was what we call the tutor of the
property.

As if to increase the general prejudice against me, I
squalled right lustily, which made all the old crones of the
household, and the wise women of the parish, with Mhona
Toshach, my mother's nurse, at their head, tremble and
predict that, through life, "sore trials and evil would attend
the course of the Friday's bairn." All the crickets in the
bakehouse disappeared that day for ever, a surer
foreboding of dire calamity.

Though we were a branch of a Lowland or Perthshire
family, the gallant Rollos of Duncruib, my father, partly to
humour my mother, who was a daughter of the race of
M'Farquhar, and partly to please his Highland neighbours,
resolved to celebrate my arrival in the old country fashion.
The old family banner, with its azure chevrons, on which
the spiders had been spinning their webs since it had been
last unfurled on the birth of my brother Ewen, (for my
father was eminently a peaceful man,) was displayed on the
old tower; and more than one gallant puncheon of ale, and
bombarde of Flemish wine were set abroach in the yard. I
was baptized over a broadsword. Then came the solemn



and important ceremony of placing in my mouth "the Rollo
spoon," which was done in presence of the whole
household; and which, from the consternation it
occasioned, requires some explanation.

An ancestor of ours, Sir Bingan Rollo of that Ilk, who had
accompanied Earl Douglas (afterwards Marshal of France
and Duke of Touraine) on his successful invasion of
England, in the year of God 1420, when sacking the manor-
house of a certain English squire, found therein a silver
spoon of great size and curious workmanship, which he
brought home with him to Cromartie, leaving in place
thereof his right eye, which he lost by an English arrow in
the assault. This spoon, doubtless the palladium of a long
race of well-fed Saxons, became the heirloom of the house
of Rollo, on which it produced a very remarkable effect—
not unlike that which Rigord tells us the loss of the true
cross at Tiberiade, had upon all children born afterwards in
Christendom—for instead of thirty teeth they had but
twenty. So all the future Rollos of the Craig, came in time to
be distinguished by the unusual size of their mouths from
the first year after this spoon was deposited in the oak
charter-chest of the family. I had a great-uncle whose
mouth, when born, extended from ear to ear; but still it was
almost insufficient to contain this capacious English spoon,
which was quite round, measured three inches in diameter,
and on which our valiant ancestor had engraved his crest, a
stag's head, with the legend,

"This spune I leave in legacie
To the maist mouthed Rollo, after me.
                RINGAN ROLLO, 1421."

Thus, whenever a son or daughter of the family was
born, the insertion of this remarkable heirloom into their
mouths was one of the usual ceremonies, and was



considered as indispensable as marriage or christening.
Such a trophy was considered something to be vain of, by
the Rollos of the Craig, who were sorely jealous of their
neighbours, the Urquharts of Cromartie, who deduced their
descent from Alcibiades the Athenian!*

* See Sir Thomas Urquhart's Works.

It had been remarked that every Rollo of the Craig,
whose mouth would not admit this spoon, or at least a
portion of it, was remarkably unfortunate; thus, of my
father's ten brothers, three, who were so unhappy as to
have mouths like other people, after being distinguished for
their facility in getting into quarrels and turmoils, were all
cut off, early in life; one being slain by the English at the
Raid of the Redswire; a second with Buccleuch in the
Lowlands of Holland; and the third, who had become an
officer in a Scottish frigate, being taken by the cruel pirates
of Barbary, who basely murdered him. Most happily for
themselves, my three elder brothers were blessed with
enormously wide mouths—in fact, they were like nothing
that I can remember but the mouth of a cannon, or the
stone gutters of a cathedral; but I—poor little wretch!—had
a mouth so remarkably small, that no part of this capacious
spoon would enter therein—not even a segment of it; and
from that moment I was unanimously considered as a lost,
an untrue Rollo. My father turned his back upon me from
that day, and vowed there was less of the Rollo than the
M'Farquhar about me; so, from thenceforward, I was, as it
were, delivered into the hands of mischance and
misfortune.

A goodly volume would be required to narrate all the
heart-burnings and sore taunts I endured in boyhood, for
the smallness of my mouth; the studied coldness of my
father; the gibes and laughter of my brothers; the ominous



forebodings and doleful anticipations of the old nurse,
Mhona Toshach; and the equivocal taunts of the good-
natured friends and tenantry, among whom I seemed to be
viewed like the poor dog, that should be hung after
acquiring the bad name, the mob and their misdeeds, have
given him. That diabolical old spoon was the bane of my
existence; and, influenced by certain hints from my poor
mother, who, having a very small and very pretty mouth
herself, sympathised with me, I made more than one essay,
to obtain possession of it, for the purpose of throwing it
into the deepest part of Cromartie bay, with a pretty heavy
stone attached thereto. But the ancient charter-chest, with
its iron bands and triple locks, defied all my efforts; and
many a hearty kick I gave it, in pure rage and despite, after
every attempt of myself and Mhona had failed to widen my
mouth to the family size, by the simple mode of inserting
our fingers therein, and pulling the corners in contrary
directions.

Had my father (worthy man!) been of a jealous
disposition, I doubt not that it might have occasioned some
dispeace between him and my mother, who told him often,
that "he ought to love my mouth the more for being so like
her own;" but, wedded to his own opinions, based as they
were on the traditions and predictions of two hundred
years, the old gentleman, who had himself a singularly
open countenance, was inexorable, and sorely dreaded that
little Philip was foredoomed to bring disgrace, or at least
mischance, on the Rollos of the Craig.

Save this peculiar prejudice, he was one of the best men
in the county; and was one of those old gentlemen who are
always looking back and never forward: he stuck manfully
to the bombasted doublets and fashions of his father's days,
and never allowed a Michaelmas to pass without eating a
St. Michael's bannock, or a Christmas without seeing the



yule log laid on the hearth, and never was known to kill a
spider, in memory of the good service once rendered to
Scotland and the Bruce in the days of old.

Though I suffered severely from his strange pique, it was
perhaps the source of good to me ultimately. Instead of
being retained at home, like my brothers, spelling over the
Auld Prymar, and trembling under the ferrule of Domine
Daidle, the tutor, fiddler, and factor of the family, and
spending three parts of the day in hunting, shooting with
the bow, banqueting, dancing, and learning to handle the
claymore and target, I was despatched to the King's
College at Aberdeen, where I was duly matriculated in
1621, about the time when the battle was fought in Leith
Roads between the Spaniards and the Admiral of Zealand;
for I remember well that it formed the constant topic of
conversation among my brother students, many of whom
were from the south country.

Here my usual mischance accompanied me, for I was
always involved in quarrels with the ruffling gallants of the
Brave City, or lost my money among cheats and sharpers at
post and pair, or the old game of trumps. Lord knows! I
never had much to lose, and I nearly reached the end of my
wits and my purse together. Then, to crown all, I fell deadly
sick of that terrible pestilence which has so frequently
desolated Aberdeen, having swept away its citizens no less
than ten times between the years 1401 and 1647. So great
was the panic latterly, that the classes of the universities
were removed to Peterhead; but I, unable to accompany
them, was borne to the huts erected for the sick on the
Links, where we were strictly guarded by soldiers, to
prevent the infection spreading.

While there, I received a letter from my father condoling
with me on my doleful case, and hinting broadly, that, had



my mouth been larger, I could have eaten more, and should
assuredly have escaped, like my brothers, who were strong
and well. As I had been robbed of my last plack by the cruel
nurses, a few silver crowns had been more welcome, and I
crushed up the poor man's letter, for the least mention of
my "small mouth" was sufficient to make me tremble with
rage. My dear mother sent me two jars, one filled with
usquebaugh, and the other with honey; but as the soldiers
drank the first, and the nurses eat the second, I got no use
of either. There, among the pest-stricken, I lingered long,
hovering, as it were, between life and death, sighing to be
beside my mother, to feel her gentle hand on my hot and
throbbing brow, and to hear her kind voice whispering in
my ear; for, boy like, I thought if I were only once again
beside that kind parent, and she touched me, I should
become whole and well.

I thought of the old tower too, though, save one, none
loved me there; I saw the dark pines that shaded its old
grey walls; the whin rocks, the heath-clad hills, and the
blue bay of Cromartie, with the great Sutors, like two
Cyclopean towers, that overhang its narrow entrance; and
sorely I longed to see them all once again, before I died.

Weary, weak and feeble, I hoped to die soon; but by the
blessing of God, and the strength of my own constitution, I
recovered; nor must I omit to make honourable mention of
that worthy chirurgeon, Donald Gordon, author of the
learned "Pharmaco-pinæ, or Table and Taxe of the Vsual
Medicaments contayned in his Apothecarie and Chymicall
shope, in New Aberdene;" and but for whose skill and
kindness, I had never lived to write these my memoirs.

I recovered, the plague passed away, the Senatus
Academicus once more returned to the King's College, and
the classes were resumed. I commenced my studies again



with renewed ardour, and again became immersed in the
classic pages of Plutarch, of Sallust, and of Nepos. I longed
to become a great scholar, a renowned statesman, or a
gallant soldier—any thing famous and lofty, that I might
cast from myself the slur that hateful heirloom of the Rollos
had fixed upon me; that I might leave for ever the
atmosphere of ill omens with which it had surrounded me,
and the dark predictions that were ever grating in my ears
and rankling in my memory. I perfected myself in
mathematics and the humanities, and spent my whole
spare time in acquiring the use of arms; thus, before I
completed a year at King's College, I could handle the bow
and the arquebuse, toss the pike and throw the bar, vault
and ride, use pistolette, rapier, and backsword to
perfection, so that the oldest and stoutest—yea, and the
boldest—of our students were somewhat wary of offending
me; for on the shortest notice, off went my gown, and out
came bilbo and poniard.

I know not whether it was the nature of my studies, the
force of circumstances, or my natural inclination towards
high enterprise, that have guided me; but this I may boldly
aver, that never, to my knowledge, have I swerved from the
proper path which a gentleman of honour and cavalier of
spirit ought to pursue in his intercourse with society.



CHAPTER II.

HOW I BECAME A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.

Having completed my studies at the King's College, I left
it in the June of 1626, and returned to my father's house,
from which I had been so long absent, and as I felt with
bitterness, unregrettedly so, by all save my poor mother,
whom to my sorrow I found on the verge of death. She had
long been suffering from a pain in her side, and was
divining away (as we Scots say,) but I was not prepared to
see her only live to bless me, and then close her eyes for
ever.

I felt that the only friend I possessed on earth had left
both it and me! I was very—very desolate.

Many a ghastly visage, and many a stiffened form, have I
seen since that day of grief, which passed so many years
ago; but that pale face, and those kind sinking eyes, come
vividly before me at times, out of the mist of the years that
have gone. My father, as he closed her eyes, averred
sorrowfully, "that, had her mouth been larger, she would
have respired more freely, and might have lived for ten
good years longer;" but she died—and on a bed of pigeons'
feathers too, to the dismay of all the wise women in
Cromarty; for it is an old superstition, that one cannot die
on the feathers of those birds.

Though a numerous host of relations were around that
gloomy bed, and crowding the chambers of the old tower, I
felt lonely (for such was the miserable prejudice against
me), and that I was viewed as somewhat of an alien among
them—even by those of my own blood and kindred; and the



consciousness of that filled my heart with mingled rage and
grief.

My father was cold as ever, the more so, perhaps, as his
heart was full of sorrow, and sorrow is ever selfish; but my
brothers, Farquhar, Finlay, and Ewen, were colder still with
unkind envy, for they had heard such glowing reports of my
progress in all those studies which most become a
gentleman. Being certain that I had outstripped their
slender knowledge, which was confined to the narrow
limits of Dominie Daidle's classes, they were so full of
jealousy, that our mother had scarcely been lowered down
into her dark and lonely home, before these youths, who
were now grown into tall and swinging Highlandmen,
challenged me to various trials of strength and skill.
Though I could easily encounter them with broadsword and
target, or with single-stick, Farquhar could beat me at
throwing the hammer, and Finlay at tossing the bullet, as
Ewen could at bringing down an eagle on the wing with a
single shot, or splitting a tree by one blow of a Lochaber
axe; for they were all strong as young horses, untamed as
mountain goats, and from their cradles had been wont to
sup usquebaugh with their porridge.

My mother's funeral was celebrated after the good old
fashion of the Highlands, and we buried her by torchlight in
the ancient kirk of St. Regulus. Under their chief, Ian Dhu,
three hundred of her kinsmen, the M'Farquhars, came
down from the hills, with six pipers playing before them,
and I shall never forget the sad, low wailing of the lament
performed by those mountain minstrels, as the long funeral
procession wound by night, along the margin of Cromartie
Firth. The pall was emblazoned with sixteen proofs of her
gentle blood, and the nearest kinsmen carried her poor
remains on a bier, around which all the old women of her
own clan, and my father's barony, moved in a melancholy



crowd, beating their breasts, tearing their dishevelled hair,
and lamenting wildly.

There was no prayer at the grave, because we were old
Protestants; but the Seanachie of her father's race
pronounced a long oration on her virtues; the M'Farquhars
fired their pistols in the air, with an explosion which nearly
blew out all the church windows; then followed a frightful
shovelling of earth, the careful adjusting of a large stone
slab—and all was over.

I was the last who left the darkened church.

I followed the procession, which, with the pipers
strutting in front, returned to the tower of Craigrollo,
where the funeral feast was spread and the dredgie to be
drunk, the great silver spoon of Sir Ringan being laid, on
this solemn occasion, beside my father's platter, which
stood above the salt.

The dredgie I willingly pass over, and would as willingly
commit to oblivion; for I may safely assert that, of four
hundred men who were in the tower, not one was sober
when the morrow dawned; and not less than two hundred
gallons of mountain whisky were consumed as a libation in
my mother's honour. Happily there was no fighting, but
only a blow with a dirk and a slash with an axe exchanged
between a M'Farquhar and a Rollo of Thanesland, about
precedence at table.

After six years of a quiet life at King's College, being
somewhat unused to our Highland manners, I was scared
by this terrible debauch; for, amid it all, I saw by the hall
fire, a chair which stood vacant, and there seemed to be
ever before me that black coffin, with its gilded handles
and armorial blazon—the wreath of rosemary and the hour-



glass on its lid—the deep dark grave yawning horribly, in
the red light of the torches, that had glared on the groined
vaults of the ancient kirk. On the morning after the
dredgie, leaving the hall encumbered by more than four
hundred armed Celts, who, in their plaids, were sleeping
and snorting on the floor, I walked forth from the tower to
ruminate, and view again the old familiar scenery from
which I had so long been absent.

Rising in his full refulgence from the sea, the morning
sun was soaring high above the noble Firth of Cromartie,
and no prospect that I have since beheld, (and in my
wandering life I have looked on many,) can compare, in my
estimation, with the wild mountain shores of my own native
bay.

Its entrance is by two steep and lofty hills named the
Sutors, which are covered with wood, and overhang the
water about a mile apart; between these natural towers, as
between the piers of a floodgate, the morning sun poured
all his splendour on the Firth, which at my feet spread out
for seventeen miles in length, until it vanished in the deep
bosom of the Ross-shire mountains, and those of the Black
Isle. It is the grandest bay in Britain, and after experience
has shewn me, that, if its promontories were fortified by
cannon, there is no place wherein our Scottish ships could
ride with greater security.

In pure white haze the morning mists were rising from
the pine-covered glens, and the fishermen were putting
forth their nets upon the Firth, which was dotted by the
brown sails of their little craft. The sky was cloudless, and
the waters of Crom Ba (the winding bay) slept like a sheet
of polished gold and crystal blue, at the base of its steep
green bordering mountains.



I sought M'Farquhar's Bed, a large and rocky cavern
which lies below the southern Sutor of Cromarty. It had
been a favourite haunt of mine in boyhood; for there an
ancestor, Doughal Glass, had once found shelter and
concealment, after having slain an Urquhart of Cromartie
by a blow of his dirk in a sudden quarrel.

The rock in which this cavern yawns, and above which
the hill rises, possesses an enormous arch, forming a grand
natural bridge, below which the waves are ever chafing and
booming; and within it lies another, hollowed by the billows
of the eternal sea. From the roof and sides of this cavern,
there is a continual dropping of water, which petrifies
whatever it falls upon, into a hard substance, whiter than
snow; thus myriads of white pendants cover the walls and
deep recesses of this cavern, the whole sides and roof of
which glitter as if built of ice, of crystal, and alabaster,
presenting the most wonderful and beautiful appearance
when a casual ray of the sun glides along the waves which
roll within it, lighting up the countless prisms of its rocks
and stalactites.

To sit there, as in a fairy palace, and dream, with the
summer sea murmuring at my feet, and the Sutors shaking
their dark green woods above me, had been my favourite
employment in other days; and now, with a heart saddened
by recent events, and somewhat anxious for the future, on
this fair morning in June, I sought my old familiar haunt.

When approaching, I was surprised on being suddenly
confronted by the figure of an armed Highlander, in the
M'Farquhar tartan, with his plaid belted and claymore at
his side. My first thought was of Grey Doughal, whose spirit
is said to haunt the place which yet bears his name; but
when he turned, I recognised the dark locks and handsome
face of my mother's nephew, young Ian Dhu, who, having



been earlier abroad than even I, impelled by his own
solitary thoughts, had sought this place of so many old
memories and dark traditions, the shelter of our common
ancestor.

"Your servant, my cousin," said he, drawing off his
gauntlet to shake me warmly by the hand.

The keen expression of Ian's clear bright eye, showed
that he was a Duinewassal of spirit and bravery, while the
ardour of his manner and the full tone of his rich voice,
betokened a good and sensible heart. After some
conversation upon the beauty of the morning, the
wonderful grotto in which we had met, and then a few
observations on the sad ceremony of yesterday, Ian became
impressed by the melancholy of my manner.

"You say that in my kinswoman, the good lady, your
mother, you have lost your only friend," said he; "Dioul! I
marvel much, cousin Philip, that you continue to tarry here,
where all men show you the boss of their bucklers, and the
crust of the loaf, your father's race and kindred though they
be."

"True, Ian," I replied; "but what would you have me to
do?"

"Push your way in the world, to be sure."

"But I have no friends," said I.

"Friends! what other friend than his sword does a brave
fellow require? With a good buff belt to keep it at your
thigh, it will go all over the world with you, and is the best
knife I know of, with which to carve out a fair fortune; for it
will never fail you, if you are but true to it. Now, Philip,
when all the brave spirits of Scotland are flocking to the



German wars, in tens of thousands, why should you stay
behind? All the troops of the great Gustavus Adolphus are
led by brave Duinewassals and Lowland cavaliers—yea,
every company, regiment, and brigade of his Swedes and
allies. All his cities and fortresses are governed by
Scotsmen, and there are not less than fourteen thousand
valiant Scots covering themselves with glory and honour in
the war against the tyrants of the empire. Ten thousand
other Scots are going to Denmark to fight the battles of
King Christian against Ferdinand of Hapsburg; and my
cousin, Sir Donald of Strathnaver, is now raising three
thousand soldiers for that service. Under his banner, I am
to lead a hundred of my father's men to the Lochlin of the
bards of old."

"For what?"

"Dias Muire let! Can you ask? to seek honour for
ourselves, and to add one ray to the martial glory which for
ages has encircled the tribes of the Gael."

Fired by the romantic energy of my stately Highland
kinsman—

"Ian," I replied, "I am sorely tempted; for you open up
the path I have so long wished to pursue. Here I have
nothing left to care for, and, if you allow me, I will gladly
trail a pike under your orders, and march to the wars of
Low Germanie."

"There spoke the M'Farquhar blood, and I was thinking
you no better than a Lowlander!" said Ian, his eyes flashing
as he clapped me on the shoulder; "but it shall never be
said that a kinsman so near and so dear to Ian Dhu, trailed
a pike as a private man under our banner, when so many
Gunns, Grants, and Munroes, cock their bonnets as



commissioned officers. I shall write to my kinsman, Sir
Donald, and in a fortnight from this time you shall hear
from me. Come, take new courage! together we will push
our fortune in these foreign wars, and in the hour of battle
and danger, my hundred steel hearts of your mother's tribe
will be ever as a shirt of mail around you, Philip!"

I gave my hand upon it to this high-spirited youth, whose
energy—as he spoke in his native Gaëlic—I cannot infuse
into this dialogue, which is written from memory.

"I will leave this place, Ian, with sensations of bitterness
rather than regret," said I, as we ascended to my father's
tower; "the only being who would have wept for my
departure we laid yesterday in yonder chapel, on which the
morning sun now shines so redly. None seem to love me
here——"

"The more reason to march—eh?"

"From my birth my father has hated me, because——" (I
could not mention the ridiculous reason, for it always filled
me with anger.)

"Because—why?"

"I was not a girl, whom you might have married."

Ian burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter, and kissed
the silver brooch by which his plaid was fastened.

"By my soul! I think my good uncle was mistaken; for the
more sons a baron hath to defend his hearth-stone and hall-
door, the better in these unruly times."

"I was born on a Friday, too, and that day has ever been
regarded in all countries as an unlucky one."



"Because it was the day on which our Saviour died," said
Ian, uncovering his head; "and doubtless," he added with a
smile, "it is an unlucky day on which to march, to fight, to
hunt, or to marry; but as for being born—Dioul! as that is
an event over which we possess no control in our own
proper persons, I cannot see any ill fortune in it. And you
will quit your student's cap for the bright helmet, your
studies for the camp and leaguer, without regret?"

"Without regret, and with ardour!"

"It is true that here, at Craigrollo, you have no great
scope for indulging your taste for book-learning——"

"Our literary resources are indeed small; for the only
book in the tower is Bishop Carsewell's Prayer-Book for the
Reformed Kirk, which Robert Lickprivick printed in Gaëlic,
in 1567, and even that lacks half its leaves, Ewen having
used them as wadding for his pistols."

This gallant mountaineer, to whom my heart drew the
more closely because there were few or none else for whom
it could care, marched back to his native glen with his
people, and I waited anxiously for his expected letter.

Punctually at the close of the fourteenth day, Ian's
henchman, Phadrig Mhor M'Farquhar, a tall strong
Highlander, presented himself at the tower of the Craig,
and taking a letter from his sporran, kissed the seal to
shew that it had been respected, and handed it to me with
the deepest reverence, for it contained the handwriting of
his chief. While Mhona, who was now housekeeper, gave
refreshments and a stoup of whisky to Phadrig Mhor, I
opened his missive, which proved as unintelligible to me as
Sanscrit, being written in that ancient character the Litir
Eireinich, or Gaëlic letter, which bears some resemblance



to the Hebrew, but was even then (1626) becoming
somewhat obsolete and antiquated. I was compelled to
have recourse to old Dominie Daidle, by whose aid I
learned that the missive ran as follows:—

"For my Right Honourable Cousin, Philip Rollo of the
Craig—these,

"LOVING COUSIN,—I have conferred with our kinsman,
Mackay of Strathnaver, and he was proud to have the
honour of appointing you to be an Ensign in my company of
pikes. Our cousin M'Alpine is your lieutenant, so that it will
be no dishonour to be commanded by one who shares our
blood. Sir Donald will embark with the entire regiment for
Denmark in two king's ships, which are to be waiting us in
the Bay of Cromartie, immediately below your father's
tower, about the end of this month; so that, against that
time, I beg you will prepare your best coat-of-mail,
consisting of back, breast, and pot, together with the
breacan fheile of the Mackay tartan.

"I need scarcely remind you again of how many brave
Scots, by their good swords, their true hearts, and
indomitable valour, have raised themselves from humbler
rank than ours, to the highest honours a subject can attain,
in the courts and camps of that glorious arena on which we
are about to enter! Loving cousin, the wide world is all
before us, and we have our fathers' swords! If we live to
return to the land of the Gael, I hope we shall do so
covered with wounds (here the dominie shrugged his
shoulders) and with honour; if we fall, we shall do so
gloriously, fighting for the civil and religious liberties of
Europe. We may die far from our homes; but, believe me,
the dew of heaven, as it falls on our unburied faces, will not
be the only tears shed over us, Philip. I have but one real
regret—that we may find our last home, so far from the



homes of our kindred; for the dying wish of the true
Highlander is ever to be laid in the grave of his fathers,
beneath the purple heather and the yellow broom. But
away with such fears, for it matters little where a heart
moulders, if that heart be true; and so, with the assurance
that you will be in readiness to meet us on the day we
march into Cromartie, I commit you, loving cousin, to the
protection of God.

"MACFARQUHAR.

"Post Scriptum.—The bearer, my cousin and henchman,
who is to be a sergeant in our said regiment of Strathnaver,
will afford you all other information."



CHAPTER III.

SIR DONALD AND HIS REGIMENT.

From an eminent armourer in the Castlegate of the
Brave Town of Aberdeen, I had purchased a suit of plain
but well-tempered armour, such as a gentleman might
wear, and such as no gentleman could be without in those
days, before the wars of the Covenant. It consisted of back
and breast plates, curiously inlaid with many rare and
quaint devices; steel gloves, arm-pieces, a gorget and open
helmet, with three iron bars, to protect the face from
sword-cuts. As leg-pieces had now gone out of fashion, and
withal I was to wear a kilt like my comrades, tassettes were
not required. I had a good pair of our Scottish pistols, with
iron butts, a back sword and dagger. These cost me many
pounds Scots, all of which I had saved, with some trouble,
from the small sums sent me by my poor mother, per the
favour of John Mucklecuits, the Aberdeen carrier.

On receiving the letter of Ian, I showed it to my father,
and so strong was his silly prejudice against me, that he
said—with an unmoved aspect which stung me to the soul—
he feared much I would never return again; for my uncle
Philip, whose mouth was too small for the spoon of Sir
Ringan, never again darkened the door of his father, and so
forth; but, having pledged my word to our kinsman, I must
march, or rather sail for Low Germanie, whither his
blessing would assuredly follow me.

Filled with ardour at the prospect before me, and the life
of wild and warlike adventure, happiness, and pleasure (for
such I deemed it,) on which I was about to enter, I spent my
whole time in putting on and taking off my harness,
polishing the pieces, burnishing the handles of my sword



and Glasgow pistols, until they shone like silver; and I
hailed with joy the appearance of two of our Scottish ships
of war, which, on rising from bed one morning, I saw at
anchor in the Firth of Cromartie. The early dawn was
beautiful, and I remember well how gallantly those vessels
rode, with their heads to the wind, and the pennons of St.
Andrew streaming astern.

Sent round from Leith, by order of the Privy Council and
of His Grace James Stewart, Duke of Lennox, who in that
year was Lord Great Chamberlain and Lord High Admiral
of Scotland, they were the Unicorn and Crown Royal, two
of our bravest ships. Each of them carried thirty gross
culverins, and had two galleries on each side. Their poops
and aftercastles, which rose like towers above the water,
were carved over with trophies of artillery, and blazons of
honour. Their cabins were all loopholed for musket shot,
and two gallant frigates they were, as ever unfurled our
Scottish flag above the waters. And so I thought, as on that
beautiful morning in September I saw them riding in the
noble bay, with their gilded sides, the polished muzzles of
their brass cannon, and their snow-white canvass shining in
the rising sun. Their captains breakfasted at the tower of
Craigrollo, and about midday, with a beating heart I began
to arm me in good earnest; for afar off, on the western hills,
the glitter of steel announced that my future comrades
from the wilds of Ross were approaching the shore.

The bitter pang of leaving my father's roof, perhaps for
ever; of breaking bread where I might never break it more;
of performing the little routine and courtesies of our family
circle, each as I felt sorrowfully for the last time, had all to
be endured on that morning. My father's austere look was
softened, and it seemed at times that his usually cold eye
almost glistened when he gazed on me. I thought that my
three uncouth brothers were kinder and gentler than was



their wont. All this might be fancy, but my heart was full. I
was hearing their voices for the last time, I was going far
away for a long and indefinite period; the future was full of
danger and obscurity, and never more might I be under my
father's rooftree. But I flung these chilling thoughts from
me as one would do a wet plaid, and betook me to my
armour.

For the first time I put on my kilt and hose, and to my
surprise, found that they were not only exceedingly warm,
but easy and comfortable; much more so than the
bombasted breeches I had hitherto worn.

The aspect of Sir Donald's men, this brave regiment of
Strathnaver, whose name in future wars was fated to carry
terror and defeat into the ranks of the Austrian and
Spanish Imperialists, would have fired even a coward-heart
with a glow of chivalry, as on that morning they marched
down, by the shores of the Firth of Cromartie, fifteen
hundred strong; raised entirely among his own clan and
kinsmen in Farr, Strathnaver, and Strathalladale, together
with a few Munroes and Gunns. The regiment of Sir Donald
well deserved the name given it in the "Svedish
Intelligencer," the Scottish Invincibles.

Though it was the fashion in foreign armies to have
companies of infantry varying from one hundred and fifty to
three hundred men, those of Sir Donald were regularly
composed of one hundred men each, the officers being
invariably the kinsmen of their soldiers; thus my cousin Ian
led the company of M'Farquhars, and young Culgraigie the
company of Munroes; the Laird of Tulloch led a company of
the clan Forbes, and old Kildon, the company of
Mackenzies, and so on. In the Lowlands, and among the
English, it was then customary to have a colour for each
company, with a certain number of halberdiers to guard it,



then so many musketeers to flank the halberts, while the
pikes in turn flanked the muskets; but the regiment of
Strathnaver, with five hundred pikes and a thousand
muskets, had only two standards, our Scottish national
ensign, and the great banner of Mackay, bearing a chevron
argent, charged with a Reabuck's head, and two hounds
grasping dirks. The same designs were painted on all the
drums, and on the little flags that waved from the pipers'
drones.

The whole fifteen hundred were uniformly accoutred in
steel-caps and buff-coats, the officers being fully armed in
bright plate to the waist, and having plumes in their
headpieces; their kilts were of dark green tartan, and
belted up to the left shoulder, according to the custom of
Highlandmen when going on service. The musketeers
carried their powder in bandoliers; and, in addition to his
dirk, every officer and man wore the claymore, or genuine
old Highland sword, which could be used with both hands.
Their purses were of white goatskin, and profusely adorned
with silver.

Marching in sections of six abreast, this noble regiment
poured down the steep and narrow pass overhung by
Craigrollo, and I shall never forget how my heart expanded,
when I beheld them moving far down below where I stood,
with their colours waving, the tall reedy pikes, the
burnished musket barrels, helmets, and breastplates
glittering in the sun; the waving of the tartans; the regular
motion of the bare brown knees and gartered hose; the
hoarse bray of ten great war-pipes, and the hoarser battle
of fifteen drums, beating the old Scottish march, and
making wood, rock, and water echo, as if the thunder of
heaven was floating over them. The waving plaids and
nodding plumes, the flashing steel and martial music, the
measured tramp of so many marching feet, all combined to



raise a wild glow in my bosom, and I exulted to think that I
was one of these, and never assuredly did finer men depart
for foreign wars. They were the flower of Ross and the
Lewis, but chiefly from Duthaich Mhic Aio, or the Land of
the Mackays; and many of them exhibited a strength and
stature such as our Lowlanders never attain, having always
at their command the best of game and venison, with all
manner of animal food, for the mere trouble of shooting or
slaying.*

* How different with the poor Highlanders now!

Though accoutred like the rest, and wearing the Mackay
tartan, I knew the company of M'Farquhars by the badges
in their steel caps, and by the remarkable plume of Ian,
who marched at their head. It was the whole wing of an
eagle, with the feathers expanded over the cone of his
helmet, which gave him all the formidable aspect of a
Roman warrior. As I descended the rocks, he sprang from
the ranks to greet me.

"My cousin and captain," said I, laughing, "a thousand
welcomes to Cromartie!"

"Philip, a thousand welcomes to our ranks! My children,"
he added in Gaëlic to his company, "this gentleman is one
of ourselves—'tis our kinsman, Rollo of the Craig—his
mother was a daughter of our race; remember that, and be
his Leine Chrios (his shirt of mail) in every danger."

A wild Highland hurrah was Ian's response.

While the regiment marched down towards the beach,
Sir Donald of Strathnaver, my colonel, in obedience to a
courteous invitation which I tendered him in my father's
name, turned aside to visit our poor tower on the Craig,
and attended only by his henchman, and a piper who



played before him, rode his horse slowly and carefully up
the steep and rocky path which led to the outer gate.

Mackay was somewhat lofty and reserved in manner, but
brave and generous as a prince of romance; his dark grey
eyes were keen and bright; his form was sinewy, but
flexible and full of grace; he was about forty years of age,
and, although long reputed to be one of the most ferocious
and predatory among the western chiefs, he had a
singularly pleasing suavity of manner. All the Highlands
were then ringing with the story of the terrible vengeance
he had recently taken on the bandits who dwelt in the vast
cave of Ben Radh, a mountain in his parish of Reay; and I
gazed on him with no ordinary interest, for he was the chief
to whom I had committed my fortunes, and whom I was to
follow to far and foreign battle-fields.

Two sturdy Highland pages carried his armour; and thus
the handsome olive doublet, which he wore slashed, after
the Spanish fashion, imparted a somewhat courtly aspect to
his lordly figure, and formed an agreeable contrast to his
tartan truis, his steel gauntlets, and cliobh, or basket-hilted
sword. Conforming to the spirit of his forefathers, who,
coeval with the Lollards of Kyle, had been among the
earliest promoters of the Reformation, this brave chief
raised at different times no less than three thousand men
for the German wars; such was his enthusiasm in the cause
of religious freedom and of Elizabeth Stuart, the daughter
of James VI., whom, with her husband Frederick, the
Austrians had driven from the kingdom of Bohemia.

I cared not for the elector Frederick, for we Scots
deemed him but a pitiful German princeling; but I
sympathised with the fair queen who had honoured him
with her hand, for she was a Stuart and a Scot, born in our
ancient palace of Linlithgow; and, when at college, I had


