

[image: illustration]




[image: illustration]




[image: illustration]




 


 


 


First published in 2017 by


Birlinn Limited


West Newington House


10 Newington Road


Edinburgh


EH9 1QS


www.birlinn.co.uk


Text copyright © Struan Stevenson 2017


Recreated recipes copyright © Tony Singh 2017


ISBN 978 085790 942 8


The right of Struan Stevenson and Tony Singh to be identified as the authors of this work has been asserted by them in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means without permission from the publisher.


British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


Designed and typeset by Mark Blackadder


 


 


 


Printed and bound by Gutenberg Press, Malta




‘Statistics show that of those who contract
the habit of eating, very few survive’
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There is a famous Spanish proverb that says ‘The belly rules the mind’. This is a clinically proven fact. Food is the original mind-controlling drug. Every time we eat, we bombard our brains with a feast of chemicals, triggering an explosive hormonal chain reaction that directly influences the way we think.


Countless studies have shown that the positive emotional state a good meal induces naturally enhances our receptiveness to be persuaded. It triggers an instinctive desire to repay the provider. This is why executives regularly combine business meetings with meals, why lobbyists invite politicians to attend receptions, lunches and dinners and why major State occasions almost always involve an elaborate banquet. Churchill called this ‘dining diplomacy’ and sociologists have confirmed that this principle is a potent motivator across all human cultures. As a lifelong politician, I have witnessed ‘dining diplomacy’ at first hand, sharing meals with royalty, presidents, diplomats and business leaders across the globe.


This book will take you on a journey to discover how food has transcended its primal role as life-giving sustenance to become a weapon of unimaginable power, used throughout history as a means of persuasion. We will explore how eating and drinking have been at the epicentre of some of history’s most momentous events. We will look at its role as a key influence on those events and not just its place as an intriguing historical footnote. We will examine the many ways it has been used, consciously, or unconsciously to persuade, coax and cajole major historical figures into epoch-changing decisions.


From the Last Supper and Jesus’ betrayal, right up to Tony Blair and Gordon Brown’s notorious ‘Granita Pact’ formed at the eponymous Islington restaurant, tales of historically significant meals have always fascinated me. Could a lavish dinner washed down with gallons of wine hours before the disastrous Battle of Culloden have clouded Bonnie Prince Charlie’s judgement and led to the defeat of the Jacobite cause? Could Archduke Franz Ferdinand and his wife Sophie have avoided assassination if they had dined quietly the evening before their fateful visit to Sarajevo rather than indulging in a nine-course banquet accompanied by some of Europe’s finest wines? Could Austria have dodged absorption into Hitler’s Third Reich if the pompous Austrian Chancellor Kurt von Schuschnigg had declined an invitation to lunch in Hitler’s Berghof in February 1938?


The list of variables leading to the outcomes of these events is of course endless, but what cannot be denied is that each situation had one thing in common. Food. And what better way to step into the shoes of these historical figures than to taste the meals they ate for yourself? This is why I have collaborated with one of the UK’s foremost chefs, Tony Singh, to refashion each recipe into an accessibly modern style, so you can bring history to life in your own kitchen.


All of the meals in this book have been intensively researched and, wherever possible, based on actual menus or historic records of the food that was served. In a very few cases, the information is limited or absent and in these instances the authors have sought to reproduce as authentically as possible the dishes that most likely were consumed.


So next time you have friends or family over for dinner, why not dip into this menu of momentous meals and share with them some of the food that changed the course of history?


Bon appetit!


Struan Stevenson


October 2017
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BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE ON THE EVE OF CULLODEN
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14 April 1746
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THE GUESTS


PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD STUART


‘Bonnie Prince Charlie’
son of James Stuart, exiled claimant
to the British throne


His Jacobite leaders:


LORD GEORGE MURRAY,


JAMES DRUMMOND, DUKE OF PERTH


LORD JOHN DRUMMOND


WILLIAM DRUMMOND, VISCOUNT STRATHALLAN


LORD KILMARNOCK, LORD BALMERINO,


LORD PITSLIGO, LORD ELCHO


Highland clan chiefs


Officers of the Irish Picquets and
several French commanders
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Bonnie Prince Charlie stared across the battlefield in shock and dismay, his handsome face spattered with flecks of blood and mud. His horse had been shot through the shoulder and was staggering between groups of fallen Jacobite soldiers, blood pumping from its wound. The prince could hear the screams of his dying soldiers above even the bitter wind howling off the Moray Firth. All around him the British Redcoats, commanded by the battle-hardened ‘Butcher Cumberland’, were taking a full and brutal revenge for the prince’s previous victories against them. The Redcoats’ blood was up and they hunted down the fleeing Highlanders, pausing only to shoot, behead and bayonet the wounded as they found them. It was said that every single British sword and bayonet was encrusted with Jacobite blood.


It was just after midday on Wednesday 16 April 1746 and this was the aftermath of the Battle of Culloden, the last pitched battle fought on British soil and a bloodbath. The battle had lasted less than an hour. Cumberland’s Hanoverian army lost just 50 men, while the kilted, bloodstained bodies of more than 1,200 Jacobites, their broadswords, muskets and leather targes (shields), lay scattered like confetti on the boggy moor.


The Jacobite dream lay dead in the mud and with it a Royal Stuart era that had lasted for more than 400 years. The defeat must have been twice as crushing for the prince because only two nights previously, at a lavish dinner for his officers in nearby Culloden House, he had toasted his loyal commanders in Bordeaux wine as they talked of their coming victory. They feasted on lamb, cheese and cream crowdie while Prince Charles Edward Stuart boasted that his very presence would strike fear into the hearts of the English soldiers. The Jacobite rising of ’45 would soon achieve its goal with a decisive military victory and his father, James Francis Edward Stuart, son of James VII and II, would be named King of Scotland, England and Ireland.


Yet while the prince and his lords feasted, his foot soldiers starved. Their dinner was very different indeed, and unknown to the laughing, drinking prince he was presiding over the final Jacobite banquet on British soil. He could barely have imagined the horrors that would engulf his army and change Scotland forever on Drummossie Moor within the ensuing 48 hours. History was quietly being written during that meal and soon this charismatic champion of a cause, this man who would have been king, would be a failure on the run.
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In August 1745, Prince Charles Edward Stuart stepped out of a small rowing boat and onto the Scottish mainland. He was met by just a few loyal MacDonalds, but word of the Young Pretender’s arrival fired through the glens of the West Highlands and the clans came flocking to his cause. As his army swelled he raised his standard amid the glowering hills of Glenfinnan on 19 August. Within months his victorious army had swept into Edinburgh, crushed the Hanoverian forces at Prestonpans and marched on into England, reaching Derby by 4 December 1745. Bonnie Prince Charlie and his Jacobite army were within 114 miles of London and the fulfilment of his dream. But news had arrived that the Duke of Cumberland, youngest son of the Hanoverian King George II and Charles’ own cousin, had been recalled from Flanders and was now in England, having brought with him 25 battalions of infantry, 23 squadrons of cavalry, and four companies of artillery. Major-General Wade’s Hanoverian army was ensconced in Scotland and there were strong rumours that a third, large government force was defending London. In fact this was untrue, and had Charles forged on to London it is possible the capital could have fallen and the Stuarts could have reclaimed the British crown. However, Lord George Murray, one of the prince’s senior commanders, argued in favour of a retreat to Scotland and won the support of the majority of the officers. Charles was outraged and told them they were about to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory, denying the Stuart restoration. Charles proclaimed: ‘You ruin, abandon and betray me if you do not march on.’ Nevertheless he reluctantly agreed to the Council’s decision to retreat.1


So began the long march back to Scotland. The demoralised Jacobite army was exhausted, cold and hungry. In early February, Prince Charles fell ill with flu and stopped to recover in Bannockburn House near Stirling. Here he took a lover, the pretty and youthful Clementina Walkinshaw, who nursed him back to health.


On 20 February 1746, the Jacobite army occupied Inverness and laid siege to Fort William. By now, 9,000 government troops under Cumberland’s command had advanced as far as Nairn, only eight miles east of Inverness, and Charles’ army, short of food, ammunition and other vital supplies, started to form up on the high ground at Culloden Moor, then known as Drummossie Moor, to defend Inverness. The boggy ground of Drummossie Moor had been selected by Charles as an ideal battlefield as he thought it would hinder any charge by Cumberland’s cavalry. Murray pointed out the unsuitability of the ground for his own Jacobite troops, as the flat, boggy turf would slow the charge of his foot soldiers and make them sitting ducks for the Hanoverian artillery and muskets. But Charles, who mistrusted Murray following his decision to retreat from Derby, refused to listen and insisted on the choice of Drummossie Moor as the battlefield.


Bonnie Prince Charlie had requisitioned Culloden House as his headquarters, and it was here on the evening of Monday 14 April that he invited his officers to join him for a fateful banquet. This was the home of Duncan Forbes of Culloden, Lord President of the Court of Session. Forbes was a devout Protestant and Hanoverian loyalist who had tried desperately to dissuade many Highland chiefs from supporting the uprising. As an ardent government supporter, he had even raised a small force of 2,000 men to fight for King George. But as the Jacobite army moved towards Inverness, he retreated, first to Ross-shire and then to Skye, abandoning his beloved home to the Jacobites. Prince Charles had chosen his billet well. Culloden House was renowned for its hospitality. The Lord President was known to keep casks of claret in the main hall from which guests could literally help themselves by the ‘pailful’. The chairs surrounding the large oak table in the main dining hall at Culloden House had been specially designed with grooves into which poles could be inserted so that servants could carry drunken guests more easily to bed.


Captain Edmund Burt (an English military engineer), in his Letters from the North of Scotland, wrote that




It is the custom of that house, at the first visit or introduction, to take up your freedom by cracking his nut (as he terms it), that is, a cocoa-shell, which holds a pint, filled with champagne, or such other sort of wine as you shall choose. You may guess that few go away sober at any time; and for the greatest part of his guests, in that conclusion, they cannot go at all. A hogshead of fine claret was kept in the hall, so that guests or even passer-bys could refresh themselves with a pint of claret. As the company are disabled one after another, two servants, who are all the time in waiting, take up the invalids with short poles in the chairs as they sit (if not fallen down), and carry them to their beds, and still the hero holds out.





And in a pamphlet entitled Memoirs of the life of the late Right Honourable Duncan Forbes, Esq; of Culloden; Lord-President of the Court of Session of Scotland, published some years after his death, the author states: ‘He and his elder brother whose generosity was as extensive as his genius, obtained the designation of being the greatest bouzers [sic], i.e. the most plentiful drinkers in the North.’2


While the Young Pretender was presiding over what proved to be the last gathering of his loyal officers, the Duke of Cumberland camped only eight miles away in Dalcross Castle, had settled down to a more modest dinner to celebrate his 25th birthday. The rotund Cumberland, who had the bulging eyes of his Hanoverian ancestors, was not a man easily given to frivolity. Nevertheless he had ordered four gallons of brandy, plus a ‘Sufficient quantity of Biscuit and Cheese’ for every man, to be distributed to each battalion as part of his 15 April birthday celebrations. A strict disciplinarian, Cumberland ordered his officers to ensure that there was no drunkenness.


Lord George Murray, aware of the fact that the Hanoverian army would be joining in the duke’s birthday celebrations, suggested to Prince Charles that they should mount a night attack on the enemy encampment at Nairn, believing he’d catch the Redcoats drunkenly napping. ‘This is Cumberland’s birth day, they’l all be as drunk as beggers,’3 he reportedly said. Bonnie Prince Charlie was enthusiastic about this plan and it was agreed that the Jacobite army would set off at dusk the following evening. In the meantime, Charles insisted that news of the proposed night attack should remain a closely guarded secret to ensure that Cumberland was caught off guard.


Buoyed by this inspired idea and convinced that the night attack would lead to his ultimate victory, Prince Charles was in great spirits as he took his seat at the head of Duncan Forbes’ table in the main dining hall at Culloden House. Nothing was allowed to dent his optimism. As the night wore on and the prince’s confidence soared in line with his consumption of claret, he became more and more garrulous. When one of his officers suggested that they might be wise to designate a place of rendezvous in the event of a defeat, the prince quickly rebuked him, remarking ‘only those that are afraid can doubt my coming victory’.4


Gathered around the great dining table in Culloden House were the cream of the Jacobite leadership and clan chieftains including Lord George Murray, Lord James Drummond, Duke of Perth and his younger brother Lord John Drummond, as well as William Drummond, Viscount Strathallan, Lord Kilmarnock, Lord Balmerino, Lord Pitsligo, Lord Elcho and the many clan chiefs including: Glengarry, Clanranald, MacDonald of Keppoch, who had arrived that same day with 200 men, Chisholm, Maclean, Mclachlan, Mackintosh, Fraser, Farquharson, Lovat, Lochiel, McGillivray and Stewart of Ardshiel (who commanded the Appin Stewarts). They were joined by the officers of the Irish Picquets and some French commanders. These were men who were willing to risk everything to see Prince Charles’ father restored to the throne. They knew that victory for Bonnie Prince Charlie would see their fortunes soar. Supporters of the Hanoverian King George II would surely flee the country and their castles, mansions, land and estates would be handed out to loyal Jacobite supporters by a grateful monarch restored to his kingdom.


But they also knew the penalty for defeat. They realised that their own homes and estates would be forfeit and they would most probably end their days on the scaffold. They were gamblers playing for the highest possible stakes, and with a decisive and potentially final battle against the Hanoverian army imminent they were determined, in a mood of soaring confidence, to enjoy the lavish food and wine on offer. The grand oak dining table in the great hall at Culloden House was crowded with crystal glasses, silver cutlery and white porcelain crockery emblazoned with the coat of arms of the lord president. Delicately embroidered lace table-mats from Forbes’ renowned collection had been carefully placed in front of each of the guests. It was truly a setting fit for a prince.


As they chatted effusively about the prospects of defeating the Hanoverian army and reminisced over past exploits and victories, teams of servants supplied them with a magnificent feast which began with mussel brose, followed by a rack of lamb wi’ a skirlie crust, dished up with peppered turnip, potato and cabbage cakes. An intermediary course of Dunlop Cheddar with bannocks was followed by cream crowdie – a compote of berries macerated in whisky, with toasted oatmeal, heather honey and whipped cream.5 This extravagant banquet was washed down with copious servings of champagne and French claret from the absent lord president’s abundant cellar and numerous casks. Toast after toast was proclaimed by the various clan chiefs, praising ‘His Royal Highness The Prince Regent and his illustrious father the rightful King James VIII of Scotland and III of England.’ The feasting and drinking went on into the wee small hours, with ever-more extravagant boasts and discussions about the forthcoming Jacobite victory over the Duke of Cumberland and the certain restoration of the Stuarts to the throne of England, Scotland and Ireland.


Bonnie Prince Charlie’s sumptuous banquet contrasted sharply with the meagre fare dished out to his soldiers. That same day, he had ordered provisions to be brought from Inverness to feed his men, as they had eaten nothing for 24 hours. There was enough oatmeal stored in Inverness to have fed his army for a fortnight, but due to the incompetence of his quartermaster, none of it had arrived at Culloden. Only one biscuit per man could be distributed to the starving Highlanders. Lord George Murray blamed the lack of proper provisioning on John Hay of Restalrig, who had been given this task by the prince. But provisions and money were running dangerously low and the Jacobite soldiers were starving and disgruntled as they had been given neither adequate food nor pay for weeks. It was also seeding-time in Scotland and many of the prince’s disillusioned followers had deserted and slunk back to their farms and crofts to plant their spring crops. The Duke of Cumberland’s army meanwhile had been constantly well provisioned by the British Navy, which had followed them up the east coast of Scotland.


It was against this background that Charles and his officers arose early on the morning of Tuesday 15 April, perhaps suffering from little sleep and the excesses of a long, wine-fuelled night. The weather had taken a turn for the worse and a cold, rising wind was driving rain and sleet across the nearby Drummossie Moor, when news came that some scouts had spotted Redcoats on the move in the vicinity. Believing Cumberland’s entire Hanoverian army was now on the march and that the decisive battle they had all been anticipating was imminent, Charles and his commanders formed his men into two battle-lines facing east on the boggy moor. But as the day progressed and the evening sky darkened, it soon became clear that the scouts had been mistaken and that Cumberland’s men were not on the move from their camp at Nairn after all. And now the well-kept secret of the proposed night assault began to have unintended consequences, as several thousand starving Jacobite soldiers headed off towards Inverness in search of food and somewhere dry to sleep. Some even tore leaves off cabbages growing in farm fields in an attempt to quell their hunger pangs. The prince’s troops had no idea that they were about to be summoned at dusk to begin the eight-mile trek towards the slumbering Hanoverian army camp at Nairn.


Realising that his numbers had been seriously reduced, in panic Murray sent many of his officers to find the missing men, but it was an impossible task. Dismayed at this setback, Murray now had second thoughts about the night attack, but Prince Charles was adamant it must go ahead. The night march to Nairn must begin. Lord George briefed his officers on the plan, insisting that the much-diminished army should set off around nine o’clock and that the march had to be undertaken in ‘the profoundest silence’. In order to maintain an element of surprise on the slumbering enemy it was agreed that the Jacobite army would stay clear of the roads and instead traverse fields and moorland on their way to Nairn. Lord George told his officers that they were to ‘give no quarter to the Elector’s Troops, on any account what so ever’.6 Murray even instructed his officers on how their men should cut the guy-ropes of the enemy tents and stab and shoot with pistols anyone seen to be struggling within.


The much-depleted Jacobite army left Culloden in two columns as dusk fell on Tuesday 15 April. The front column was led by Murray and the second column by the prince himself and the Duke of Perth. The prince remained on foot throughout the night march. They left behind huge bonfires burning at Culloden to fool the Hanoverians into believing they were quietly encamped for the night. As they set off, Bonnie Prince Charlie walked up to Lord George and hugging him said: ‘Yu cant imagine, nor I cant express to yu how acknowledging I am of all the services yu have rendered me, but this will Crown all. You’l restore the King by it, you’l deliver our poor Country from Slevery, you’l have all the hon(ou)r & glory of it, it is your own work, it is yu imagined it, & be assured that the King nor I, will never forget it.’7 The prince walked alongside Murray for some time, neither of them speaking, before Charles stopped and said, ‘Well, God blesse yu. Il go and see if all follows.’8


The Jacobite army made slow progress over the heavy ground in the dark. When finally they were within two miles of the Hanoverian camp, it was already almost dawn and there were signs of Cumberland’s army beginning to stir. The English sentries could be heard calling to each other. The smell of roasting meat from the previous evening’s feast drifted across to the starving Jacobites, who had only been provided with a single biscuit to eat over the previous 48 hours. Murray’s fleet-footed Highlanders had made good progress on the night march, but the gap between Murray’s column and the one led by the prince had continued to widen, forcing Murray to stop several times to enable them to catch up. The delays had a fatal impact on the timing of the assault and Murray realised now that it was too late to achieve surprise. He sent back for permission from Prince Charles to abort the mission. But as dawn began to break, he grasped that he could no longer risk waiting for the prince’s answer and commanded his troops to wheel round and begin the long march back to Drummossie Moor.
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It was around four a.m. when the prince got the news that Murray had aborted the intended night attack and had begun marching back to Culloden. Charles was appalled. He could not believe that Murray had disobeyed his express orders and began to suspect he had been betrayed. He ordered John Hay of Restalrig to ride with all possible haste to the front of the column and order Murray to resume the attack. He even commanded two Irish soldiers to keep a close watch on Murray and to shoot him if they caught him in any clear act of treachery. Reaching the front of the column, Restalrig told Murray that it was the prince’s explicit command that he should resume the agreed attack on the Hanoverian camp, but Murray, who blamed Restalrig for the fact that his troops were exhausted and starving and that this had clearly slowed their pace, chose to ignore him. Murray proceeded to organise the withdrawal back to Culloden. Furious at the snub from Murray, Restalrig rode flat out back to Prince Charles, telling him that Murray was blatantly refusing to obey His Royal Highness’s orders. The exasperated prince, seeing some officers from the Duke of Perth’s battalion, angrily demanded to know what had gone wrong and why the assault had not taken place; he was heard to shout, ‘Where the devil are the men a-going?’ When an officer explained that they had been ordered to return to Culloden by the Duke of Perth, the prince shouted, ‘Where is the Duke of Perth? Call him here!’


Soon the Duke of Perth himself arrived and informed Bonnie Prince Charlie that Lord George had aborted the night assault and wheeled his column around ‘more than three quarters of an hour agoe’. ‘Good God,’ the prince was heard to yell. ‘What can be the matter? What does he mean? We were equal in number and would have blown them to the devil. Pray, Perth, can’t you call them back yet? Perhaps he is not gone far yet.’9 But the Duke of Perth explained that it was too late to reverse the decision. Restalrig pled with the prince to take a horse and ride to the front of the column where he could confront Murray in person. The prince set off at speed, soon bumping into Murray and his retreating troops. The fuming prince was heard to shout at Murray, ‘I am betrayed,’ which must have been deeply hurtful to one of his most loyal and dedicated commanders. But it was now too late to overturn the decree.


As dawn broke, Murray and his Atholl Brigade arrived back at Culloden House, sullen, perplexed and worn out. It was around six a.m. Prince Charles arrived shortly afterwards. By the time the starving Jacobite soldiers, half dead with fatigue, reached the lord president’s house, they began to disperse, many heading to Inverness to forage for food, while most of the others who had participated in the abortive night march collapsed asleep on the lawns and grassy banks surrounding the mansion. The tide had turned and with it, the sudden realisation that the Jacobite army, starving and exhausted after their futile night march, could face the might of the Hanoverian army within a matter of hours in a full-scale pitched battle. It was the first time that the normally confident prince began to fear defeat. He could hear the grumblings and protests of his dispirited men and this further depressed him.


But even now he failed to hold a war council to decide what action to take. Instead he ordered officers from each of his regiments to go into Inverness to buy or commandeer supplies of food for the troops, telling them to threaten to destroy the town if anyone refused to hand over provisions. As he was doing so, the Marquis d’Eguilles, French ambassador at the court of Prince Charles, asked for an audience with the prince and kneeling before him, begged him not to fight a battle that day, but rather to retreat to Inverness or further into the Highlands, where the Jacobite troops could be fed, rested and reinforced before facing the might of the Hanoverian army. But the Young Pretender, his judgement certainly now clouded by exhaustion, would not listen to reason. He insisted that the battle should be fought on Drummossie Moor, although he and most of his officers thought it unlikely that they would face Cumberland’s army that day. They had, after all, been within just two miles of the Hanoverian camp at Nairn and had seen no signs of activity that might have signalled preparations for a major assault. Dismayed, the French ambassador hurried back to his house in Inverness and began to burn his papers, convinced that the Jacobite army was facing imminent defeat.


It was around 8 a.m. when Charles, after grabbing some bread and a glass of whisky, finally threw himself onto a bed, fully clothed, with his boots still on. He fell instantly into a deep sleep, but barely 20 minutes later, a guard rushed in to waken him, stating that Cumberland’s army had been seen on the march. They were heading towards Culloden. A bewildered prince, reeling from disrupted sleep, lurched outside to a scene of bedlam. Men, staggering from lack of sleep and unappeased hunger, were standing shivering in groups, wondering what to do. Others lay sleeping where they had fallen to the ground in exhaustion, the noise and clamour of the startled camp unable to wake them. Officers were shouting orders and trying to rouse their slumbering troops. Some leapt onto horses and galloped off towards Inverness to sound the alarm and gather up the missing men who had gone in search of nourishment. There was no time now to prepare food, even if any had been available. The Young Pretender decided to forego some proffered porridge, in solidarity with his starving troops. He decided to face the enemy, like his men, on an empty stomach.


Lord George Murray, Cameron of Lochiel and the other chiefs advised the prince that his army was in no fit state to face the might of the Hanoverian army and instead should retreat across the River Nairn from where they could be fed and rested before confronting the enemy. But the prince’s close adviser Sir Thomas Sheridan and some of his Irish and French officers were of the opposite opinion. They felt that the prince should stand his ground and fight. Still smarting from what he regarded as Murray’s betrayal, Charles decided to ignore the advice of his most experienced commanders. The die was cast. The battle would go ahead on Drummossie Moor.


Prince Charles was only three months older than his cousin and adversary, the Duke of Cumberland, yet they were both courageous leaders. It was the English duke, however, who had been hardened by military involvement in Flanders. Cumberland’s army rose early on 16 April and began their march to Culloden. Well fed, rested and provisioned from ships of the Royal Navy, the 9,000 troops were in good spirits and ready for the fray. An advance reconnaissance party consisting of Campbell Highlanders and Kingston’s Light Horse startled the slumbering Jacobites who fired artillery pieces to summon the clans to their battle positions. Unfortunately, many of the starving and exhausted men were scattered so widely across the area that they failed to hear the guns. Others slept through the tumult. Again Murray complained to the prince about his choice of Drummossie Moor and again the prince, who by now was deeply suspicious of Murray’s motives, rebuffed him.


The Jacobite army of around 5,000 men was assembled into two hastily constructed lines on the moor. To their front, the heather-covered Drummossie Moor stretched away in the distance, interspersed with patches of bog. To their left, a morass, impenetrable for either cavalry or infantry, stretched almost all the way to Culloden House and the shores of the Moray Firth, while on the right, within 300 yards, a stone dyke provided the boundary of a field which sloped down to the River Nairn. Around noon they caught sight of the duke’s army for the first time, spread out in a great formation that extended well beyond both flanks of the prince’s front line. Cumberland’s well-trained Redcoats moved forward slowly and methodically until they were within 300 yards of the foremost Jacobite columns, the fixed bayonets of the infantry and the drawn sabres of the cavalry glinting occasionally in the watery sunlight that appeared from time to time through the heavy clouds. Regimental colours fluttered in the breeze and the pipes and drums of the Campbell Highlanders, who had joined the ranks of Cumberland’s army, resounded in taunting waves across the moor.


It was the defining battle that Bonnie Prince Charlie had long sought, and yet he now faced his enemy in the most inauspicious circumstances. His ranks were depleted by desertion, his men were almost fainting from hunger and exhaustion after their abortive night march, and his key commanders were in open disagreement on his choice of battleground. Waves of nausea engulfed Charles as he gazed at the formidable array of scarlet-coated and white-gaitered regiments facing him across the boggy moor. It was too late to change his plans. It was a case of fighting as bravely as possible and leaving the outcome of the battle to God. A cold drizzle had now turned into a freezing sleet, pelting into the faces of the Jacobite ranks. A shot thundered out from one of the Jacobite cannon and the Hanoverian artillery responded. The Battle of Culloden had begun.


Cumberland’s artillery was accurate and efficient, their guns pounding the Jacobite ranks. A blizzard of iron shrieked through the air. The grapeshot and musket balls cut swathes through the Jacobite ranks, scything down men where they stood. A cannonball decapitated one of Prince Charles’ grooms, Thomas Ca, knocking him from his horse immediately behind the prince and splattering the Young Pretender with blood and mud. A nearby officer’s horse had its leg almost severed by another explosion and the prince’s men urged him to pull back out of harm’s way, but he refused, riding forward, sword in hand urging his loyal troops to have courage.


A Jacobite charge was met with bayonets by the Hanoverians. Cameron of Lochiel led his men forward and got close enough to fire his pistol at the Redcoats, before a musket ball shattered both his ankles; the seriously wounded clan chief was carried from the field by survivors of the ill-fated charge. They propped him against the inside wall of a nearby bothy and left to rejoin the battle. A group of English dragoons was about to enter the bothy when they were suddenly called away by a Redcoat officer. The wounded Lochiel had narrowly escaped capture and certain death.


Within 45 minutes it became apparent that the battle had been lost. Orders were given for the Jacobites to pull back and leave the field. The heather of Drummossie Moor was stained red with Highland blood. The prince took flight on horseback, while those of his troops who could, split up and headed for the hills. The Duke of Cumberland ordered his men to kill every wounded Jacobite soldier they found on the battlefield. The Hanoverian troops carried out this task with enthusiasm, beheading and butchering many of the wounded Highlanders. With their bloodlust up they set off for Inverness, raping and ransacking in a savage and uncontrollable rage.


The killing frenzy went on for three days. Wounded Highlanders were thrown onto horse-drawn carts and taken to a nearby bothy where they were hauled from the cart, forced to sit with their backs to a wall and mercilessly shot and clubbed to death. A column of English dragoons discovered around 30 wounded Jacobites hiding in a barn. They locked the barn door and set fire to the building, burning alive all of the men inside. The extent of the butchery of the captured and wounded Jacobites was such that the Provost of Inverness made his way to Cumberland’s headquarters and interrupted the duke’s victory celebrations to plead for mercy for the defeated Highlanders. His appeals were met with guffaws of laughter and for his trouble the provost was assaulted and unceremoniously kicked down the stairs.


The aftermath of the battle was grim and became a milestone in British history. The carrying of weapons, the wearing of tartan and Highland dress, the playing of bagpipes, were all banned under strict new laws from London. Leading Jacobites who had supported the Young Pretender such as Lord Balmerino, Lord Kilmarnock and Lord Fraser of Lovat – ‘The Old Fox’ – were beheaded. James Drummond – the Duke of Perth – managed to board a French vessel in May 1746, but suffering from wounds sustained during the battle and the privations and hardships he had endured during his escape, he died on board.


Meanwhile Bonnie Prince Charlie made his famous escape to the Isle of Skye in an adventure that has become the stuff of legend and was immortalised in the popular folk refrain ‘The Skye Boat Song’. He has been helped by Flora MacDonald who took the young prince on a rowing boat to Skye, disguised as her Irish housemaid ‘Betty Burke’. Charles’ escape was aided and abetted by a great many Highlanders, despite the fact that there was a massive £30,000 price on his head (around £6 million today). For months he criss-crossed between the Scottish islands with government troops in hot pursuit until finally he made it to Loch nan Uamh in Arisaig, very near where he had so optimistically stepped ashore the previous year. Here, two small French ships rescued him and his colleagues and took them back to France. Charles never returned to Scotland. Other rebel commanders like Lord George Murray, Ardshiel and Cameron of Lochiel, fled to the continent. Murray was welcomed by the Old Pretender in Rome, but shunned by Bonnie Prince Charlie, who never spoke to him again. Back in Britain hundreds of less prominent Jacobites were hung, drawn and quartered for committing acts of high treason against the Hanoverian crown.


Prince Charles was joined in France by his mistress Clementina Walkinshaw. The Aix-la-Chapelle treaty, which ended the war between Britain and France, led to his expulsion from France and return to Italy. He took up residence in Rome and in 1753 Clementina gave birth to the Young Pretender’s illegitimate daughter, Charlotte. But Charles’ drunken, abusive behaviour and his constant womanising caused Clementina such distress that she was forced to seek the help of the prince’s father, the Old Pretender. James agreed to pay her an annual stipend and help her and her daughter find refuge in a convent, all of which he kept secret from Charles. When Charles’ father died in 1766, the Young Pretender discovered Clementina’s secret hideaway and, furious, cut her stipend in half, forcing his mistress and daughter into virtual penury.


Charles married Princes Louise of Stolberg-Gedern in 1772, living first in Rome then moving to Florence in 1774. It was here, in 1777, that he purchased the Palazzo di San Clemente, now fondly referred to as the Palazzo del Pretendente. In Florence he also began to use the title Count of Albany as an alias. Bonnie Prince Charlie died in Rome on 31 January 1788 at the age of 67. It was said he died of liver failure caused by years of excessive drinking. His final Culloden dinner may have set the seal on his fate in more ways than one.


The loyalist troops of the Hanoverian King George II could not rest on their laurels for long. By 1754, 2 million British settlers had occupied large tracts of land in North America. The French, meanwhile, had only around 60,000 settlers in their own North American colonies, and they relied heavily of the support of the Native Americans in what was rapidly becoming an escalating conflict with their old enemies from Britain. As we will see in the next chapter, attempts by the British to raise taxes on their American colonies to pay for the war against the French and their Indian allies, sowed the seeds of rebellion and led ultimately to the American Revolutionary War and to the creation of the United States of America.
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MENU
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Mussel Brose


Rack of Lamb wi’ a Skirlie Crust
Neeps and Tattie Cakes


Dunlop Cheddar with Bannocks


Cream Crowdie
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Champagne
French Claret (red Bordeaux wine)
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MUSSEL BROSE
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SERVES 6


1kg mussels, washed and de-bearded


100g butter


1 medium onion, finely chopped


2 sticks celery, finely chopped


4 bay leaves


10g fresh thyme


6 large cloves garlic, finely chopped


400ml dry white wine


Use a large pan with a tight-fitting lid. Melt the butter. Soften the onion, celery, bay, thyme and garlic in the hot butter. Pour in the wine and bring to the boil. Add the mussels, pop on the lid; keep on full heat. Cook until the mussels have all opened. Pour into a colander over a bowl as you want to keep all the stock the mussels have given up. Take the meat out of all the shells and keep aside. Strain the stock through a sieve and keep to one side.


FOR THE BROSE


100g butter


100g plain flour


150g fine oatmeal


salt and white pepper


100g onions, finely chopped


250ml milk


80ml double cream


70g curly parsley, chopped


1 bunch spring onions, finely sliced



FOR THE BROSE BASE


Melt the butter on medium heat in the washed-out mussel-cooking pan. Stir in the flour and cook for 2–4 minutes. Take the pan off the heat and gradually stir in the mussel stock to get a smooth soup. Return to the heat and stirring all the time, bring to the boil. Simmer gently for 8–10 minutes and season with salt and white pepper. Add oatmeal and chopped onions, stir and simmer for a further 10–15 minutes. Add the milk and cream and bring to the boil, season, stir in the mussels and parsley. Take off the heat and add mussels. Serve and garnish with spring onions.
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RACK OF LAMB WI’ A SKIRLIE CRUST
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SERVES 6


3 racks of lamb, French-trimmed


(try to get 8 rib racks for 4 ribs per person)


80g lamb dripping


1 large onion, finely chopped


80g butter


2 sprigs of rosemary, finely chopped


180g pinhead oatmeal


salt


black pepper


½ nutmeg, grated


Place a heavy-based frying pan over a medium heat and soften the onions, with the rosemary, in the dripping to a golden colour. Add in the oatmeal and stir thoroughly; coat with the onions. Add a large pinch of salt and lots of black pepper and nutmeg and stir for a couple of minutes. Then turn the heat down as low as it’ll go. Keep cooking for around 10–15 minutes, stirring regularly until the oatmeal has softened to give a toasty bite when tasted. Adjust the seasoning and then put onto a tray and flatten out and let cool.


Preheat the oven to fan 200°C/400°F/gas 6. Season the lamb generously with salt and pepper. Heat a large, heavy frying pan over a moderately high heat and brown 2 of the racks well on the meaty sides for about 1– 2 minutes, then turn and brown the other sides for a further 1 minute. Finally, brown the ends briefly so that all of the exposed meat is seared. Remove and repeat with the remaining two racks. Put racks in a large roasting tin, standing them in pairs with their bones interlinked. Roast for about 4 minutes. Take all the racks out of the oven and pat on the skirlie crust covering all the fat. Place them back in the oven in pairs just in the roasting trays with the crust facing up and cook for 15 minutes or more.
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