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			Introductory Note

			The Battle of Culloden, which took place on 16 April, 1746 on Drummossie Moor near Inverness, brought to an end the last great Jacobite rising in support of the House of Stuart. Over six decades, a series of serious attempts had been made by their supporters to restore to the Stuarts, the throne lost to them by the flight of James II in 1688. Taking their name from James – Jacobus – supporters of the House of Stuart became known as Jacobites.

			While there remains a perception that Jacobitism was a Highland phenomenon, Jacobites hailed from all over Britain and Ireland, and Highland clans were, in fact, active on both sides from the early battles of the ‘Glorious Revolution’, and throughout various false starts and risings (1708, 1715, 1719, 1745) until the aftermath of Culloden itself. Some clans stayed on the same side throughout – the Argyll Campbells, for instance, were the greatest supporters of the Whig/Hanoverian lines, in which they were joined by the Mackays and, in the two major risings of the ’15 and the ’45, by the Munros, whereas others – the Farquharsons, MacPhersons, MacLeans, Camerons and Lochaber MacDonalds, amongst others, were consistently Jacobite. Other clans – most notoriously the Frasers under Lord Lovat, ‘The Old Fox’, changed allegiances, and some, such as the Grants, the MacLeods, and the Mackintoshes, were divided.

			Although the Jacobite cause drew support from all over the British Isles, a series of key facts underline its strong association with Scotland and the Highland clans. Firstly, several leading clan figures were forced into exile at each unsuccessful attempt of the Stuarts to regain their throne. However, whilst a chief might have been away in Italy, France, Germany or the Low Countries, his power base – including financial support and a ready supply of trained fighting men – in the geographic region dominated by his clan remained available to be called up by him. For this reason, the risings tended to start in the Highlands, and also to garner greater active support there than they did further south. Secondly, a distinct ‘Scottish’ dimension was added following the Treaty of Union of 1707, when some leading Scots felt they had not benefitted from the Union as they had expected to, and consequently adopted the Jacobite cause. Finally, whilst individuals from all over Britain and Ireland suffered for their support of the Stuarts, it was the Highlands that paid the heaviest price. The determination of the Duke of Cumberland after the Battle of Culloden to break the clans so that they could never again rise to threaten his family’s hold on the British throne manifested in a scorched-earth policy in the summer of 1746, and a hunting down of Jacobites by military parties led by men so consumed with the desire for revenge as to have been described by one leading historian as ‘psychotic’. The atrocities perpetrated on men, women and children by government troops following the Battle of Culloden have filled many pages and resulted in Cumberland’s nickname of ‘The Butcher’. But Cumberland’s squads never caught the prey they were most assiduously hunting – Charles Edward Stuart, the Bonnie Prince Charlie of legend, evaded them for five months as he skulked in the west Highlands and Hebrides before escaping by ship to France.

			Amongst measures to break the clans and prevent future risings, the wearing of tartan and the playing of bagpipes were proscribed, Highlanders were forbidden to carry weapons, a commission was set up to value and sell off the estates forfeited by the leading Jacobite chiefs and a programme of road building and fortification was intensified, the map-making work of the latter forming the basis of the Ordnance Survey. The heritable jurisdictions of the chiefs were abolished.

			In the aftermath of the ’45 rising, as had happened after the ’15, the provisions of the Treaty of Union were subverted to allow trial in England for acts committed in Scotland, and large numbers of prisoners were shipped south under dreadful conditions to stand trial where they were less likely to provoke riots. Many died a traitor’s terrible death. Many more, women and young boys as well as men, were transported to the Caribbean and North America to be sold into indentured servitude from which most never returned, following routes that had already begun to be traced, and setting a pattern for the full involvement of Highlanders and the Highlands in the Caribbean trade and the British Empire.

			In the early years following Culloden, though, Jacobites continued to hope and to plan, as their charismatic, mercurial, flawed prince travelled incognito through Europe, trying to drum up support for just one more throw of the dice, while his Hanoverian enemies continued to pour huge resources into stopping him.
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			Prologue

			London, May, 1716

			Mairi Farquharson handed her friend a cup of warmed brandy. ‘You must have courage, Janet. Only a little longer and all will be well.’

			But Janet Grant’s hands were shaking so that she could hardly take hold of the cup, never mind raise it to her lips. Her face was white as a winding sheet and her eyes huge with terror. ‘But what if I cannot do it, Mairi?’ She indicated her swollen stomach, the miraculous pregnancy after so many that had been lost. ‘What if I should give myself away and fail him? What if Colin should never see his child?’

			Mairi took back the cup, placed it on the sideboard and took hold of Janet’s hands in hers.

			‘Listen, if you do not do this, he will never see the child anyway.’ Janet’s husband faced trial for his part in the late, failed Jacobite rising under the Earl of Mar. If he was not got out of the Tower tonight, he would face a traitor’s dreadful death. Mairi should not be having to spell this out to her friend. ‘There will be no mercy, there will be no eleventh-hour reprieve. We must do as we planned, Janet, and pray to God that Colin has greater courage than you have.’

			The barb hit home. Janet straightened herself, a little rankled. ‘If Colin had not courage, I would have no cause to carry out the plan.’ Janet was to smuggle skeleton keys and a bottle of good brandy to her husband in the gaol, in the hopes that he would get his gaoler drunk enough that the fellow might not see him use them.

			‘No,’ said Mairi, ‘you would not. Do this thing, Janet, and in a few hours we will all be on a boat bound for France, and the mob on Tower Hill disappointed of their entertainment.’

			Janet’s resolve seemed to recover a little. ‘And you will be at the place you told me of?’

			‘We will be exactly there,’ said Mairi, ‘and then we need never see this benighted town again, until the king’s return.’

			 

			After Janet had left, the skeleton keys secreted under her stays and the bottle of brandy in her basket, Mairi moved quickly. She pulled from under the straw mattress the bundle of brown woollen clothing she had picked up several weeks before and hurriedly removed her own. She did not regret the fine French silk gown or good Flemish lace petticoat she must set aside in place of a housemaid’s plain attire. She had grown up on the Braes of Glenlivet in simpler dress than even a London housemaid and had thought herself none the worse of it, until one day Neil Farquharson’s eye had fallen on her, and soon after raised her to a different life. Her silk-braided kid leather shoes she parted with without hardship for a pair of modest workaday items. Then she brushed loose her hair and tousled it. ‘It was these tresses of yours that bewitched me,’ Neil would sometimes say, turning his hand softly in the smooth auburn folds. ‘You’re a vain minx,’ he would laugh when he found her sitting at her glass, before encircling her waist in his arm and pulling her round to him. An hour, less, and she would have those arms around her again.

			She was sorry to have to tie a handkerchief over her hair, and set a hat atop it, but for tonight she must pass for an Englishwoman. She put away the brush and bundled her own clothes under the thin bedcover in what might amount to her own recumbent shape. Then she threw some soot onto the dying fire and snuffed out the one candle in this small room at the top of a London draper’s house. They had lodged here, she and Janet, since they had followed their captured husbands south. The whole household was at this moment at its family worship. Mairi blessed the Providence that had put her in a Puritan house and went swiftly through the kitchen and out at the back door into a city swarming with soldiers.

			It was a murky night, a disgusting smog rising from the river to cloak the town. She was glad of it. To think she had thought Inverness dirty when first she had seen it! Inverness, a town of barely four streets and a handful of wynds and closes. This London of theirs, that King James had so set his heart on, was a lowering monster, a many-toothed beast waiting to consume the unwary.

			They had been terrified of this town, herself and Janet, when first they had disembarked at Tilbury. They had found friends though, persons of the lower orders that they knew they could trust. The merchant, Bailie John Steuart in Inverness, was in constant correspondence with their people in London and the continent. He had found an acquaintance who had got them in at the draper’s and arranged for a boy to guide them to those parts of town where they needed to be: Newgate, the Marshalsea, Tower Hill. Through the dirt and noise of the city they had traipsed after their guide, and soon found themselves in the train of other women, other Jacobite wives fearful they would soon be made widows by the Elector of Hanover’s British government.

			Mairi had been a child, seven years old, when their clan had rallied to Dundee’s call in 1789 in the cause of the late King James. She remembered watching the men marching away from the Braes of Glenlivet to their wasted triumph at Kirriemuir. And then, twenty-six years later, a married woman with children of her own, she had seen her own husband, a captain on horseback, ride away from Braemar with their son William, in the cause of another King James. It had not entered her head nor Neil’s either that they should not go out for the king. If they should die on a London scaffold, so be it; better that than live the rest of their lives in shame and disgrace.

			It had been Neil and William’s good fortune to be consigned to Newgate with others of Clan Chattan, that great confederation of MacGillivrays, Mackintoshes, Farquharsons, MacPhersons and others. Neil had told her, when she’d been allowed in to visit, that it was a shameful thing for so many Highland men to be kept prisoner by such specimens as guarded them at Newgate, and that those fellows would never have lasted half a day out on the hills. If it hadn’t been for the manacles that held them, the Highlanders would have taught their gaolers a swift lesson.

			‘Then do so,’ Mairi had said.

			‘What, how?’

			‘They will take off your manacles before you go to trial. I have heard it. That will be the moment.’

			And that was exactly how it had happened. The guards, not understanding that the privations of their gaol were as nothing to what their prisoners had been inured to from birth, let off their manacles on the night before they were to go to trial. It was in the exercise yard, it being thought desirable that the half-starved men might have some practice in walking and standing upright before they must stand at the bar and hear their fate pronounced. They thought there was nothing to fear from these miserable captives.

			There was no piper, but one of the youngest lads had given the battle cry, ‘Creag Dubh Chlann Chatain!’ – the Black Rock of Clan Chattan. Before the guards had had the first idea of what was happening, they had been overwhelmed, and fourteen Highland savages, gentlemen every one of them, had disappeared into the London night.

			A message had been got to Mairi at her lodging of where Neil, their son William and two others were hiding out, the fourteen having gone their different ways in their confused flight through the unfamiliar city. Mairi had already paid handsomely for a boatman to take them down the river, to meet with the sloop that would take them to France. All that remained was for Janet to do her part, that Colin Grant might also escape that night, because Neil had made it plain that he would not go without him.

			From her lodging at the top of Do Little Lane, Mairi went directly towards the river, pausing to glance down Knight Rider Street before crossing to St Bennet’s Hill. Her heart was in her mouth as she went along Thames Street, before turning down to Broken Wharf, all the while her hand firmly gripping the small knife she had secreted in her apron. She ignored the lewd calls of shore-porters and watermen as she hurried past, and only just managed not to scream as a rat ran over her foot. There had been no rats in Glenlivet, and she had never yet learned to abide the creatures that so teemed in the streets and about the walls of Inverness, but she would pick up the first one she saw and kiss it full on the face should they get back there safe.

			The streets were in darkness, but she would not trust herself even to a link-boy to light her way tonight. Mairi’s eyes were good and her sense of direction sure, and it was not long before she felt herself enveloped by the damp air rising from the river. She kept to the darkness of the walls towards the narrow alleyway and the old rope store where Neil and the others had taken shelter. She was about to round the top of the alleyway when a figure emerged from it, almost colliding with her.

			Mairi’s small knife, her sgian-dubh, was out and an inch from the man’s breast when her wrist was caught in a firm grip. ‘Not tonight, Mistress Farquharson, for the love of God. I would live a while yet.’

			Her terror subsided. ‘Hector MacGillivray! It’s your good fortune I didn’t kill you.’

			The man loosened his grip and she lowered her knife. ‘What are you doing walking abroad?’ she said. ‘It’s not time yet. Janet Grant has not long gone to the Tower.’

			‘I know,’ he said. ‘But the boatman swears he will only carry six, as he claims is agreed and paid for, and Colin Grant and his wife make seven.’

			‘He lies in his teeth!’ said Mairi, ready to go and introduce the swindling boatman to some Highland manners.

			‘I know, but he has the upper hand on us and he knows it. We cannot risk being informed upon.’ Hector swallowed. ‘I will shift for myself.’

			‘But there is nothing arranged,’ said Mairi. She had no liking for the swaggering young man, so pleased with his elegance and his French manners that had turned her own feckless daughter’s head, but she didn’t wish him into needless danger either.

			‘I will find something. They won’t be looking for one of us alone, and even should they spot me, I can outrun them.’

			That much was true, she knew. Hector MacGillivray could outrun every man in Strathnairn. The redcoats with their clunking guns and heavy shoes would come nowhere near him.

			‘What does my husband say to this?’ she asked.

			‘Neil doesn’t know. It is only myself that has spoken with the boatman. I am younger than most of the men in that hut, Mistress Farquharson, and faster than any of them and I carry no injury. I will be halfway to France by the time any of them notice I’m gone.’

			Still Mairi could not like him, but it was a courageous thing he did, and she let him go.

			 

			Thirty Years Later: Drummossie Moor, 16 April, 1746

			The music was different, and Iain MacGillivray could not understand it. He tried to turn his head towards it but a searing pain down one side of his face almost overwhelmed him. He sank his head again into the wet heather and the moss until the surge of it passed. What was he doing on the heather though? The hail was still hurling itself down as it had done the whole day, biting into his face, but the other elements were all wrong. He should not be smelling the earth like this. He should not be tasting blood. And the howling he could hear was not the battle-cry that had last roared in his ears, it was a wounded, animal howling. He had heard it before, at Prestonpans, at Falkirk, but it had never been as bad as this. How long had he been here? He didn’t know. One moment he had been charging across the moor, the pipes of Clan Chattan driving him forward, with his cousin Lachlan ahead of him, and now he was here, lying on the cold wet earth.

			But where was Lachlan? He shifted and heard a low grumble beside him. Lachlan. Thank God. His cousin had somehow managed to pull some of his own plaid out from underneath himself to drape over Iain. When had he done that? It was impossible even to tell what time it was. The sky above them was going from one depth of grey to the next, and beneath them was black earth, brown heather and the rust of blood. A thousand miles they had marched, far to the south and back home again, to this, Culloden. He managed to turn enough to look Lachlan in the eye and what he saw there portended nothing good.

			With some effort, his cousin asked, ‘Who’s it for?’

			‘What?’

			‘The lament. Who’s it for?’

			Iain forced himself now to look towards the sound. The battle tunes were no more to be heard, and it was indeed a lament, coming from one piper and getting further away. He followed the notes as they faded from the battlefield.

			‘Who’s it for?’ Lachlan asked again.

			Who was it for? Who was it not for? But through the hail, past the bodies, Iain could see them, the Chisholm piper playing his chief’s youngest son off the carnage that was Drummossie Moor. His tongue felt as if it were turned to lead. ‘Roderick Òg,’ he said. ‘Going home to Strathglass.’ Young Roderick, who had led out a hundred of his father’s men in the Jacobite cause. Walking behind his bier, stricken with shock and grief, were his two older brothers, in the red coats of the British government army, Cumberland’s army. Old MacIan, chief of the Chisholms, had played a dangerous double-hand, and he had lost.

			A curse came from somewhere deep within Lachlan. Iain made some move to get up, but Lachlan put an arm on him to keep him down and obscure the sight of him from any curious redcoat. All around them were men of their clan, dead and dying.

			A new coldness passed through Iain. ‘Where’s my father?’

			‘Hector? Who knows?’

			Iain had last seen his father with broadsword aloft and head thrown back, yelling a mortal intent upon his enemies. Hector MacGillivray, who had spent more than half a lifetime a gentleman in France. He’d been charging towards the government lines and their bayonets as if his life had no other purpose. Iain could see him, in his mind’s eye, disappearing into the smoke of the government guns. And then nothing. ‘But where . . .?’

			‘Wheesht,’ said Lachlan. ‘The lines went awry. He’ll be among the MacLeans, or the MacPhersons, maybe.’

			Maybe. Perhaps God knew where the MacPhersons were now, but Iain didn’t. Not here, at any rate, on this patch of the moor, with the MacGillivrays, lying dead and half-dead in a pile, blasted to pieces by grapeshot, waiting for Cumberland’s men to pick over their bodies. Iain saw Lachlan’s eyes drift over to meet those of James MacGillivray, his neighbour. James owed Lachlan money, the price of a pair of shoes in Perth, and a drink or two. Lachlan would never have that money. James’s hands had been blown to kingdom come and his eyes were staring open into an eternity where he would never pay his debt. That was the chance you took: lend a man a few shillings for the sake of a pair of shoes and a dram, and watch him die across your legs, in the cause of a foreign prince.

			‘The prince?’ asked Iain.

			‘Prince Charlie’s away,’ said Lachlan, his voice bitter. ‘Long gone, hauled off the field by his Irish devils. They can haul him off to Hell with them, for all I care.’ All that Lachlan had fought for was lying dead in the heather around them. All but Iain himself. Iain was living yet, but whatever had splintered and torn down through half his own face from eye to mouth had put a crater in Lachlan’s knee so that his cousin couldn’t get up even if he’d attempted to.

			Lachlan, in his turn, was appraising the damage done to Iain. He made a show of screwing up his face. ‘Well, it’s not the end of the world – for all your success with the women you were never that bonny in the first place.’ He coughed, his lungs convulsing. Lachlan’s humour couldn’t mask his discomfort. He would lose his leg from the knee down for certain. Their raillery seemed to take his mind off the pain, and Iain was glad of it.

			‘Bonnier than you,’ retorted Iain, ‘even with half of Cumberland’s grapeshot in my cheek.’

			‘What?’ Lachlan winced as he fished out his retort. ‘Who would know, behind that curtain of hair that you’re always flicking back like a lassie? Look at it! Falling over your face, as if a barber or a periwig-maker were things unheard of in the town of Inverness, or even a ribbon, for God’s sake.’

			Ribbons! Were they talking of ribbons when all around them, where there weren’t groans, there were screams? Shattered men calling for mothers who had never seen Drummossie Moor.

			Iain would not call for his mother though. He never had, from long before he had first been deposited by his grandmother’s servant at Lachlan’s father’s door in Strathnairn, with the instruction that her grandson was to be trained in the ways befitting a Highlander. It had been made clear, Lachlan’s father had once told him, that Mairi Farquharson and her servant were as one in thinking the child would have been better off amongst her own relations in Glenlivet, but the boy’s father, it seemed, had insisted he should be brought up amongst his people, the MacGillivrays. Hector himself had been in Paris, or Rome, or St Petersburg or some such place – it had not been specified, and it hadn’t mattered. Lachlan’s father had taken it as an honour that the grey-eyed, almost white-haired boy from France had been given into his care.

			The hair had darkened over the years, but from that moment Iain had been Iain Bàn. Fair Iain. And almost from that moment, he had attached himself to Lachlan. A foster-child brought from elsewhere to be raised in the clan had been nothing new, but everyone had known Iain’s story, and been keen to tell it back to him – the absent father, the wanton mother that had run off – and so the boy arrived from France had learned he must either turn his back on his adversaries or stand and answer them. The boys of Strathnairn had soon learned that Iain Bàn MacGillivray was his father’s son.

			Iain was drifting off into the memories. He forced himself back out of them. To give into them here and now would be the end. All over the moor, Cumberland’s soldiers were picking their way through the scattered or piled up bodies of slain Jacobites. Officers on horseback gave the yay or nay as their men called to one another, rifling corpses and plundering the dead. At their officer’s say-so, they rammed bayonets into the bodies of stricken men who could not defend themselves. A party of them was prodding its way over to where Iain and Lachlan lay amongst the slaughtered of Clan Chattan – Mackintoshes, MacGillivrays, Farquharsons and others.

			Iain uttered an oath.

			‘Wheesht,’ repeated Lachlan, pressing down on his arm. ‘Play dead.’

			Iain could feel the warmth going out of him, feel his eyes flickering. The party crossing the moor towards them had stopped where a half-dozen MacDonalds lay, limbs entangled, blood staining through their plaids into the moor, their living essence going back into the earth. A soldier stepped amongst the bodies, poking each with the edge of his bayonet until he came to the last, that lay a little apart from the others. He poked and the man let out a cry. Someone playing dead, as they were. The soldier smiled and reached for his pistol as he looked towards his officer. ‘I’ve a squealer here, Major.’

			Iain looked towards the man on the horse. Hawley, who’d had his arse whipped for him at Falkirk. A cruel man, loathed by his own soldiers. There would be another dead MacDonald on Culloden field in a moment. Iain closed his eyes, but instead of pistol shot he heard Hawley’s drawl, ‘Not that one,’ then the sound of the spared man getting himself away as quickly as whatever injury he had would let him and the sound of the scavengers moving on.

			‘Close your eyes, Iain,’ Lachlan whispered, ‘play dead.’ Two redcoats had broken away from the others and were coming in their direction. They were about to pass by when one told the other to wait.

			An impatient, ‘What?’

			‘That one – the shoes. You’d get money for them.’

			Barely conscious or not, it was all Iain could do not to rise up and plunge his dirk into the neck of the one and then the other as they pulled the Perth shoes from James MacGillivray’s feet. They passed, eventually, with their booty.

			 

			Iain woke with the cold, and the searing pain of the left side of his face. Darkness was falling, but there were pockets of light, warmth even, dotted around the horizon, like bonfires in the night. He couldn’t see the redcoats now, nor the dragoons – they must have had their pickings, and the Highland companies that fought for Cumberland would be long gone into the clanlands, in pursuit of their spoil. The figures moving around the moor now were moving more slowly, their searching amongst the fallen not for plunder but for husbands, brothers, sons. Somewhere, coming closer, was the sound of drums, Cumberland’s drums, playing the dead beat. There was a party moving onto the moor from the south and a prisoner was being led across the battlefield – not dragged along on foot, but on horseback. Iain would have known her anywhere, just from the way she sat that horse. Lady Anne Mackintosh, ‘Colonel Anne’, as they called her, that had called out her clan for Prince Charles in defiance of her husband’s service in the Hanoverians’ army. They must have gone to Moy and got her, and now they had taken her here to view the carnage, look on the broken bodies of the men who had rallied to her standard. And they called the prince’s army savages.

			Once the party was out of sight, Iain tugged at Lachlan’s plaid. ‘Come on, Lachie, we’d better get off this field or we’ll be dead of the cold.’ It was difficult to speak for the wound in his face so he tried again. ‘Come on, I’ll help you up. You can lean on me and we’ll get into the town and down to my grandmother’s house. We’ll get a surgeon to look at that leg of yours.’ Iain heaved himself up on one arm. Felt the cold rush into his face, broken heather and bits of rusted shot clinging to the blood. ‘Lachie, will you wake? We’ll starve up here if we don’t freeze first. Lachie!’

			Lachlan made no response. Iain raised his fist and thumped his cousin’s chest. Nothing. Damn the fellow, he could fall asleep anywhere. He raised his hand again to strike a second time, and a strong arm grabbed him by the wrist and held his fist where it was. ‘He’s gone, Iain.’ Duncan Fraser from Farr.

			‘Let go my arm, Duncan, or I’ll tear it off you! A night on the moor with his leg like that would kill him.’ Iain tried to wrest his arm from the fool’s grip, but Fraser held it firm.

			‘He’s gone, Iain. He’s gone.’

		

	
		
			One

			The Bookseller

			Six Years Later: August, 1752, Inverness

			Ishbel MacLeod watched her boy Tormod scamper down the close past Bow Court and out onto the street. He was desperate to get out every day at this time to watch the children spill out from the school at Dunbar’s Hospital. Tormod spoke constantly of going to school and all he would do once he got there. Ishbel went after him, admonishing him to keep to the agreed streets, not to wander, and not to think of going down to the river or up to the Foul Pool or to the old burial ground of the Greyfriars. Tormod could not stay to listen. The school bell would be rung soon, the children released into the summer’s evening.

			Ishbel looked up and down Church Street – there was nothing to alarm her, no unaccounted presence. The red-coated soldiers were going about their own business and taking no interest in the small boy. The inns and taverns were quiet as yet, the worst of them at outlying parts of the town in any case. Down the road a little, on the other side of the street, the door to the bookshop was still ajar. Tormod was rarely away from the place, oblivious, it seemed, to the bookseller’s dark moods and forbidding demeanour. She knew the bookseller’s habits almost as well as her own. The place would not shut until the tolbooth bell tolled six, and then the man himself would not emerge till eight, when he would lock the door carefully behind him. Those forced to remake their lives rarely deviated from the patterns by which they ordered their days. Ishbel knew this.

			She saw two women, Mrs Rose and her daughter, go into the bookshop. They had not had to make their lives anew. They walked in the street in freedom and good clothes. Ishbel was rarely out of her apron, tendrils of hair escaping from the linen wrap around her head, her pale face often flushed from the heat of the cookhouse where she spent her days making her confections. The Roses did not have burns on their hands and arms where they had been careless. Neither did they have tiny, silver scars on their wrists, remarked by no one, where manacles had chafed, because they had not been able to run fast enough.

			 

			Julia Rose was startled by what sounded like a murmur of amusement from the bookseller’s desk. Turning her head as far as she dared, she risked a glance in that direction. Never before had she heard such a sound amongst the shelves and cabinets of this bookshop. It was rare, in fact, to hear any sound at all in here, save the sotto voce murmuring of customers, fearful of unnecessarily disturbing the man behind the desk, or the occasional furious Gaelic outburst from the fellow who was said to work in the backroom bindery, and whom she had never seen.

			‘Julia!’ her mother breathed, but the warning came too late – the bookseller had noticed her look at him. As he pushed back the curtain of pale blond hair that swung habitually across the left side of his face, she saw the scarring. The right side was unmarked, a flawless reminder, but the left . . . she had never before seen it so clearly, hatched the full breadth of his cheek and from the corner of his mouth upwards, stopping just short of his eye. For a moment she was frozen, could not turn away, but then some commotion from the upper gallery took his attention and released her from his gaze.

			 

			‘What’s your problem?’ Iain MacGillivray demanded.

			The stranger had been scanning the shelves for some twenty minutes, taking books out, opening them, cursing, shoving them back in. From the state of his clothing, the smell and dirt of him, Iain thought it hardly likely he would be able to afford any of the volumes he was so intent upon.

			‘You are sure these are the books from Castle Dounie?’

			‘As I told you when you first asked.’

			‘From the Old Fox’s own library, you are sure? These are not others that have come in since?’

			‘Since what?’ asked Iain. ‘The place has been ashes a good six years.’

			‘They’re Lovat’s books?’

			‘Aye, they’re Lovat’s books.’ Simon Fraser, Lord Lovat, the Old Fox. Beheaded five years ago, after a lifetime of duplicity, intrigue, espionage, violence, abused friendships, ill-judgement and ultimately, pathos. Lovat had called out his men for the Hanoverian cause in the ’15 and he had called them out again for the Jacobites in the ’45. In the end, it had to be said, the Old Fox had cared nothing for princes or kings, he had cared only for the clan, and for that he had lost his head, and the Frasers had been forced to watch their livelihood driven off and their homes burned in front of them. Within two weeks of the battle of Culloden, Castle Dounie on the banks of the Beauly river had been reduced to blackened rubble. But the officers and men of the government’s burning party had been no fools: they’d stripped what there was to strip of the place first and taken the books of his library to the marketplace of Inverness to be turned into money. Iain’s grandmother, who was no fool either, had sent her servants out into the marketplace to buy them. In time, the books had come here, to his shop.

			‘What are you looking for?’ Iain asked.

			The man didn’t look at him as he carried on taking books off the shelf and opening them to examine the inside of the boards before shutting them again and putting them back.

			‘I’ll know it when I find it,’ he said.

			Iain’s impatience grew. ‘If you tell me what you’re looking for, I can tell you whether it has already been sold. It’s been six years.’

			The man continued to ignore him.

			Iain looked to the pendulum clock hanging on the gallery wall. ‘Well, you’d better find it in the next quarter hour or you can come back tomorrow.’

			‘Tomorrow?’ The fellow turned to him with a wild eye. ‘I’ll be gone from Inverness tomorrow.’

			Iain shrugged. ‘That’s none of my concern.’ He descended the short flight of wooden steps to the lower floor. ‘I’ll be locking the door of this shop at six o’clock, and you’ll not still be in it.’

			This last comment he directed not only to the dirty man in the gallery, but also to the two women who’d been at the library shelves nearly half an hour. Iain went back behind his desk, picked up the Smollett he’d set down there, and resumed reading. It was the younger woman who came across with the books, as it always was. Her mother remained in the library recess, clearly fearful that he might eat her. He was tempted to growl, but the townsfolk thought him odd enough without Elizabeth Rose running screaming from his shop.

			Julia Rose set the books down in front of him. He finished his paragraph before looking up. ‘And the returns?’ he asked.

			‘There.’ She indicated the two volumes she had set on the table in front of his desk when she and her mother had come in. Iain took the register of the Circulating Library from its drawer and turned the pages until he came to the one with the Roses’ names at the top. Everything was written in the neat italic of his assistant, Richard Dempster, whose project the library was. But Richard was away in Perth, and not expected back for two days. The Roses, as Iain might have expected, were model patrons: their subscription was always paid, their books never late, they had yet to incur a penalty or fine. After a moment he nodded and marked ‘returned’ against their previous choices, before putting out his hand to receive the first of this week’s books. Ramsay’s Tea Table Miscellany. The mother. The daughter’s choice was Charlotte Lennox, The Female Quixote.

			‘That one’s just in,’ he said.

			The young woman looked mildly surprised to be addressed like this, which was fair enough, thought Iain, as it was more than he had ever said to her before.

			‘I know,’ she said, emboldened.

			‘Julia! The books. We cannot be here the whole day. I have ordered our supper for six.’

			Julia Rose lifted the two books and went out behind her mother. The shop door had hardly shut behind them when it was opened again by someone coming in off the street.

			Aeneas.

			Aeneas’s nose wrinkled in distaste as it always did when he was obliged to come into the shop. ‘Your grandmother sent me,’ he said.

			The most unnecessary arrangement of words in the man’s whole lexicon, thought Iain. The idea that Aeneas should take it upon himself to do something that was not at Mairi Farquharson’s behest was almost as ludicrous as the behaviour of the characters in the book he was reading.

			Aeneas lifted the volume of Hume’s essays just returned by Julia Rose, before putting it down with a dismissive ‘pfft’. He was not a man to indulge in uncertainties or questions of perception. ‘The mistress bids me remind you that you are to play for the ladies this evening, after they’ve had their supper. She bids you not be late.’

			The Grandes Dames. Iain had forgotten. ‘I’ll not be late. Am I expected to eat with them?’

			Aeneas regarded him sourly. ‘I would hardly think so,’ he said. ‘Nine o’clock. Sharp.’ With a last look around the shop lest he had missed something requiring his disapproval, he left.

			The man in the gallery had never stopped his rifling of the books and Iain was not inclined to stay open any longer on his behalf. He called up the steps. ‘We are closing.’

			‘But it wants five minutes of the hour!’

			Iain sighed. Five minutes. What would he do with the extra five minutes in any case? But then came the familiar shout from the bindery, a stream of Gaelic invective rounded off with, ‘A-mach a seo! Get out of here!’ and then, ‘Son of Damnation, Iain Bàn, there’s a man here will die of thirst.’

			Iain left his desk and went through to the back. Donald Mòr had his back to him and was folding away his needle cloth on the worktable beneath the window. His brass tooling instruments were already shut away in their leather case, and the gold leaf securely locked in a cabinet with the precious Dutch gilt paper that he used for the most expensive end-leaves. Beeswax, vinegar and the concoction Donald mixed for the final leather treatment were all stoppered and on a high shelf. Cuts of hide were stacked neatly and ranged according to their quality – calf, sheepskin and goat hide of Morocco. Printed sheets, arrived from presses in Glasgow and Edinburgh and awaiting folding into folio, quarto or octavo for stitching and binding into books, were stored in an orderly manner in a deep dresser. The last thing to be locked away was always Donald’s own stamp, engraved in the ’45 by an Edinburgh silversmith and his most treasured possession. It showed an oak tree, symbol of the Stuarts, surrounded by Prince Charlie’s motto, ‘Look, Love and Follow’. The authorities had long since given up trying to get Donald to surrender it, and indeed had probably by now forgotten that almost every book that went out from the bindery of MacGillivray’s Bookseller’s was imprinted with the symbols of loyalty to the Stuart cause. Almost every book, but not those commissioned by the officers of the town’s British garrison. Donald might be a devoted adherent of the King over the Water, but he was not an idiot.

			The bindery extended deep into the back yard and all was immaculate. It was Donald Mòr’s kingdom, and in it, he would brook no interference other than, to Iain’s bewilderment, the frequent attendance of the confectioner Ishbel MacLeod’s child. Iain himself put up with the boy’s presence only to keep the peace with Donald, on the strict understanding that the child would cause no disturbance in the bookshop itself.

			The domestic, as well as the industrial, area of the room was a picture of discipline. Set into one wall was a box bed. Donald’s clothing – the old tartan plaid that he refused to give up but knew not to be seen in outside and a few linen shifts – was kept in the long press on the other wall, which also housed his broadsword and a pistol. The redcoats quartered in the town would have been surprised to learn of their presence there.

			Donald would speak only in Gaelic. ‘Is that cursed fellow not gone yet?’

			‘I’ll have him out in a minute.’

			‘It’s Friday night, by God!’

			Iain opened the pouch he had brought through from behind his desk and with exaggerated precision laid out a number of coins on Donald’s supper-table. It was the agreement that had been reached between themselves, the kirk session and the town council, as the price of him being allowed to retain Donald in his employment. Without it, Donald would have been shipped off somewhere where his riotous drunkenness could not disturb the good burgesses of Inverness. Donald would have his wages on a Friday night. Little could be done about the outrages he would perpetrate between then and when he at last stumbled senseless to his bed at some point on the Saturday, but he could thereafter be relied upon not to be seen about the streets of Inverness until the Monday morning. He would then be a model of sobriety until the next Friday night. At all costs, there would be no disturbance on the Sabbath.

			Iain felt the malevolent eye of Morag upon him as Donald counted out the coins. With the binder gone, she might come and go as she pleased with none to answer to, although it was a question which of the pair answered to the other. No one knew where she had come from, this vicious feline that had appeared at the back door to the bindery one morning and padded in to claim dominion. Half wildcat at least, she and Donald spat and hissed at each other throughout the day but were seldom to be parted.

			His coins counted, Donald nodded briskly to Iain and went out to the barrel in the yard to begin his ablutions.

			Iain went back through the door of the bindery into the bookshop proper and locked it behind him. He had learned within a week of taking Donald into his employ that whilst even in drink Donald regarded his own workplace and habitation as sacrosanct, the bookshop itself was a different matter. Iain had opened the door to the premises on the morning after one of Donald’s rampages to find a scene of utter chaos. Maps and other prints had been defaced and more books littered the floor than remained on the shelves. Worse, volumes whose binding had alerted Donald to the work of one of the many publishing houses with whom he was at feud were piled into the hearth, showing signs of attempted, but defective, incineration. That very day, Iain had had a lock and new bolts put on the inner bookshop door, and Donald had never set foot in the place unsupervised since.

			The last of the locks to the bindery bolted, Iain went up again to the gallery. The man was still working his way intensively through the remains of Lord Lovat’s library.

			‘We’re closing.’

			‘An hour more,’ said the man. ‘I’ll pay.’

			Iain took the book from his hand. ‘You’ve been told. We’re closing. Now.’

			As he was reaching up to return the book to its place on the shelf, he saw a movement of the man’s hand to beneath his jacket. An old move that he’d been well schooled in by his cousin Lachlan many years ago, on long summer afternoons in Strathnairn. He had the man slammed up against the shelves, his arm twisted up behind his back before the fingers ever touched the dirk they had gone for. ‘Out. Now,’ he repeated.

			Iain could hear the pain in the man’s voice as he breathed the words out, ‘All right, all right.’ As soon as the grip was loosed, the fellow was down the stairs and out, throwing one last, aggrieved look behind him as he left the shop.

			The place emptied, and the door bolted, it took Iain the best part of an hour to finish tallying his ledgers, putting the shelves to rights and returning books to their allotted place in the library section. The last thing he did before snuffing out the candles was to go round the floors with his broom. It was the most satisfying task of his day – sweeping out all the dirt, all the traces of themselves his customers had brought into the shop. Even when his assistant Richard was here, Iain always performed this job himself. Then he extinguished the candles, all but one, and took the flask of whisky from the pocket of his coat where it hung on a nail on the wall behind his chair. From the cabinet beside him he took out a glass – one of six of Italian crystal sent many years ago by his mother, in one of her fitful remembrances. He caught his own reflection in the glass of the cabinet. Better in the dark. He poured himself a good measure of what Aeneas procured from the illicit distillers of Ord and took up his book.

			It was after eight when he set it down again. He put on his coat, snuffed out the last candle and went out into the street, making sure to lock the door behind him. The air of the August night was warmer outside than it was inside his shop. He took off his coat again and slung it over his arm.

			Darkness would soon fall on the town. Church Street was coming alive in ways different from its daytime incarnation. The industrious, polite, respectable Church Street had closed up its counters, lit its lamps, and turned its back. Schoolboys had long since swarmed from the confines of the grammar school at Dunbar’s Hospital, back to their mothers or their lodgings, whilst the bedesmen and women on the upper floor had had their supper and gone to their slumbers to the sound of the scriptures. The books of the Kirk Session library would be safely locked away. The shadows cast by the stones of the High Kirk bled now into a deeper darkness, awaiting the trysting and concealments of the night-time hours. It wanted two hours still of the summer curfew, and the town constables had not begun their peregrinations. The soldiers of the garrison were heading for their favoured taverns. Decent women lost no time in getting home, more desperate women, not yet banished to the desolation of the Haugh, pinched their cheeks and agreed their territories.

			A little way up from the bookshop, and at the other side of the street, was the close running down past Bow Court and the establishment where Donald Mòr was wont to commence his night’s drinking. Nearly two hours the bookbinder would have been at it by now – the trouble wouldn’t be long in starting. And indeed, at that moment, there came an explosion of noise from the close, a smashing of glass and splintering of wood. Cursing to himself, Iain went over the street, ready to extract his binder from whatever trouble he had got himself into, but he had only just reached the mouth of the close when the form of a man came barrelling backwards out of the bottle shop, knocking him sideways. Iain’s feet slipped in the mud of the causey and went out from under him. Before he could make purchase on anything to steady himself, the right side of his face connected with the ground. It was not long before grit was mixed with iron as the blood trickled from his lower lip. He made an attempt to lift his head and saw his coat lying in a heap a few feet away. There was a sound of tinkling metal somewhere and a fine silver button rolled past him, to disappear into the gutters.

			He lowered his head back to the ground and shut his eyes for a moment. When he opened them again it was to find a small set of brown toes level with his vision. He raised his gaze to meet a pair of brown eyes, bright against their dark skin. Tormod. The boy brought back with her from Virginia by the confectioner, Ishbel MacLeod. The child that was rarely out of his shop. For a moment, Iain stared back, but suddenly the boy jerked sideways and Iain saw that Ishbel had taken hold of his arm and was directing him back up the forestair of their small house. He began to heave himself back up on his feet. The man who’d bowled into him had disappeared back up the close into the tavern, pursued by a ward constable and a further five enthusiastic townsmen. A couple of jeering lads made a great show of taking off as Iain finally got himself upright. A party of infantrymen passing up from the harbour to the castle looked over and laughed about drunken Highlanders. Brushing himself down, Iain made no response other than to curse their mothers and grandmothers for them to the tenth generation, quietly and in his native tongue.

			When he had finished, he saw that Ishbel was still standing there, long tendrils of dark red hair escaping her cap, her mouth pursed a little at his profanities. He puffed out his lips and glanced away a moment. ‘Sorry,’ he said.

			She held out his jacket, which she had picked up. ‘Thank you,’ he muttered, wishing nothing more than to escape his humiliation, although she was only the town’s confectioner and no one to him.

			‘It is nothing,’ she said, something drawn out in the words, then she went up the stairs after the boy. Iain watched as she disappeared through the door and closed it behind her. They were the first words they had ever exchanged. He’d seen her come and go sometimes from the kitchen of his grandmother’s house, fine boned and delicate as the confections she spun, but he’d never before had cause to converse with her. He stood there a moment and heard the door lock above him.

			His whole body was weary as he began to trudge homewards. If any on the street noticed his disarray, they didn’t say. But then, ahead of him, a figure emerged from a wynd coming up from the river. Iain cursed softly. It was the milliner, Barbara Sinclair. He was in no humour for Barbara tonight. He had just lighted on a doorway to step into to avoid her notice when he heard her light laugh.

			‘Iain Bàn MacGillivray. So you’ve been in the wars again. Who have you left lying in the gutter tonight?’

			Iain grunted. ‘I was at the end of someone else’s accident, that’s all. Where are you going?’

			Barbara’s small shop on the High Street would have been long closed, and she herself lived with her elderly father, across the bridge on the other side of the river. Most traders lived over their premises, but Barbara’s father disliked the town, she said, and didn’t want to be bothered with half the silly women of the Highlands traipsing over their threshold, talking of hats. ‘Besides,’ she had said when he’d asked her about it, ‘it would make our arrangement a little difficult, wouldn’t it?’

			‘Arrangement’. It was hardly that. They’d spent the occasional night together, or hours of a night, in the workroom behind her shop. Barbara was a widow – how often a widow was a matter of speculation in the town, but she certainly had no desire for another husband. Iain had no desire for any attachment to her either, but there were nights when he was drunk, and felt alone, and Barbara Sinclair seemed to possess the ability to manifest herself when he was at his lowest. Like now.

			‘Look at the state of you,’ she said, taking his jacket and brushing at the dirt on it with a handkerchief. ‘If you come up to the shop, I can put on another button for you, and mend that cuff.’

			He shook his head. ‘I’m late as it is. But perhaps later . . .’

			‘Not tonight, Iain Bàn. I have other things to see to.’

			They parted near his grandmother’s house. Iain went by the back courtyard, as he always did. Before entering the house, he took a moment to survey himself. His stockings were muddy, but not torn. The ministrations of Barbara’s handkerchief had improved the look of his jacket a little, but the button was definitely gone. The Grandes Dames would have a field day if he turned up like this. He leaned his head back against the outer wall of the house a moment and looked to the night sky. One day, after another. But to what end? To get through a day in order to endure the night so that he might make it to the next morning and so begin again. One day after another. He was managing. Almost.

		

	
		
			Two

			The Grandes Dames

			In the kitchen of Mairi Farquharson’s house on Church Street, Aeneas regarded Iain with the same look he’d been giving him for over thirty years. As far as Aeneas was concerned, Iain was not enough Farquharson and too much MacGillivray. Aeneas had never forgiven Iain’s father for seducing Iain’s mother in the heady days of the ’15 rising, and he had never forgiven Iain for being the result.

			Iain couldn’t say for certain that he truly remembered the first time he had encountered Aeneas, or if it was just the remembering that he remembered. He knew the facts of the matter: it had been in 1720, in Brittany, thirty-two years ago. He had been almost four years old, playing out in the street with his companions, when his nurse had swept out, and in her flurry of Breton French, gathered him up and set him down at the pump in the backyard of the Vannes townhouse. She’d brushed furiously at the dust of his apron, at last giving up and removing it, thrusting him through the parlour door and closing it behind him. In his mind, Iain turned his gaze to the chair by the hearth, and the strange man sitting there. Dusty from travel, the man had been dressed in the manner sometimes favoured by his father. His father, Hector MacGillivray, had been standing at the window, dressed not in the plaid and kilt of his visiting countryman, but in a manner befitting a gentleman in France, employed on the business of his king, James Stuart, eighth of Scotland and third of England.

			Even as he was being propelled by his nurse through the kitchen towards the parlour of that French town house, Iain had heard raised voices in the Gaelic tongue. Four years old or not, he’d known this was not right. Gaelic was the language of the night, with doors closed and shutters pulled to, and strangers come from afar.

			The man in the chair had turned a cropped head and black eyes towards Iain, assessing him. There had been disappointment, succeeded by displeasure signalled by a slight tightening of the mouth. Hector on the other hand had been looking not at Iain but at the visitor, clenching and unclenching his fist as he did so.

			Hector had bent down and picked Iain up, bringing him close to his own face. Iain had seen the trace of dark red stubble on the strong jaw, smelled the mix of aromas that was his father. He’d reached a hand up to the velvet ribbon that tied his father’s hair and rubbed it between his fingers. Hector had begun to speak, looking all the while not at Iain but at the stranger. ‘This gentleman is Aeneas Farquharson, Iain. He is a kinsman of your late grandfather, your mother’s father, and employed in your grandmother’s service. He has come to take you to her.’



OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/Bookseller_Inverness_halftitle.png
The BOOkSC“CI’ o II'[VCI‘ Ness





OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/Bookseller_of_Inverness_Map_Interior.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781529414196_FC.jpg
'S.G. MACLEAN |

Boé seller

of Invcmcss

I ‘MacLean has the gift for bringing
ff to life any period she writes about’

SUNDAY EXPRESS






OEBPS/image/Quercus_Logo_BW.png





OEBPS/image/1.png
S.G. MACLEAN

BOOkSﬁ €I’

of Invcrncss

uuuuuuu





OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Italic.otf


