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  The Skye Boat Song

  Written by Sir Harold Boulton (1859–1935)

  Speed bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing,

  Onward, the sailors cry

  Carry the lad that’s born to be king

  Over the sea to Skye

  Loud the winds howl, loud the waves roar,

  Thunder clouds rend the air;

  Baffled our foes stand on the shore

  Follow they will not dare

  Though the waves leap, soft shall ye sleep

  Ocean’s a royal bed

  Rocked in the deep, Flora will keep

  Watch by your weary head

  Many’s the lad fought on that day

  Well the claymore could wield

  When the night came, silently lay

  Dead on Culloden’s field

  Burned are our homes, exile and death

  Scatter the loyal men

  Yet, e’er the sword cool in the sheath,

  Charlie will come again.


  Prologue

  THE ISLAND OF SOUTH UIST IN THE OUTER HEBRIDES

  NOVEMBER 1737

  She stood tall on the rock, her strong legs wide apart to brace herself against the biting evening wind. Her hands were clenched in defiance on her hips, her tartan skirt whipped by the strengthening flurries, her Clan Macdonald scarf and beret proudly proclaimed her heritage.

  She stood silently in contemplation, breathing deeply as she prepared to address the multitude. They had gathered before her, thousands upon thousands of her countrymen and women. Although she was only fifteen years of age, she knew that her voice mustn’t fail her in the hour of her calling; she’d been rehearsing the words for days, and now was the moment when she would cause the people of Scotland to rise up against the German kings of England.

  Despite the mounting howl of the wind presaging a winter storm, she knew that if her words were to inspire, she must be audible to the crowd. She must shout to be heard above the roaring sea and the pounding waves. Only by being heard, would her words wash over the throng, to elevate and embolden them by her passion.

  She looked at the assembled faces, row upon row of proud Scotsmen and women: Macdonalds and McLeans, Stuarts and McMillans, McAdams and McGregors. Rugged men and beautiful women in their traditional clan tartans, a vast army with swords and shields ready to defend Scotland with their last drop of blood.

  Tribal leaders who hadn’t spoken to each other in generations had all gathered on a sandy beach on a remote island to hear the words that young Flora would use to rouse the entire Scottish nation and free them from the oppression of the evil king in London.

  And so she began, loud and confident, proud and magnificent. “Hear me well, my countrymen and women. Listen to my voice, for I speak to you of great and important things. William Wallace, our leader, our national hero, won a great victory at the Battle of Stirling Bridge fought exactly four hundred and forty years ago. Vastly outnumbered, Wallace and Moray routed the English Army led by the monstrous Earl of Surrey. The blood of the English glistened on their swords and is still fresh despite all the centuries that have passed; centuries in which we Scots have been enslaved by the English.”

  She could see women beginning to weep, and men, strong and robust men, trying to mask their tears. But she had to continue.

  “And just as our greatest hero led our nation to victory, so too will I, Flora Macdonald, lead our armies and undo the terrible damage being done to our proud Scots heritage by King George, who sits on his throne in London. Yes, I may be but fifteen years old, but only I, Flora Macdonald, can save you from the monstrous injustice and evil that these foreigners have brought to our sweet land . . .”

  Suddenly, a voice from the bowels of hell drowned out her rallying cry. “Where in the name of sweet Jesus are ye, Flora Macdonald, you numpty scunner. Didn’t I call ye not fifteen minutes ago to come back and prepare the hame for the daddy’s supper?”

  Her mother stood in the doorway of their nearby croft, screaming at her, loud and angry above the screech of the gulls. She realized that her daughter was again play-acting. “Dear God, what are you doing on that rock? Ye’ll be the death of me. Come inside this instant or I’ll tan your wee cunny, you pot-addled wastrel.”

  Her mother disappeared back into the house. Furious at being prevented from rallying the Scottish people to her cause, Flora jumped down from her platform, making nearby bemused gulls, razorbills, and gannets scatter and launch themselves into the wind and sea spray.

  How dare Annie McDonald interrupt her! Didn’t her mother know that today was one of the most auspicious of days for Scotland? She’d been practicing her William Wallace speech for a week now, and just as she was about to get to the highpoint, rousing the assembled millions to a fever of zeal, she had to retreat to prepare the house for her father’s return from his work. But what good was food and drink when the Scottish people were trodden down by the heel of the English soldiers?

  Followed by her audience of pliant dogs, Flora walked the short distance along the shoreline until she reached her home. She opened the door and was greeted by the smell of freshly baked griddlecakes and oatmeal. And because it was a Saturday, her stepfather had slaughtered a lamb, which meant that tonight’s stew would contain a choice cut of meat. She smiled. Saturday’s supper was the best of the week, and they’d have some more money when Hugh had sold the rest of the beast to the nearby townsfolk.

  Flora stood at the door, and watched her mother, Annie, red-faced from the heat of the caldron, busying herself in preparation for the return home for the night of the rest of her family. Annie felt a sudden squall of cold November air enter the house and looked around to see her splendid daughter framed in the semi-darkness. She straightened her back and walked to the table with a plate of freshly baked bread.

  “Lass,” said her mother, as the Flora began to busy herself preparing the house for nighttime, “why do you do it?”

  “What?” asked the young girl as she helped her mother set the table with spoons, bowls, and knives for her brothers, her parents, and herself.

  “You know what! Why do you talk to yourself? You’re always going off to the sea and standing on some rock and shouting at the waves like some moon-cranked loon. What do you say? Who do you think you’re talking to?”

  “Nobody.”

  “Then why, girl? As a bairn, you were always been so full of life and fun, but now you’re breaking down the doors of womanhood, you don’t play with your wee friends anymore. Time was, you’d run naked down to the sea with your lads and lassies at the drop of a hat and the lot of you behaved like draggie rooks. But now, there’s nary a friend drops by and all ye do is play outside alone, pretending that you’re queen this or princess that.”

  “It’s what I like to do, mother,” she said.

  “But darlin’, you’re losing all your friends. They’re off playing and you’re all alone with your play-acting. I don’t know what’s to be done.”

  “I do have friends. Lots of friends. We sit and talk when we don’t have chores. But . . .”

  Before Flora could continue, the door to the croft suddenly opened, and her stepfather, Hugh, walked in. Normally a man who greeted the evening with hugs and kisses for his beloved family, on this evening, he was quiet and simply nodded to his wife and Flora.

  “You’re troubled, Hugh! What’s happened?” asked Annie.

  Hugh sat in his chair, the straw-filled cushions bursting and in urgent need of repair and refilling. Flora brought him his two drams of whisky and sat by his side to warm herself by the fire. Still not answering, Hugh reached over to the griddle hanging above the nook and took one of the twelve cakes warming there. He bit into it, washed it down with the whisky, and nodded to Flora, who immediately brought over the flask and poured him another two drams.

  “For God’s sake, husband, what’s happened? You’re frightening me.”

  “The Queen is dead. The terrible news came through by dispatch this afternoon,” he told her.

  Flora and her mother looked at each other. Both remained silent, trying to understand why such news would affect Hugh so badly.

  “That’s terrible,” said Flora feebly. “But why is it terrible, father?”

  “You know how dependent that fool down in London was on Caroline. She was the only good mind in the whole of the court. Without her, the king will be lost and prey to all the knaves and scoundrels who’ll want to profit from his adversity.”

  Flora nodded. “That is indeed terrible. But why is it terrible for us?”

  Hugh sighed. “Don’t you see? King George hates and detests his son Frederick, who’s next in line. Frederick is a useless scoundrel. He’ll conspire, probably with Sir Robert Walpole to replace George and rule in his place. My betting is that the prime minister will convince the Parliament that George is incapable of ruling alone and will demand a Regency, which will effectively put Walpole in charge of the whole country as well as the throne. And that’ll make the prime minister the most powerful man in the land. He’s the most corrupt man in all of England and Scotland, and sure as chickens lay eggs, he’ll come up here looking for new sources of wealth. Scotland will be raped afresh by Walpole and his minions, for if he takes control over the king and the government of England, it’s us who’ll suffer.”

  “But won’t the Parliament stop him?” asked Flora.

  Hugh smiled and stroked his stepdaughter’s hair. “The king’s a ninny and Walpole and his cronies have just been waiting for the Queen to die so that they can pillage Scotland anew. It was only Caroline whispering into the king’s ear that stopped the nonsense going on. But with Caroline now gone, God only know what’s going to happen.”

  “Then surely now is the time for us to fight against English rule, father,” said Flora. “Like William Wallace four hundred and fifty years ago, we must rise up and march to do battle with the English. We must sharpen our swords and prepare . . .”

  “Don’t talk molly mush, girl,” said Hugh. “We’re not going to rise up, and we’re not going to raise an army. And stop mentioning William Wallace, if you please. He caused the deaths of thousands of brave Scotsmen, and for his service to his country, he was hung, drawn, and quartered. I don’t fancy that death for any of my friends. If we even raise our voices, the English will come marching up here with an army fifty thousand strong, with cannon and artillery, with horses and God only knows what else. We’ll be slaughtered. No, our only hope is that George remains sane and doesn’t turn into a lally brain.”

  Hurt by his rebuke and the repudiation of her hero, Flora stood, and walked in silence over to the kitchen area to carry the stew, oatmeal, and other food to the table. But one day, she vowed, she’d prove her father wrong. One day, he would apologize and admit that when Scotland was at its lowest ebb, when all was hopeless, it was Flora Macdonald who rose up and led her people into a sunny and free upland. One day.


  Part One


  Chapter One

  THE ISLAND OF ERISKAY IN THE OUTER HEBRIDES OF SCOTLAND

  JULY 1745 – EIGHT YEARS LATER

  It was all his. By birth. All of it. The Prince of Scotland braced his body against the ebb and flow of the waves as the small rowboat plied a path between the underwater banks of kelp and seaweed. He stared closely at the shoreline of the island, momentarily visible now that the early morning mists were rising to reveal silver-gray rocks, scrub grasses, and desolate hills. The morning winds were not yet sharp enough to sweep the mist with its heavy stench of salt and the reek of rotting sea grasses. He shivered in the chill of the morning air, then glanced into the water and shuddered again at the sight of a glistening field of kelp, a meadow of drowned corpses, dead fingers commanding the tide to wave him on, then back . . . forward then retreat . . .

  As the land drew into sharper focus, huge white-gray boulders of granite formed an impenetrable barrier along the hilltops. Again, he shuddered. His father would have quipped that somebody had just walked upon his grave. The stench of seaborn rot, the drowned kelp, and thoughts of the peril he was in made the young man shudder once more, suddenly overwhelmed by feelings that had been growing in him throughout the journey from France—that his mission was doomed from the beginning, and a rational person would return to the sunny uplands of Umbria and Tuscany and the naked breasts of wholesome girls and the warmth of the Roman air. Here, in Scotland, that same deity who’d encouraged him in his mission had changed his tune. Charlie was suddenly beleaguered by the feeling that the deity was telling him not to land.

  Born in the frenetic mania of Rome and an intimate of the cities of Italy and France, any cosmopolitan man would have been disheartened by the look of desolation before him. This was no Tuscan countryside with its hillsides corrugated by precise rows of fertile vineyards, nor was it the sunny uplands of the Loire with its rich and fruitful soils and grandiose castles, its gentle valleys, and charming towns. This was a land devoid of people and animals, a rock abandoned by God and all his angels.

  But the Prince of Scotland was no ordinary man, and despite the cold and the disconsolate nature before him, he forced his mood to change so that his companions would perceive nothing of his concerns. A leader’s insecurity spread like a contagion and he knew he must avoid any semblance of doubt at all costs. As his boat drew closer and closer to the shore and his first footfall on his realm, he smiled and nodded to those who looked up at him.

  The rowboat’s keel ploughed the field of water grasses, and he listened to the voice of his new land. The only sound that could be heard was the screaming of gulls and the sea’s gentle susurration as its foam grasped at the sand in defiance of the receding water. Pitching forward when the boat dug a furrow into the beach, the Prince of Scotland saved his dignity and himself by grasping onto the outstretched arms of his courtier, Achille della Valle. The prince crossed himself, bowed his head in hope of the Lord’s blessing, and jumped into the water, walking the few steps up the beach to stand on a tussock of grassy land.

  Charles Edward Louis John Casimir Sylvester Maria had been rudely dubbed Bonnie Prince Charlie when introduced to the Scottish guide who boarded his ship in France, the Doutelle, in order to guide it safely through the narrows and shallows of the Outer Hebrides Islands. Now he stood for the first time in his life on the land that he should, by rights, have inherited at birth. The fetid sea behind him, Charles breathed deeply of the warming air and smelt the freshness of the earth. From the stability of the land, even the spume of the waves and the smell of the salt air were now pleasing. He said another prayer to the Almighty who had allowed him to meet this day.

  He stood silent, looking up at the hills that rose above the coastline, and heard his small party unloading the boat and carrying its contents up the shore.

  “Gentlemen,” he shouted above the shrieks of the seabirds, “there’s much time for work, but little enough time to thank the Lord God for delivering safely a Stuart back to his rightful kingdom. Come and pray with me awhile and sing an orison to the Maker of all Things. Raise you voices, gentlemen, and join me in singing Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini . . .”

  The eleven men who had accompanied the prince fell to their knees, and the royal priest and chaplain began the chant.

  Not two minutes into the song, the party was interrupted by a crude shout from the nearby hillcrest overlooking the beach. In surprise, they raised their bowed heads and saw a huge bearded middle-aged man of fierce mien, wearing the Macdonald tartan, standing with legs spread apart, hands on his hips, looking at them in bemusement.

  “And what in the name of God in his heavens do ye think you’re doing here on my land? Are ye smugglers? Shipwrecks? What? Speak before I come down there and separate every man jack of you from your manhood . . .”

  In a pre-arranged subterfuge, Achille della Valle shouted back in broken English, “Sir, we are Irishmen accompanying our priest to bring enlightenment in the name of the Lord to your Island’s people.”

  The Macdonald stood immobile looking down at them from his vantage point on the crest but began shaking his head in disbelief. Then he burst out laughing. “Away and boil your head, you mutton mouthed arse fiend. You’re no more Irish than I’m a Chinaman. You’ll be Charlie, the young chevalier, here from France. You’re the boy who calls himself heir to our throne.”

  Prince Charles, stunned at the man’s audacity, mortified that he’d been so easily discovered, got off his knees and stood tall and proud before the man. “And whom do I have the honor of addressing?” he shouted.

  “Alexander Macdonald of Boisdale speaks with you. And where is your army? You were supposed to be bringing ten thousand Frenchies. When will they be landing? I see none of their ships?” The Macdonald took gigantic strides down the dune until he arrived at the beach and stood proud before the landed party.

  Charles was about to address the Scotsman when he heard a murmur of discontent from his crew who raised themselves from the sand at the Macdonald’s approach. “The army that the king of France promised me has, unfortunately, failed to be raised. There is no army following. The king is afraid of setting his troops upon the sea with the potential of storms and bad weather.”

  Again, the enormous Scotsman burst into laughter. “You’re talking shite, boy! The French haven’t sailed with you because they’re terrified of the British Army. And you, my bonnie young Italian, would best serve yourself and us if you were to get back onto your tatty wee boat and return to your hame the way you came. Without an army, you’ll never get the Scots lairds to agree to rise up against King George. Nobody’s going to risk their bollocks for a naïve boy who arrives in a row boat with barely enough soldiers to scratch his arse.”

  “Sir,” said Charles. “I am come home. I shall not be leaving.”

  The Scotsman looked at the prince, then at the group and sniffed contemptuously. For weeks, it had been rumoured that the invasion was coming. Now that it had arrived, it was even more farcical than any Scotsman would believe.

  “No, laddie,” he said, “This isn’t your home. You were born in Rome, so put away these ideas of ruling Scotland and return to a sunny land where the ladies are welcoming and the wine flows freely. For years, you’ve been spreading the word about coming here to rule Scotland and England, but that’s all it’s ever been, boy; just pish from a soft cock and wind from a bellows. By heavens, but you’re an arrogant fellow. You arrive and expect us to follow you when we’ve all heard of your reputation for drinking and womanizing. You’re no king, Charlie, and we Scots need none of your sort on our land. Go home, boy, and play at being a prince.”

  The crew behind him began to rise angrily and Prince Charles heard the sound of swords being withdrawn from scabbards. “Master Macdonald,” he said, knowing that he had much to accomplish in these next few words, “this is my home. It was stolen from my grandfather James II and from his son, my beloved father James III. I am here to reclaim this land in the name of the Stuarts in order to place my father as rightful heir onto the throne of both Scotland and of England. If you will join me in throwing off the yoke of oppression and ridding England and Scotland of these damnable Hanoverians who have usurped the throne and the royal succession ordained by God Himself, then we shall succeed faster. But if you refuse to join me then I shall still succeed, but the task will be harder, the journey to London longer, and you will lose out on the spoils of the victor.”

  The Scotsman looked at the young man long and hard, his face wearing an inscrutable mask, his thoughts indefinable behind his thick glistening beard. The wind suddenly arose and the Scotsman’s kilt fluttered against his muscular legs. But it was the corners of his eyes that crinkled fractionally that told Charles that the Scotsman was more bluster than fearsome and his aggression had been nothing more than testing Charles’ resolve. Suddenly the Macdonald’s mouth beamed a welcoming smile.

  “You’ve got balls, laddie. That I’ll say for you. You’ve come here without the king of France’s men yet you’re still puffed up like a cock partridge; I have to own that it takes guts to land on these shores and think of raising an army. You may be a bully-rook, but you’ve a pretty turn of phrase, and I’ve no doubt but that you’ll turn the heads of some lassies as you roam the Highlands. But it’ll be a damnable hard job winning over the Lairds of Scotland with words alone. We’ve no great love for the fat sausage eaters down in London, and God only knows we want rid of them, but its guns and cannon and an army we need to fight them, not your playmates yonder,” he said gesturing to the prince’s crew.

  “But these are strange times, and who knows, Charlie, maybe you can turn the lairds’ heads as easily as you seduce the Italian lassies, so you may have a chance. But I’ll not join you, Charlie, though no doubt there’ll be some who’ll happily seize the opportunity. And I’ll not stop you getting to the mainland, though God knows if it becomes known that I’ve assisted you, Chubby George will come looking for my bollocks.”

  The prince knew that it was as much as he could expect, and in gratitude, he shook the Scotsman’s hand. “Thank you, Alexander Macdonald. I’m sorry you won’t be joining me, for I’d like to have one such as you by my side when I take to the field against King George. But knowing you won’t oppose me is a benefit that I won’t reject. Now, my Lord of the Islands, perhaps you could see me to a house where we can rest and eat and prepare for our journey further on to my realm.”

  Again, the Macdonald burst out laughing. “Your realm! Only by the good grace of the Almighty, all the lairds of Scotland, and your ability to defeat King George II, will this ever become your realm. You’ve an uphill struggle, laddie, and you’re beef witted if you think you’ll open up anybody’s ears without ten thousand Frenchies behind you.”

  Then he pointed to the prince’s Italian and French supporters who stood and listened in amazement at the way in which the ruffian spoke to their prince.

  “And especially when half your crew are dressed like flax wenches going to a fling. Still, it’s your problem, just as long as you don’t make it mine.”

  He shrugged his shoulders, laughed, turned, and led the way up the beach to where the small island village was situated.

  MR. CASAUBON’S COFFEE HOUSE EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND

  A MONTH AFTER THE BONNIE PRINCE’S LANDING, 1745

  Despite the condensation that obscured much of her view through the small window panel, she knew him from the pamphlet she had picked up inside the apothecary’s shop just the other day. The caricature on the pamphlet showed him as fat and pampered, with what appeared to be a ruddy face and wearing a wig askew as though he were a pisspot incapable of walking a straight line from drinking a glass too much of malmsey. Yet from the words he’d written, she knew him to be the very cleverest of men, and although he dealt in moral philosophy, whatever that was, he would have a better understanding than anybody within her society of how she should greet the news. She had read and re-read the pamphlet he had written, and on the third or fourth time, she finally understood what point he was striving to make.

  She had been directed by the apothecary to where he and his friends normally met in the mid-morning, but now that she stood outside the very windows of the very coffee caravan in which he sat drinking with his friends, her courage failed her. How could she just walk up to one of the most brilliant men in Scotland and simply introduce herself?

  It was all so easy when she was a young girl, growing up on her island in the Hebrides, running around naked in the cool summer air with her friends, boys and girls, and feeling as if nothing in the world could stand in her way. In those days, she could go up to anybody, speak to anyone, dare to do whatever she wanted. Her mother Anne had said that she was a wild free spirit, and could never be tamed. But in her fifteenth year, she’d changed and become introvert, preferring to be alone with her dreams, isolated in her thoughts. And she seemed to be continually angry; angry with the way Scotland was controlled by the English, angry with the failure of the Scots to rise up and free themselves of the yolk of English suzerainty, and angry with the men and women of Scotland who just accepted their lot without rising up to fight for their rights.

  In the years since, while she’d been in the employ of the wife of the laird of the Macdonalds as friend and companion, she’d grown and had come out of her shell, but still burning in her, now more like embers rather than flames, was her desire to see Scotland free. One day, she thought, one day . . .

  Some of her mid-teenage shyness was still with her and she was diffident about approaching such elevated gentlemen. She knew that ladies in polite society, especially ladies in England, were very reticent and their manners were precise and they showed themselves as coy. Yet she was not just Scottish, but from the Islands, and women from the Western lands were known to be forward and to speak their minds with an honesty that was generally not present in the high society of Edinburgh and Glasgow and the other towns and cities of Scotland. For Edinburgh was a University town, and contained some very clever people.

  Although a Gaelic speaker, she was well educated and spoke passable English and French and Latin and could easily read the newspapers and journals, and she sang beautifully and played the harp and the spinet. But she was bedevilled because of her station in life. She was little more than a companion to Lady Margaret Macdonald, wife of Sir Alexander Macdonald who was one of the most important men of her clan, though in her dreams, she saw herself as both a lady in society and a woman who discoursed on weighty matters with men.

  Yet without more of an education, how could she approach a man of his brilliance and ask him the question that was on the lips of all Scotsmen from the Highlands, and to which she could not find an answer within herself? But now that she was here, soon having to return to Skye, this was her only opportunity to hear the opinion of a truly clever man, so approach him she must. She knew in her heart that she couldn’t return to the Islands without an answer, though as matters stood today, she didn’t know whether to side with Sir Alexander, who was against the Young Prince Charles Edward, or to support Lady Margaret, who was a Jacobite and favoured the replacement of the Hanover interlopers in London with the Catholic Stuarts.

  She saw through the misty window that he was seated with two other gentlemen, all drinking coffee; on tiny plates beside the cups were little cakes that the gentlemen picked up and relished with each mouthful of the coffee. They were in earnest discussion, embroiled in some matter of impregnable discourse. Her heart thumping, she pushed open the door and heard the bell tinkle. Some looked around at the newcomer but not the three men seated at the far side of the room, for they were too engrossed in their discussion to concern themselves with who came into and who left the establishment.

  As she entered the coffee shop, she was immediately affected by the warmth and the smells of the food and drink, but repelled by the stench of the tobacco smoke rising from all the pipes, as though they were peat fires in the gloaming. Beneath the roof of the shop hung a low cloud of brown-gray pipe smoke. Trying not to cough, she stood close to the door and then sauntered along the walls so that she could glimpse his face. It was a kindly face, and the ruddiness that she’d perceived from the caricature was in reality a redness of the cheeks and the forehead, brought about by a good life and lots of laughter. She breathed a sigh of relief, for his eyes twinkled like those of Caleb Macdonald when he told a story late at night around a fire, and Caleb had a good temper and was kindly and open. Maybe Mr. Hume would be just as kindly, just as open, and accepting, despite having the narrow set eyes and the large nose of a footpad. Yet still she held back, waiting for a breach in the men’s conversation that would provide an entry point for her.

  At last, they seemed to take a break from their debate, and Flora Macdonald walked as boldly as her legs, though not her heart, allowed and stood before the table, looking each man in the eye. Each glanced up at her and smiled, seemingly bemused by her sudden appearance. Women were a rare sight in a coffee house, especially one so young, comely, and rudely dressed.

  “Good day, Gentlemen. My name is Flora Macdonald. I am from the Outer Hebrides Island of South Uist. I have come to seek out Mr. David Hume. Might I know which one of you gentlemen is Mr. Hume?”

  The men remained silent until one spoke and asked politely, “Tell me, Mistress Macdonald, does this Mr. Hume owe you money or any other debt or a service that has been promised but not delivered?”

  She caught the twinkle in his eye, and shook her head. “Mr. Hume is unknown to me as I to him. He owes me nothing, but if he’ll speak with me, then it is me who will owe him a debt of gratitude.”

  One of the men stood, and pulled a chair from another table, offering it to her. She sat.

  “Mistress Macdonald, I am Mr. David Hume,” he told her. “I have the honor to present myself to you.”

  He held out his hand, and she shook it. Hume noticed that she had a slender, delicate, and warm hand. For an instant, he’d imagined that the hand from a Hebrides woman would be as crude and rough as the skin of a goat, but hers was like a silk glove. And she was a handsome lass, buxom with a fresh and lovely skin, beautiful glistening black hair, and a sunny smile.

  “These other gentlemen are my good friends and confreres, some members of their School of Common Sense, a school where I am not a pupil. May I introduce Mr. Adam Smith and Mr. Thomas Reid.”

  She knew their names vaguely. When she’d lived in Edinburgh, she had read of their names in newspaper articles, but she knew nothing about them other than they were at the University and were acquiring a reputation throughout England and France. She turned her attention to Mr. Hume, but before she could ask her question, he asked her, “Might I persuade you to take a cup of coffee with us. It’s really very good.”

  She smiled and nodded. Hume turned and indicated to a servant, who immediately brought a cup of the steaming black liquid. Flora sipped it and grimaced at its bitterness. “Dear God in heaven, is this what you spend your days drinking? I wonder at all the fuss. If I’d wanted to drink tanning acid, I could have stayed at home!”

  The three men laughed, and Mr. Smith said hurriedly, “It’s an acquired taste, Miss Macdonald, but once it’s acquired, it’s very hard to reject.”

  She sipped it again under the amused scrutiny of the three men, and found that the second taste was marginally less bitter than the first, and she could indeed begin to perceive a flavour that was unnoticeable in her first sip. But regardless, she could never see coffee becoming as popular as ale or whiskey.

  “Now, ma’am, perhaps you could tell us why you’ve sought out our illustrious companion, Mr. Hume,” asked Mr. Reid.

  She breathed deeply, as though about to breast a mountain, and said, “The other day, I read a pamphlet containing your thoughts, and I would favour your advice concerning the landing of Prince Charles Edward Stuart. You’ve written on the causation of one event happening after another. In your pamphlet, you said that when an event follows after another, most people think that there is a connection between the two events and that the first event makes the second event follow on from the first. But you dispute that. You say that even though we perceive one event following the other, we don’t perceive any necessary connection between the two and that we can only trust the knowledge that we acquire from our perceptions.”

  The three philosophers looked at her in amazement. She continued undaunted, “Yet surely the event of Prince Charles landing will cause the English to attack Scotland, or so my stepfather Hugh believes. Will it, or won’t it? I mean, the very fact that he’s here will lead to England sending their troops up into the Highlands and there’ll be a slaughter, won’t there? Yet in your writings, as far as I understand them, you say that because one event follows another, it doesn’t mean that they’re connected.”

  Hume smiled and nodded. “You’ve read A Treatise on Human Nature?”

  Flora shook her head. “No, I’ve read the pamphlet that tells something about it.”

  “I’m afraid, Mistress Macdonald, that matters such as the future of events are a great deal more complicated than that. Causation and consequence determine a particular event that follows upon another. If you stand and scream out that I’m a thief and that I’ve just stolen your purse, we can be well assured that as a consequence of the event of your shouting, a guard from the Castle will enter these premises and arrest me. If I light a taper and put it to my pipe, we can confidently expect, as a result, that the tobacco will burn. But these are matters that are ascertainable from evidence that comes from our experience. What you’re asking is whether or not a particular event will lead ipso facto to another event, and when we’re dealing with the nature of human decision, experience cannot be relied upon.

  “The landing of young Charles may or may not lead to the English sending up their troopers, although as your father suggests, it’s highly likely. If they do, the Scotsmen in the Highlands will undoubtedly rise up and there’ll be a terrible battle. This, though, has little to do with my treatise. If you want an answer to what will happen now that the Young Pretender has landed, I’m sorely afraid that you’ll have to have coffee with King George, rather than a dullard like myself.”

  She burst out laughing. Her laugh amused the three men. It was a tinkling laugh and had once been compared to the water of a stream tripping over the stones of a brae. “Dullard? It’s told that you’re the cleverest man in Scotland.”

  “Were I that clever, I shouldn’t have been passed over for a professorship in Moral Philosophy at our very own University,” he said.

  “You were passed over, Hume, because you wouldn’t recant your treatise and everybody thought that you were an atheist,” said Adam Smith.

  Hume turned to Smith and then back to Flora. “My young friend, Mr. Smith, is profoundly influenced by his studies at Oxford University and its God fearing Professors. He has lost his keen eye for what is happening in his native country of Scotland,” he said. “We are governed not by man’s or God’s law, but by the dictates and whims of the clergy. I have always feared living in a theocracy. Had I been alive at the time, I would have cheered loudest and longest when old King Henry told the pope to go hang himself. Regrettably, hatred for the papacy has given birth to fanatical men such as Mr. Luther and Mr. Calvin and Mr. Knox. Now, it appears, our protesting Presbyters have turned into incarnations of popes, and we Scots are, in all but name, governed by the Church. Soon we will be suffering under the bony outstretched hands of a Scottish Savonarola.”

  Flora had no idea what he was talking about and sipped her coffee again. She was beginning to warm to its bitterness. “So you and your friends are unable to tell me what will happen now that the Stuart has landed.”

  Thomas Reid shrugged his shoulders and said, “Not with any certainty, I’m afraid, ma’am. But the likelihood is that many will die as a result of his impetuousness.”

  “Then what shall I do?” she asked. “Do I support my master, Sir Alexander, who believes that the Stuart should return to France and not provoke the English, or do I support my mistress Margaret and stand for the Jacobite cause?”

  The three men looked at each other until Adam Smith said softly, “I’m afraid we’re only philosophers, Mistress Macdonald. Our thoughts are those that originate from a rational mind. A mind, ma’am, that is the very opposite of that of a king or of a prince.”

  THE PALACE OF ST. JAMES, LONDON

  His Royal Highness, King George II sat in increasing impatience in the Audience Hall of St. James’s Palace, and listened to the stultifying tones of Henry Pelham patronizing him as though he was a mere princeling instead of a monarch who had been ruling England for eighteen years. If Queen Caroline were still alive, she would no doubt already have sensed her husband’s imminent explosion and would have moved to sit by his side and stroke his arm to quell his rising temper. Calming him down was the only way to prevent a Hanoverian outburst that would cause the recall of Parliament and further fulminations by the damnable anti-Royalists in their libellous pamphlets adding to the litter in London’s filthy streets.

  So the king was forced to listen to his prime minister droning on about this issue and that matter. George never truly understood why, as the king, he should be bothered with issues that were, by rights, the responsibility of the prime minister. Try as he might, he couldn’t prevent his mind wandering to matters outside of the palace. No matter how important Pelham considered the issues brought to the royal attention, the dreadful little prime minister didn’t have the voice or manner to make his audiences sufficiently interesting to stop the king’s thoughts from wandering. He began thinking about the new uniforms he’d ordered for his detachment of guards; then he thought of battle plans and ways of manoeuvre in a war field; from there, he thought of the hunt he would enjoy in Richmond Park this coming Saturday. He sighed involuntarily and deeply regretted the onerous duties of a king, when all his friends always seemed to be having so much fun and left the running of their estates to competent managers. All his friends seemed to do was accept the money their tenants paid and live in the precincts of the court enjoying his royal patronage. Yet as king, he was forced to pay attention whenever Pelham felt he needed to bring a matter to the royal attention.

  Since the death of Caroline eight years earlier, life within the court had become utterly boring. He missed her keen sense of humor, her brilliance, her ability to judge issues that he found difficult to understand, and her ability to advise him on the proper course of action. Since her death, he had sought consolation outside, rather than inside the court. And it wasn’t just with his mistresses, for no woman could satisfy him in the bedchamber like his wife Caroline had been able. And she, a lusty woman, had enjoyed his performances just as much. So his dalliances with his many lady friends were little more than a relief, and although he enjoyed their company, none had the wit or judgment that he had always come to enjoy from his long-dead queen.

  Still, he mused, not all of the pleasures of life had departed with her death. Just the other day, the king had indulged in a new sport, and he was eager to return to it. It was all so exciting. A goose was hung upside down by its legs from the branch of a tall tree, its neck and head covered in grease and oils, and despite its squawking and twisting, a horseman had to ride at high speed toward it, grasp it by the neck as he passed, and attempt to pull off its head. It was far more difficult than the king thought, and on the few occasions that he had managed to clasp the bird while riding at speed, his hands had slipped off the goose’s neck six times before he finally gave up. The more the animal shrieked, the funnier the game became.

  He and ten other lords and ladies of the court had spent a merry afternoon until Lady Albemarle had finally managed to dig her fingers into the pathetic animal’s neck and tug off its head. The game had the unusual distinction of providing both entertainment and a good feast. After that, he’d watched some bear baiting by a pack of wild dogs in the pit in Windsor Park before returning to the draughty corridors of St. James’s Palace.

  And now, instead of being outside of these monstrous walls riding in the park or visiting one of his lady friends, the king was forced to sit on his throne and listen to a man who really should have been a fishmonger importuning customers in the streets, or a cobbler, or a clerk in a counting house, drone on about this and that. Yes, of course, they were important issues, but when Walpole or the Earl of Wilmington addressed him, they knew how to make their topics interesting. But Pelham . . . he was so boring that sometimes the king found himself asleep during the audience and having to be woken by one of the court.

  Where, George wondered, were the real men of England? Why did he have to be served by men such as Pelham, mere functionaries who carried as much grace as a village bailiff or a costermonger in a small shop in Pimlico? Where was Walpole, dead these past few months? Where was Carteret? Where were the great and decisive men of Hanover who understood the need to keep France in a state of neutrality? Only his damnable British counsellors, and the British people it seemed, failed to understand why he had committed money and troops for the safety of distant Hanover against the damnable French.

  Something that Pelham said attracted his attention and his mind was forced back onto the here and now of this interminable audience. “It appears, Majesty, that this young man landed on a remote island on the westernmost shores of the Hebrides. Our spies in Paris tell us that he sailed with two ships, the Elisabeth and the Doutelle. The first ship carried his munitions and a treasury that had been supplied to him by the king of France, but this ship was set upon by the dogs of the British Navy, the HMS Lion, a 54-gun two-master man o’war, which did so much damage that the Elisabeth was permanently crippled and forced to return to France. Any rational and normal invader would, having lost so much, return to the land from whence they came and regroup, but not this headstrong boy. Instead, he refused to make passage back to the bosom of the king of France and the bosoms of his many mistresses, and so the second ship carried the Young Pretender onward to the islands until the boy landed in a rowing boat with a handful of courtiers and a priest.”

  “And his army?” asked King George.

  “No army, Your Majesty,” said the prime minister still reading from the notes his secretary had given him for the audience and refusing to look up into the king’s eyes. “It appears that the king of France, though promising the Young Pretender an army, decided at the last minute that the sea between our nations was too rough for his troops to set sail, and so he ordered them to return to their barracks. Undaunted, the boy continued to sail, obviously intent upon attacking our realm with his few . . . his very few.”

  The king, and the court following, burst into laughter. “He marches upon us with a rowing boat full of courtiers. Is he mad?”

  “It appears, Majesty, that he is intent upon raising an army from amongst the lords of Scotland. However, he has already alienated many of these gallants because he refuses to heed proper advice. He still insists upon beginning every conversation with whomever he meets by repeating the motto of the House of Stuart, a Deo rex, a rege lex, which means . . .”

  “I am not an uneducated man, Mr. Pelham,” the king hissed. “I speak passable Latin. It means ‘the king comes from God, the law comes from the king.’”

  The lords and ladies of the court looked at the king in anticipation of the sudden eruption of a quarrel between him and his prime minister. They knew in how much contempt the king held Pelham and were hoping for his exasperation to turn into an explosion. But Pelham continued to refuse to look at the king and maintained his indifference to their ranks by reading from his notes. George’s body seemed to slump further into his throne at the calculated insult.

  “When the young man was ashore, my spies tell me that he demanded fealty from those around him, but he was rejected. He claimed at every vantage point that his family were the rightful monarchs and stewards of the realm . . .”

  “So the Stuart wants to be a steward, eh Mr. Pelham. Eh!” said the king and burst out laughing. The court joined in, the ladies in their crinolines banging their closed fans against their hands in approbation, the gentlemen in their fine silks raising their hands and shouting out “hurrah!”

  When the noise of the court had quietened, Pelham looked up at the king, then back at his notes and continued with his audience. “Indeed, Your Majesty. The boy has now traveled inland and has gained a foothold in the Highlands. My spies in Scotland tell me that he has sent letters of demand and requirement to all the clan leaders telling them of his arrival and stipulating their fealty to his cause. However, your government doubts that the Scottish lords will rally around him. The Presbyterian church is strong in the south of the Scottish lands and is an important buffer for us in England against the more brutish of the clans.”

  In surprise, the king exclaimed, “The Church? What has the Church of Scotland to do with the landing of this young man? Good God, Mr. Pelham this isn’t going to turn into another religious engagement between Protestants and Catholics, is it? Surely the Catholics of England have accepted the results that were obtained after the Battle of the Boyne? The Irish have accepted the result, and the Catholics of Scotland aren’t so firm in their beliefs that they’ll oust the Presbyters and all the councils that run the affairs of that nation, are they?”

  For one of the few times during the incessant audience, Pelham looked up from his papers and addressed the king directly. “Majesty, there may or may not be a strong Catholic following among the lords of Scotland. But the land is more tribal a clan than religious and holy. The tribes prefer to dance to the tune of Scottish pipers rather than bow to the dictates of Mr. Knox and his disciples; yet for all that, the Presbyters are held in high regard. However, and this is my reason for concern at the landing of this youth, I am informed that Catholicism still runs strong in the hearts of many in Scotland, and it is always possible that they see the divine right of kings having been broken by the accession of King William from Orange and his wife Mary. As Your Majesty might know, Mary may have been the daughter of England’s Catholic James II, but she professed the Protestant faith. According to my agents in Scotland, there is an undertow in the currency of affairs that says that they’d rather have a Stuart on the throne of England and Scotland than a Hanoverian.”

  The king of England raised his voice to argue, but Pelham talked over him. The court was stunned by the man’s arrogance, and even more surprised that the monarch allowed it to happen.

  “However,” Pelham continued, “the wishes of the Scottish lords are difficult to ascertain. The Young Pretender to your throne might not on his own be able to convince them to join him in an adventure against your rule; but as you know, there is nothing that the kings of France and Spain would like to see more than the triple tiara of the pope placed high above the Crown of Britain. This boy has landed in order to replace Your Majesty with the Crown of the Stuarts, just as his father, the Old Pretender did in his attempt to replace your father with himself nearly forty years ago. We understand that Prince Charles has landed intent on placing his father on your throne as James III of England and VIII of Scotland. And there’s no doubting that it’s in his young head to crown himself Charles III. Whatever fealty he has toward his father is surely tempered by the simple fact that he will soon be the heir to the throne if he defeats Your Majesty’s armies, should the circumstances arise. I have no doubt that this is the reason he has embarked upon this perilous mission.”

  “Be it reason or treason, Prince Charles must be stopped,” demanded the king. Lady Winchelsea, one of the ladies of the bedchamber, thought that the rhyme was another of the king’s quips, and burst out laughing, but stopped immediately when she realized that she was the only one.

  Pelham nodded. “Your government will listen carefully to your thoughts in this matter as we always do, Majesty, and then we will act in the best interests of Britain. There are a number of alternatives. Either we could allow his folly to play itself out and for him to be rejected by the lords of Scotland, returning defeated and humiliated to France and Italy; or we could send a small expeditionary force to greet him, arrest, and imprison him, and embarrass the king of France at the same time. The choice, Majesty, is yours.”

  King George II looked around and saw that the entire court was staring at him, waiting for him to make a decision. He glanced to his left to consult his wife Caroline, but when he saw her empty throne, he was overwhelmed by dejection. If only she hadn’t died.

  AUGUST 1745

  If courage defined the difference between bold action and craven acquiescence, then surely her audacious stance would bring results. Despite her stepfather’s disapproval and her mother’s consternation, and even disregarding her own concerns about being so closely and publicly identified by such a course of action, Flora knew in her heart that this was the moment for which she’d been born.

  A dispatch rider had given news to Hugh that the Prince of Scotland had written letters to the leaders of the clans, but their response had been tardy—no, not tardy, utterly and totally and callously and indifferently silent. The young prince had been completely ignored by the clans and was waiting every day for some sign that his life’s mission wasn’t to be dashed on the rocks of the Scottish shore before he’d had a chance to reach the pinnacle of the Highlands. But Flora knew the clans well enough and understood that they’d be reluctant to embark on a war with England without the support of the French or Irish. Hugh had told her in no uncertain terms that landing without King Louis’ army spelled certain defeat for Prince Charles’ plans to regain the throne for the Stuarts. But Flora wouldn’t allow that to happen. Not while there was a morsel of Highland air in her lungs. She’d told her employer the news, and now was her moment.

  “So,” said Lady Margaret Macdonald to her young companion, “what is this magnificent conspiracy you’re involving me in? And why must I say nothing to Sir Alexander?”

  “Ma’am, as you know, the lairds won’t rise up unless they’re pushed. Their lordships are reticent because the prince hasn’t brought with him any artillery or men. Yet we Scots have more than enough to drive the English back off our land.”

  Lady Margaret looked at Flora in suspicion. “Go on.”

  “Well,” said Flora, “what if the women of Scotland were to rise up? What if they were to force their menfolk into supporting the prince?”

  Margaret laughed. “And how precisely do you think that we women could do that?”

  Flora grinned. “The wives would threaten to withhold their womanly favours from their menfolk until the men agreed to go to war behind the prince.”

  This was too much for Lady Margaret, who burst out laughing. “Like Lysistrata in ancient Greece? But Flora dear, Lysistrata arranged for the women of Greece to withhold their lovemaking in order for their men to stay at home and stop fighting, not for them to go to war.”

  “I don’t know who this lady is, but if it worked in ancient Greece, there’s no reason it couldn’t work in modern Scotland.”

  “Lysistrata is a play, darling. She isn’t real. And there’s no way in the wide world that a Scotsman would allow his wife to refuse him her duty on condition he’d go to war.”

  Downhearted, Flora nodded and continued with her tapestry.

  “However,” said Lady Margaret. “Like you, I believe that Charles’ arrival spells a moment of destiny for the Scottish people. I believe fervently that we must be the masters of our own destiny in our own land. And I do agree with you, as well you know, that the Jacobite cause is worth fighting for if we’re to remove the English yoke from our necks. So while I don’t think I’ll advise the other wives of clan leaders to do as you’ve suggested, I will write to them, and point out the importance of the prince’s rallying cry and why they should encourage their husbands to comply with his wishes. But withdraw their sexual favours? I think not. Scotswomen are known to be lusty, and I can assure you that my request would fall on deaf ears.”

  She burst out laughing again and asked Flora to fetch her a fresh duck’s quill, several nibs, two pots of ink, and a quire of paper.


  Chapter Two

  GLENFINNAN THE WESTERN MAINLAND OF SCOTLAND

  AUGUST 1745

  It was already after noon, and his confidence was fading rapidly. Another few hours and the sun would drop behind Loch Shiel and then the chances of anybody coming before the middle of the following morning, if at all, were remote. Since he’d landed by rowboat at noontime on Loch nan Uamh and had been met by the laird of Morar, who stood at the head of 150 of his clansmen and made the prince’s honor guard, he’d marched up the Glen expecting to see crowds of Highlanders cheering on his venture. But the entire glen beside the River Finnan had been empty of almost anybody other than the occasional crofter and his family.

  The prince had spent some time with one of the families, but the laird advised him to walk onward to Glenfinnan in case any Highlander had accepted his invitation and was coming to meet with him. This he did, but the man who walked besides the banks of the river between the grand hills that formed the valley, was a very different man to the expectant youth who’d landed at the mainland lochside not four hours earlier full of hope and excitement for the future.

  It was nearly a month since he’d first made landfall on the Island of Eriskay in the Hebrides, and Prince Charles Stuart had suffered rejection by almost everybody he’d approached. He had left France expecting his arrival to be welcomed, but from Island to Island, and now on the mainland, every lord and chieftain he’d met had told him to return home, assuring him that they wouldn’t join him in his venture, especially as he’d come without a French army and with no money to purchase loyalty.

  In desperation, the prince had sent letters and messengers to all of the lairds and clan leaders of the Highlands, informing them of his presence and asking them to meet with him at Glenfinnan. But he’d been here four hours, and not one man had arrived. The laughter and expectation amongst his small party who had traveled with him slowly diminished as the time wore on and now was completely muted. They sat there, looking at the ground or each other, not daring to look Charles in the eyes. Soon, their confidence in the venture would evaporate completely with the warmth of the day, and then there would only be the silence of defeat in the air. He was lost without having fired a single shot.

  Now that they were at the meeting point, there was nothing to do other than sit down and rest. The Macdonald escort quickly made themselves at home around their campfires drinking whiskey and ale, commenting softly so that he couldn’t hear what they were saying; but he knew right well what their conversation was all about.

  By the time the late of the afternoon had arrived, Prince Charles was prepared to admit that the Highlands would never rise to his call to arms. Without a French or a Scots army, there would be no fight, no conquest, and no throne. He sighed deeply, wondering what to tell his father, and what to tell the French king. To return in ignominy was more than he could bear. As soon as he was able, he’d escape to Italy and bury his head in the bosom of a young woman.

  The prince, resplendent in his black silk shirt and black trousers, wearing a Stuart tartan scarf that had been woven for him especially for this day by a Scotsman in Rome, drank a dram of whiskey to fortify his courage in what he knew he now had to announce to his friends, the laird and the escort. But as he recharged his glass from the flagon, he noticed a movement high up on the hill overlooking the Loch. Thinking it must be a stag or a bird in flight, he drank another glass, but then looked up and saw that it was a man who had climbed and was now standing motionless on top of the ridge. It was a Scotsman wearing a particular tartan, but too distant for the prince to make out to which clan he belonged.

  In interest, the prince stood and looked up at the lone man. It caused others to stop their quiet conversations, and to follow the prince’s eyes. Others stood, and joined the prince, looking upwards.

  If he’d come at the prince’s behest, then he would be first of what might be many. He wore the MacLeod tartan except for the beret that was MacCrimmon. He stood on the hilltop looking down into the valley, not moving a muscle. Then he reached around his back and pulled forward bagpipes, took a deep breath and blew air into the skin. For long moments, all that could be heard was the moaning of the pipes as they filled with air. Then the piper lifted the tube to his mouth, pushed on the skin with his arm, and started playing. It was too distant for his face to be seen so the prince didn’t know whether he meant good or ill by his tune. But when Charles looked about him he saw some of the few men of his honor guard smiling and nodding, and he knew that the lone piper was an omen of good things to come. One of the party of Macdonalds stood and walked over to him, whispering, “He’s a MacCrimmon, the pipers to the MacLeods of Skye. This is a great honor, sir. When he’s finished his tune, you must go forward and hail him thanks.”

  “But what does it mean?” asked the prince.

  The Macdonald smiled. “It means, Charlie, that the MacLeods are coming.”

  The piper stood on the hilltop for several minutes until he’d finished playing “The Gathering of the Clans.” His music had filled the vale with the voice of the pipes and the hope that the piper brought with him. As the last notes faded from the hills and drifted over the smooth inlet of the sea, the prince walked forward, and shouted, “I thank and commend you, Piper, for the honor you have bestowed on me. Come join me, sir, and I’ll drink to your health.”

  The piper stood there for several moments; then he tucked his pipes away over his shoulder, and slowly descended the hill. But he was not alone. For after him they came in their twos and threes, climbing over the crest of the hill and descending toward the gathering on the shores of the inlet; then they came in their dozens; and as the afternoon progressed into dusk, they came over the hills in their hundreds.

  Then came the Clan Cameron, and by the count of them there were at least eight hundred fighting men, with the Laird Lochiel at their head, marching proud and defiant. His men advanced down the side of the loch in two columns of three men deep, and beside them in chains, marched English prisoners who had been recently taken in a small battle at one of the many Forts the English had built to constrain the Highlands.

  The sight of them filled his heart with such a joy as he’d not previously experienced. His father had failed to land on Scotland’s shores when he and France had tried to take back the Scottish throne for the Stuart. But the son was now standing on the hallowed ground that God Almighty had ordained that he and his father rule and as the men gathered around him, looking at him as though he was some exotic beast from a distant jungle, he knew in his heart that his moment had come at last.

  He could barely breathe as he stood and watched the Highlanders continue to come over the hills in their brilliantly colored tartans, their swords and daggers gleaming in the last of the afternoon sunshine. He felt that the very God Himself was telling him that this time the shame of the Stuarts would be avenged, the Hanoverians would be sent packing home to Germany, and Scotland and England would again be his family’s realm. The long exile would soon be over. He and his father could return to their Island and all would be back to the way it should always have been.

  The Laird Lochiel marched to where Prince Charles was standing and bowed his head. It was a curt nod, in no way subservient but a sign to all the men gathered that Charles was recognized as the rightful Regent of Scotland, here on behalf of his father the rightful Stuart king, and that the battle with the Hanoverians was about to commence.

  “I come with my men to fight by your side, Your Highness. There are hundreds and hundreds more on their way. But midday tomorrow, there will be thousands of Highlanders gathered to march on the English encampments and claim Scotland for ourselves and the Stuarts.”

  His men shouted in approval, and Charles Stuart walked forward and grasped him by the hand. Then he hugged him and said, “I am resolved to raise the Standard of my family on this Glenfinnan spot and declare war against the Elector of Hanover and all of his adherents. We men of Scotland will rid our island of these usurpers and once more, the blood of the Plantagenets, the Tudors, and the House of Stuart, as determined by God Almighty Himself, will course through England and Scotland like a cleansing river and put an end once and for all time to foreign interference in the ruling of our great nations. Today, gentlemen, we meet in peace in the majestic hills of Scotland, but tomorrow we will march in fury and war toward the enemy, and he shall know of our zeal and righteousness. This I swear in the name of the House of Stuart, your rightful kings.”

  A huge roar erupted from the assembly, and one of the prince’s party unfurled a silk blue, white, and red flag that he thrust into the ground, eliciting another roar of approval.

  As the men of the Cameron were cheering, the prince looked up at the darkening sky and saw torches breasting the hilltops. There was sufficient light still to determine from their colors that these were the Macdonald of Keppoch, and he estimated that there were at least three hundred of them. Behind them came the Macleod, then some of the MacDougalls, and finally, despite the dark, came some MacEwans and then some MacGregors and then men of the Wallace clan.

  What had in the early afternoon been a cold, solitary and silent glen had suddenly turned into a meeting of the clans, with fires up and down the hillsides, thousands of men shouting and laughing, and pipes competing with each other for dominance of their voice.

  The young prince stood for long moments looking at the gathering and wondering how his father might have felt, had he been fortunate enough to have landed in Scotland all those years ago. His heart was nearly bursting with pride as he re-entered his tent and sat down to drink a glass of wine with the Laird Lochiel.

  The two men, different in age by thirty years, looked at each other in satisfaction. “Why did you come,” asked the young prince. “I landed on these isles and was rebuffed by almost everybody I spoke with. I was forced to write letters asking you to meet me here. I fully expected you to reject me, as did everybody else. Yet you and the other lairds have suddenly presented me with an army and the likelihood of a resounding success. But why? Why did you suddenly change your minds?”

  The Laird Lochiel sipped the Madeira and smiled. It was such a simple question and such a simple answer. “The fact is, son, that you shamed us all. You arrived to claim your heritage and we all treated you as though you were carrying the pox. Your letters made us realize how far we’ve fallen under the rule of the damned Germans in London. And truth to tell, our wives and loved ones told us that we were unmanly to allow you to stand alone and face the English; that you were fighting for your crown, and it was our duty to fight beside you.

  “Look, lad, we have no love for the Union with England. It was imposed upon us by Queen Anne because she died without an heir and she just wanted to ensure that the damned Hanoverians ruled the land so that a Protestant arse would warm both the thrones of Scotland and England. And for years we’ve lived under the rule of fat George and his father before him. They speak neither English nor Gaelic, but a German language that is like listening to two dogs barking at each other.

  “So when you landed and wrote your letters, you made us feel guilty that we had been sitting idly in these Highlands all these years suffering the heavy foot of those in London. And when your letters roused our wives and they started digging us in the ribs to join you, well . . .

  “Laddie, you made us realize that we should be ruled by one of our own and that the kings of Scotland go back beyond the time of Robert the Bruce. And because our wives, all of our wives, seem to have come out in your support, well, that’s something that we Scotsmen can’t ignore. You have much to prove to us, laddie, but you’re a Stuart, one of us, and for that alone, we owe you our allegiance and our swords.”

  Charles nodded and sipped his wine. “I shall not let you down,” he said softly. “Nor shall I let down your remarkable wives.”

  The Laird Lochiel smiled and said, “The time for words is now. The time for deeds is tomorrow. Then will we know whether or not you’re fit to be king.”

  The prince slept well that night, and as dawn broke on the following morning, he made a special point of visiting the fires of every clan and paying his respects to every laird and leader. During the day, he and the men he now considered his generals discussed the tactics for taking on the English. The questions were apparent to everybody, but the answers were speculative. Should the English be drawn to the Scots Army or should the Scotsmen march to where the English were encamped? Should the forts be attacked first to rob the English of the ability to stab the advancing Scots Army in the back? How should the army be fed? Was it right to steal the food and animals from the fields of honest Scotsmen and women, or should it be first paid for, and if so, how without the French treasury to support their venture?

  But the most pressing question was one concerning weaponry. The English had munitions, cannon, horses, and cavalry and highly trained artillery. The Scotsmen had little more than dirks, broadswords, mismatched guns, Lochaber axes, pitchforks, and a particularly nasty double-edged dagger that the Highlanders concealed in their socks called a mattucashlass.

  “This has been our problem all along,” said the Donald of Lochiel, the Laird of the Camerons. “We have men of courage who are used to fighting in the hills and valleys, but we’re not a regular army, and taking to the field against the mouth of a battery of cannon is likely to lead to a slaughter of our good men. If only the French had sent over artillery, we could have met them on equal footing.”

  “Then we’ll have to use subterfuge,” said the prince. “We’ll have to draw them to us and ensnare them in a trap. There are enough valleys in the Highlands for an army of thousands to fall prey to a hundred Scotsmen high on a hillside raining gunshot down on them. How valuable will their artillery and cannon be to them if they can’t raise them higher than the height of their shoulders?”

  The others around the council table nodded. They all knew it had to be done, but the question was whether the English Army would simply fall into a trap and allow themselves to be led to the slaughter. And knowing the English, the likelihood was that their tactics would be to draw out the Scotsmen from the Highlands and slaughter them on their terrain. It wasn’t a happy prospect.

  ARMADALE ON THE ISLAND OF SKYE IN THE OUTER HEBRIDES

  SEPTEMBER 10, 1745

  Her stepfather looked at her in increasing anger, and her mother feared that Flora would go too far and provoke him to such anger that he’d hit her. If that happened, and knowing the girl’s temper, she would hit him back, which would likely cause him to do something that they would both regret. She’d not seen her daughter or her husband this angry at each other since Flora was a young girl who’d run away to the mainland for some fun and laughter, despite the prohibition of her father; and when he’d dragged her back kicking and screeching like a barn owl by the scruff of her neck from a boat about to leave the Island’s dockside, she’d sworn oaths at him, which would have terrified even the Lord God Himself.

  Annie Macdonald’s only option was to intervene, although she loathed doing so, knowing the pride that grew in both of their strong heads. And knowing husband and daughter as well as she did, the likelihood was that they’d turn their anger against her, a prospect she didn’t relish. But she had to do something to take the sting out of the air.

  “Now listen to me, husband Macdonald. And you too, daughter. I’ll have none of your shouting in my house. Whether you’re for or against the coming war, you’ll maintain a civil tongue in your muttonheads, or you’ll find that you’re walking around with my boot in your backsides, and neither of you will relish that prospect, I’ll be bound. So lower your voices and mind your tempers. Is that understood?”

  They looked at her in astonishment, but she drove the point home. “Hugh?”

  He nodded. She turned to Flora, who nodded reluctantly.

  Hugh continued to look at his wife, then at his stepdaughter, and knew the perils open to him unless he calmed down. Only rarely did Annie lose her temper, and when she did, he knew that he was in rare trouble. But he had to make the situation patently clear to both of them in case they still nurtured hopes that they could turn his head and make him run with the rest of the hounds of the Islands. Deliberately lowering his voice, he almost growled, “Let it be understood by both of you that by reason of my position as Commander of the Royal Militia of the Western Islands, it is my sworn duty to prevent the young prince from advancing through our land. I have to prevent his success. If my actions insult your sensibilities or your emotions, then I’m sorry, but it’s something you’ll have to accept. It’s the price I’m willing to pay for our security. A security, I might add, young lady, which you have severely compromised by encouraging Lady Margaret to write all those damnable letters to the clan leaders. That was an enormous folly, girl, and I just pray that we don’t live to rue your actions.”

  “It was the right thing to do. It’s roused all Scotland and it’ll be the death of England. And yes, you may have your duty, father, but in your heart, you’re a Jacobite and you know it. How can you command your troops to kill your very own fellow Scotsmen, brothers you’d follow if you had a choice?”

  Hugh Macdonald breathed deeply in a brave attempt to retain control of his anger. He remained seated at the table and ate some more of the breakfast oatmeal. He was about to answer, but instead took another long draught of his ale. There was so much to do this day, now that the Stuart was marching on Edinburgh, and the last thing he had time for was an internal disputation with his willful stepdaughter.

  “Flora, darling, let me try to explain something to you so that you can understand it from my position. All the men of the other Macdonald clans have rallied around the young man. He’s marching with a couple of thousand Highlanders. He’s full of bull and bluster, and nothing spurs a man on to exaggerated heights like being at the head of an army preparing for battle. He’s rallied our brethren and men from the other clans and they can smell the sweet perfume of victory.”

  “So shouldn’t you be joining them instead of supporting that fat German bastard in London who . . .”

  “Listen to me, Flora, for the sake of sanity. All the Prince of the Stuarts has done is raise an army. He has yet to raise an arm. Don’t you understand, girl, that King George won’t allow an assault against him in Scotland or England or anywhere else. He’ll move heaven and earth before he allows a Stuart to take what the Hanoverians own. If George allows the Stuart to take Scotland, it’ll give too much encouragement to the Tories and the Jacobite sympathizers in England who hate the Germans and who only need the barest of excuses to rise up against them. They hated his father, the first King George, and they hate this one even more. He’s fat like you say and indolent and stupid and since his wife died, all brains seem to have left the palace. But like any king, he’ll fight tooth and claw to retain what he’s got.

  “If he allows any Stuart success on English territory, then the movement against him and his clan will grow stronger and stronger until he’ll have to go scuttling back to Hanover. His father might have loved Hanover and taken his mistresses there for fun, but this George is more settled in England, and he’ll want to stay. Which means that he’ll throw everything he owns against the attacks of Prince Charlie, and Charlie simply doesn’t have the men or the guns or the armaments or the treasury to meet such a challenge. The young man may win a skirmish or two, but he’ll lose the war, as sure I’m sitting here right now, and when he does, there’ll be hell to pay for any who supported him. You women don’t understand war, nor appreciate the deaths that will result. But let me promise you that if this young chevalier has his way and is all puff and glory, then there’ll be thousands of widows and fatherless children in the Highlands come next Christmas.”
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