
Hunted on the Moors

Passages from the Traditions of the Covenanters

Chapter I.— In which the Reader is introduced to the Miny, and its ordinary and unexpected inhabitants. 

About the close of the reign of Charles 2nd there lived in the district in Scotland known as the desert of Kyle an honest

farmer and his wife, who were warmly attached to the covenanting cause. Gilbert Fleming’s family consisted of himself,

his wife Grizzy Grey, and a herd boy named Sandy. His cottage was known as the Miny, and stood away up the moors,

as solitary as a lodge in a garden of cucumbers. Various signs had betokened that the winter, which was setting in earlier

this year than usual, would be long and severe. The frost had already hardened the moors and mosses like a board, and

had thus made a suitable platform for the deep snow which now began to fall.

   On the evening of the first appearance of the snow two Covenanting brethren, in full flight before a company of

troopers from Muirkirk, took refuge in the district of Kyle. The night gathering its folds about them favoured their

escape, and the troopers, finding that the snow was thickening, retreated with all speed to their quarters. The two

worthies, exhausted with their flight, and shivering in the cold, cowered down in the shelter of a deep moss hag. The

snow-flakes began to form a wreath at their feet, and their hiding-place soon threatened to become their grave.

   ‘What shall we do?’ said one of them, whose name was Willie. ‘If we remain here all night we shall not see the

morning.’ ‘No,’ replied the other, ‘ we must at once make our retreat. It is not yet dark, and besides it is full moon. Let

us hold on our way to some place of refuge.’ John’s words decided Willie, who replied, ‘I see it all now. Gilbert Fleming

has often invited me to his house, and I have not yet availed myself of his invitations. This is our time of need, and I am

sure we shall meet with a cordial welcome.’ ‘Ay,’ said John, ‘but where shall we find the hut, even if it be hereabouts P

Everything is white, and how shall we know on which hand to turn?’ ‘Let us try,’ said Willie. ‘We may not perchance be

so very far from the Miny. The Lord, who leads the blind by a way they know not, has not permitted us to be chased

into this moor for nothing.’ The friends came out of their hiding place and looked around over the white wilderness now

stretched before them, and at length discerned a twinkling light on the snow. They looked again, when Willie replied,

‘It may not be the house we are seeking, but it will at least be a shelter.’ ‘They both started off over the snow, and hurried

in the direction of the light. They knocked at the cottage door, which to their delight was opened by honest Gilbert, who

gave them a cordial greeting. ‘You are welcome for your Master’s sake,’ said the hospitable farmer: ‘but how found you

the way on such a night as this?’ ‘A light guided us,’ they replied, ‘flickering from the window of your cottage.’ ‘O how

wonderful is that,’ said Grizzy. ‘We never put alight in the window for fear of leading the enemy to us; but this evening

I felt an unusual prompting to put the candle there; and you see what has come of it. The snow might have been your

winding-sheet, had you not found our house. This is the Lord’s doing, and to Him be all the praise.’

   The wanderers were glad to find a shelter, and the inmates were as glad to receive them. Hospitality on the moors in

those days was common, and especially among the farmers and cottagers who favoured the cause of the Covenanters.

The promise of the Master, A cup of cold water given to a disciple in the name of a disciple shall not lose its reward, was one that men

devoutly believed. Old Gilbert believed it, and his shrewd wife, and they were soon to find it fulfilled, as will hereafter

appear.

   The evening was spent in talking over the troubles of the times, and especially those which the people of God were

suffering. Nor did they forget that the experience of David had been verified in more than one instance— Though I

walk in the midst of trouble, Thou wilt revive me. The support which the Lord afforded the sufferers was dwelt upon



with earnestness and simplicity. It was no cant with them— no pretence of a joy they did not feel; but the grave and

solemn talk of simpleminded and trusting hearts.

   The day’s toil brought sound sleep to the wanderers. Gilbert saluted them heartily in the morning, and congratulated

them on the fact that the snow had drifted to a great depth over all the face of the moorland. There was now no fear

of being assailed by the troopers, who were besieged in their own garrison by the storm.

   ‘But,’ said Willie, ‘who can tell how long this storm may last? If we are shut up here the whole winter, we shall eat you

up. Our appetites are keen, through our irregular living of late, and it may be they will not be easily satisfied.’ ‘Eat us up!’

exclaimed worthy Gilbert, ‘no fear of that; and even though you should, you shall be welcome to share the last morsel

wi’ us.’ And then, like all good Scotsmen when under deep excitement, Gilbert broke out into a torrent of the broadest

vernacular. ‘Na, na, lads, there’s nea fear o’ being eaten up here. Last week I brought o’er the hard surface o’ the frosted

muirs a whole melder fresh frae the mill; besides nae lack o’ barley flour for the scones. The big beef boat is fu’ to the

brim. We ha’e plenty o’ buirdly kebbocks o’ our ain making, and we ha’e rowth o’ maut for a brewst, to serve us when

the cows in the byre are yell. And I canna but look on this as a very particular Providence; for twa things were before

us which we didna forsee— your coming to the house, and the visitation o’ this storm. If either of you had come before

the inlaying of our winter’s provisions, what could we have done? But the Great and Kind One who foresees all, has now

supplied us before - hand, and I consider myself honoured that He has sent you to board with us for a season. I have

my own forebodings that the storm is not to continue for a day only, or for twa, but for weeks, and we are, God be

praised, prepared for it.’

   Gilbert was right. The storm lasted nearly four months. Many of the upland farmers were completely ruined. Sheep

and cattle were destroyed by hundreds. Hunger and sickness seized many households, and was followed by a pestilence

which carried off whole families at one fell swoop.

   As the friends looked out from the door of the Miny on the first morning of that terrible hurricane, the like of which

is now rarely known in the same region,— for the windows were literally blocked up by the snow— they were astonished

at the appearance of the waste. Not a single object or feature of the former landscape was now to be seen. The ‘drift’

was pouring in streams along the surface of the snow, and so dense was the smoking trail that to face it would have

ended in blindness and suffocation.

   Gilbert’s ‘stock’ consisted of three score of sheep on the moor, four cows in the byre, and two horses in the stable.

On this he was able to support himself and pay his rent. As he saw the storm raving wildly without, he exclaimed in

grateful exultation, ‘How happy am I to think that the cows and horses are so snugly housed! We have abundance of

fodder, gathered in the warm days of summer: and as for hay, I think we never had the like of it in quality. Providence

foresaw what we were to need.’

   ‘But maister, maister,’ cried the herd boy, ‘what o’ the sheep? Ha’e ye forgotten them?’

   ‘The sheep, callan’, the sheep,’ said Gilbert; ‘it never entered me mind we had sheep. Alas! my saxty puir sheep, they

are a’ buried deep ‘aneath the snaw, and what to do I wot na.’

   The two friends smiled at the perplexity of their host, for they were both shepherds, and stout and stalwart men. Many

a sheep had they exhumed from the lairy moss hag, and many a score had they dug out from beneath the drifted snow.

They thought the task of rescuing their host’s sheep was not at all an impossible one.

   ‘Ye are smiling, I see, my friends; and I think I can guess your meaning. But ken ye, I can scarcely walk to the door,

as I am so crippled wi’ pains in this shivering weather. If a’ the cattle on my bit farm should perish, I couldna help to

rescue ane of them. Ye thought ye were our debtors for gi’en ye lodgin, and lang lodgin too; but I foresee that in the long

run we shall be your debtors. What could that silly bit callan’ do if left to himsel? and my auld wife there couldna do



muckle muir. If the Maister, whom we serve, and whose cause we are willing to suffer for, has sent you here for the

preservation of your lives, He has sent you here also for the preservation of my little property. Go and manage the sheep

as you please.’

   The men made instant preparation for the work. But where were the sheep to be found?

   ‘I gathered them into the hollow between the twa knowes to the east there,’ said Sandy, ‘and they cannot be far off.’

   The hollow alluded to was filled with drifted snow, and it was obvious that it would require no small exertion to dig

out the nock. The men, however, with little Sandy, succeeded in making an opening on one side, where the snow was

several feet deep; and having extricated one sheep, another followed, and then another, until after long and exhausting

toil they set free the whole. The men were beyond measure gratified that they had saved Gilbert’s flock, and Gilbert

again and again expressed his unspeakable satisfaction.

   On the forenoon of the next day a circumstance occurred which threw the little garrison at the Miny into great

perplexity. The snow was still hurrying before the blast, and had already gathered to the depth of three feet, for in the

higher part of the country the storms rage with double fury and pile the snow in heaps such as are never seen in the

lower parts. The cause of the perplexity was this: Sandy and his collie were tumbling among the snow as boys delight

to do, when he observed the prints of human feet. The holes, he said, were deep, and partly blown up by the drift, but

he was certain they were footprints, and of two persons.

   This was a sad piece of news. Whose were those foot-marks? was now the grave question to be answered. Were they

the footprints of other wanderers? or of soldiers now on the track of the fugitives? or of robbers? Which?

   This last suggestion was not improbable. Many bad men took advantage of the disorders of the times and wandered

in companies plundering the farm-houses of their butter, cheese, and poultry. The peasantry were, therefore, as much

on their guard against robbers as troopers.

   Whoever had made those marks upon the snow, the shepherds thought that it was their duty to make out, and to

endeavour to save them. The snow had not ceased falling, and had now obliterated all impressions upon its surface.

Where, then, should they commence their search?

   Gilbert suggested that the men had taken refuge in the old vault at the ruin called Auchty, which was originally a

baronial residence on the moor. The Auchty was but a short distance from the Miny, and so, under the guidance of

Sandy and his dog, the two friends set out.

   After deep wading and tumbling in the soft wreaths, they reached the entrance to the vault, the mouth of which was

partly concealed by the branches of the hazel-bushes growing near it. The dog led the way, and on reaching the entrance

uttered a sharp and rapid bark.

   ‘Is there anybody here?’ cried Willie, from before the hazel-bushes.

   ‘There are two men,’ said a voice tremulous with cold. ‘On the night of the storm we lost our way in the moor, when

we accidently came against the hazel-bushes, and found the entrance into this vault, which has screened us from the

tempest, and which the Master whom we serve, and in whose cause we suffer hardship, has made a Bethel to us.’

   ‘We hail you, then, as suffering brethren,’ said Willie. ‘Come with us; and if you have strength to plod through the snow

and drift, you shall find yourselves in a comfortable habitation.’

   The men then emerged from their dark hiding-place, the whole party hurried off to the cottage, and after a short time,

stood before a blazing fire of peats in the kitchen of the Miny.

   Gilbert received them exultingly, when he learnt who they were, and deemed himself twice blessed in being honoured

to entertain another party of Christ’s suffering people. The strangers were no sooner thawed by the fire, than they were

earnestly pressed to give an account of themselves. The little audience in the Miny was ‘all ear,’ as the strangers thus



spoke:

   ‘We come from the wilds of Carsphairn, which we left the other day, as we learned that the soldiers were in search of

us. We were compelled to flee, and thought we should like to visit the Upper Ward of Lanarkshire, where many

experienced Christians live, and where the blood of many of the Lord’s people has been shed. We traversed the base

of the lofty Cairnsmuir, and up towards the head of the Ken, and struck across the mountains by the lonely Monthraw,

and then down into the defile of the Afton, and crossing the upper part of Nithsdale, we came into the moors of Kyle,

and wandered till we came to this neighbourhood. The snow now began to blow strongly in our faces, and while we were

in no fear of sinking in the moss, we were afraid of perishing in some drift. We plodded on, however, lifting up our

prayers for guidance to the God who knew our way, and who could lead us to a place of shelter. In a brief space our

progress was arrested by a tuft of hazel-bushes lying in our path, and as they seemed to afford us a screen from the blast,

we crept down close beside them. This afforded us a breathing time, and a great relief from the choking drift. While we

sat here, as thankful as ever Jonah did under his gourd, a hare or fox sprang out between us, apparently from some recess

behind; on looking for which, we found an opening, which we entered, and found within a spacious apartment, with the

floor as dry as dust, and sheltered altogether from the wind. We struck a light, and kindled a piece of paper, and held

it up as a torch, and found that we were under a strongly-built arch of some old tower, where we might remain in safety,

at least for one night. Finding on the floor a quantity of brushwood and tufts of dried heather, we kindled a fire, and

comforted ourselves with its warmth. We next discovered several stone seats placed by the wall round the vault. We drew

our fire toward them, and felt happy. Not a few of our companions, we knew, were shivering in dripping caves on the

sides of the hills, and we were protected from damp and wind. The smoke did not annoy us, for it went straight out of

the hole at which we entered. Our hearts rose in thanksgiving to the great Preserver of our lives who had so wondrously

guided our steps to such a retreat. Saving prayed together, we wrapped ourselves in our plaids and fell asleep, and

scarcely woke till the morning began to peep in at the entrance to the vault. We roused ourselves and proceeded to

collect materials for a fire, and soon the whole exterior was lighted up with a cheerful blaze.

   ‘But now a new difficulty presented itself. The smoke did not seem to escape, but collected in a dense suffocating

cloud above our head. We ran to the entrance for breath, and found that it was all filled with snow, excepting a small

space near the upper part, which could scarcely admit a man’s arm. We began to clear the aperture, and with difficulty

forced our way to the outside. No sooner had we opened the mouth of the vault than the smoke rushed out, and we

were resolved to remain another day in our covert from the storm.

   Gilbert listened thus far with deep interest to the story of the strangers from Carsphairn, and then eagerly asked –‘ But

where did your breakfast come from? How did you get on for food?’

   ‘Here,’ said they, ‘we were not altogether at a loss. We had a good stock of bread and cheese in our pockets when we

left home, which was now only half exhausted; and as we passed through the moors, a friendly woman, in whose hut

we rested for a few minutes, presented each of us with a goodly bottle of milk, fresh from the cow. This gift was of

unspeakable value, for we know not what we should have done in the vault without something to slake our thirst. We

spent the day in no little comfort: but the thought began to haunt us, that probably the storm would continue, and then

this vault must become our sepulchre. It was this which prompted us on the second morning of our residence here, to

issue from our retreat, and look abroad on the face of the moorland, if possible to descry a human habitation. We set

out with the storm in our teeth, and found that the snow was already more than three feet deep, and that the drift was

still streaming along without abatement. After wandering about without success we began to think of returning, and then

the thought was suggested that perhaps our footprints would lead to our detection. We re-entered the vault full of

forebodings; and to fortify our confidence in God we fell on our knees and prayed. We committed ourselves to Him



who had cared for us thus far, and asked if it were His will, for deliverance. We arose refreshed and confident, and had

scarcely seated ourselves on the stone chairs again when we observed a dark shadow at the mouth of the vault, and heard

a voice asking, ‘Is there anybody here?’ ‘You know the rest.’

   ‘Weel,’ exclaimed Grizzy, ‘I ha’e I gotton my dream read. I dreamed that twa o’ our sheep had wandered frae’ the lave,

and that some o’ the dragoons, passing through the moor, huntit their cruel dogs at the twa puir things, till, bleetin, and

forfochin they escaped into the auld vowt, and the dogs foregatherin wi’ a hare, ran after it; and sae ye’re welcome here

for our Master’s sake, in whose cause ye suffer.’

   Gilbert’s joy knew no bounds at finding himself in the company of such men, to whom it was in his power and in his

heart to do a service. ‘It’s just ae wonder after another,’ said he. ‘Ye were heard in being directed to the vault, and ye were

heard when praying in the vault. What a Master we serve! O! if we had only a minister wi’ us, what a happy time we

might spend.’

   ‘Hoot awa,’ Gibby, my man, said Grizzy, ‘we mauna fa’ that.

   I think ye hae here men wi’ ye that may weel serve in the stead o’ ony minister, even o’ Saunders himsel, although there

is naebody I like better to see dit our door than Saunders Peden, for he aye brings his Master wi’ him. Ye hae a’ the

company ye’ill get as lang as this storm lasts, and let us be thankful for what we have.’

   While Grizzy was talking she was preparing a hearty breakfast of warm, rich brose – the common food of those times--

- and the two cold and hungry strangers partook of a plentiful meal and were refreshed. Willie then answered the

strangers’ enquiries as to the reason of their search, and they at once exclaimed, – ‘The Lord is wonderful in working

in reply to the supplications of this people in the hour of their distress. We are a witnessing remnant, and we may look

for some special interposition on our behalf.’

   But the affairs of honest Gilbert were needing attention. The sheep had been dug out of the snow it is true; but they

were still in a perilous condition on a knoll near the house, and as the storm did not abate, it was necessary that they

should be cared for. A large outhouse, frail indeed both in its walls and roof, was selected as a shelter for the poor sheep.

Into this place they were collected, and furnished with plenty of hay. And now the minds of all were greatly at ease--- 

Gilbert’s property was secured, and in this the men rejoiced: the men’s lives were spared, and this gave Gilbert and

Grizzy unspeakable delight.

   The work of digging out the sheep from the snow and of preparing them shelter in the outhouse was no great task

for these stalwart men; but a work was before them which they could not foresee, and which would tax their energies

to the utmost.

Chapter II.--- Sabbath Rest and Weekday Labour. 

The first Sabbath after the arrival of the four strangers at the Miny was a day of great spiritual enjoyment. Gilbert and

his friends arose at the first peep of dawn, and after secret prayer, family prayer followed. This ended, breakfast was set

on the table, consisting, as in it did then in all the rural parts of Scotland, of rich oatmeal brose, in which was hidden a

lump of fragrant butter. A good appetite converted this simple meal into a feast.

   Breakfast over, Gilbert said: ‘I suppose you’ll all be inclined to keep the Sabbath as it should be kept. I’ve been in the

habit of collecting my little family around me, and of imitating as near as may be the order of the services at the Kirk.

I don’t preach; but if I bad the gift, I don’t see what should hinder me from speaking to my neighbours of a Saviour;

but I read a sermon from a godly book here on the shelf. Now I’ve been thinking as there are five men of us here, one



of us should begin with praise, the next read a chapter and pray, the third read the sermon, the fourth pray, and the last

conclude with a psalm. This, I think, would be a profitable way of spending the forenoon. We can either repeat the same

in the afternoon, or spend it in religious conversation, as may be found suitable.’

   Gilbert’s proposal was cordially agreed to, and the Sabbath was spent accordingly.

   The conversation in the evening was the most lively and impressive part of the day’s exercise. Every one appeared to

be deeply affected with the various topics which came incidentally before them. The tears were frequently seen to start

into the eyes of Sandy the herdboy. A new vision was opening to his youthful mind, and the great matters of salvation

assumed an importance that he had never seen before. Thus, as the elders were exposed to the fierce blasts of

persecution which swept them off the earth, a young generation came up to fill the vacant ranks.

   Not a few Sabbaths were spent in Gilbert’s house, but all felt afterward that none were to be compared with this. A

spiritual joy pervaded every heart, and all felt more than they choose to express. There was communion with saints, and

communion with God. What more was needed?

   ‘Noo, Gibby,’ said Grizzy, with a heart full of heavenly exultation; ‘Ye thocht our little company wad be perfect, if we

had only a minister amang us, and ye looked out of the window as wistfully as if ye expected that auld Saunders would

come stottin’ o’er the muirs as he used to do in the fine days o’ simmer; but hae we not been as weel entertained, seeing

the great Master of assemblies has been wi’ us Himsel’?’

   The storm raged on even wilder than before. The men after they had thrashed Gilbert’s oats, and piled up a vast

mountain of straw wherewith to thatch the house when opportunity served, asked for other employment within doors.

   Grizzy assured the visitors that work could be found for them all. ‘There’s plenty o’ yarn hangin frae the baulks; if ony

o’ ye can work a stockin’, ye may get that to do.’ Here was work at once for the two shepherds. The men from

Cairsphairn were one a tailor and the other a shoemaker. Now Gilbert was a thrifty as well as a God-fearing soul. He

had two webs of home-made cloth ready for the flying tailor from the head of Douglas Water, and plenty of leather and

other materials for making shoes whenever the jaunting cobbler from Muirkirk should come on his rounds. Here was

work for the other men.

   Many days were spent round the pile of peats blazing on the hearth, every one at his own proper occupation, the

shepherds at their stockings, the tailor and the shoemaker plying the awl and the needle, the gude wife spinning in the

corner, the boy teazing the wool, and Gilbert stretching at his length on the ‘lang settle’ behind the hallen, bearing his

rheumatic pains as best he could.

   One cold and inclement day as they were all thus seated, the conversation turned on conventicle preaching.

   ‘Were ye at Hyndbottom,’ said Gilbert, ‘ony o’ ye, that day that Cameron preached so shortly before his death, fra the

text, Ye will not come unto me that ye might have life?

   ‘We were there,’ replied the shepherds from Lesmahagow; ‘and a great crowd there was from all the surrounding

parishes.’

   ‘I remember,’ said Gilbert, ‘how urgently he pressed tho acceptance of Christ that day upon his hearers. “We offer

him,” he cried, “ unto you in the parish of Auchenleck, Douglas, Crawfordjohn, and all ye that live hereabout. And what

say ye? Will ye take Him? Tell us what ye say, for we take instruments before these hills and mountains around us that

we have offered Him to you this day.”’

   ‘Ay, Gibby,’ said Grizzy, ‘and I mind how he cried and pointed wi’ his hand, “Look over to the Shawhead and these

hills, and take a look at them; for they are witnesses now. And when ye are dying, they shall come before your face. We

take everyone of you witness against the other: and will not that aggravate your sorrow when they come into your mind

and conscience, saying, ‘We heard you invited and obtested to come to Christ, and ye would not. Now are we witnesses



against yon.”’ It was then, I remember, that the whole congregation began to weep: and when he observed it, he cried

out, “I see some tenderness among you, and that is favourable to look upon. And yet that is not all. The angels will go

up to report before the throne what everyone’s choice has been this day, and thus shall they say— ‘ There were some

in the parishes of Auchenleck, Douglas, and Crawfordjohn, that have received the Lord Jesus, and He has become their

Lord;’ and this will be welcome news.” These were his very words.’

   ‘O but it was an unco’ day!’ said Gilbert. ‘I thought I was at the very gates of heaven itself when sitting on the wild

muir in Hyndbottom. There was scarcely a dry eye in the whole company. Cameron himself was so affected that at times

he could not speak; and as he leaned his brow on the Bible, the tears wetted the leaves like a shower of rain.’

   ‘Ay,’ said Grizzy, ‘the strong man bowed himsel’, for his great heart was pained, and full of yearning for souls. I

remember a puir young lassie sittin beside me on the bent, and her bit napkin, which she held to her een, wa3 a’

drenched through and through wi’ greeting. It was naething to see the women greet; but it was extraordinar’ to see strong

men, and auld men, a’ meltit into tears, and standin’ wi’ faces, as if they had been washed wi’ a shower.’

   ‘I was sitting close beside my father,’ said John of Lesmahagow, ‘and he shook as if he had had the ague. And on his

right there was a tall, swarthy man, with a firm and stubborn aspect, who seemed for a while to resist the general

emotion; but by degrees even his countenance relaxed, and the tears streamed down his cheeks. He had his bonnet in

his hand, with which he sometimes wiped his eyes, and sometimes he dashed the tears away with the big sleeve of his

coat, and then with his rough bare hand.’

   ‘Yes,’ said Gilbert, ‘the very rocks seemed to melt, and the heart of stone was softened. They talk of the Kirk o’ Shotts;

but I question if the Kirk o’ Shotts can be compared to Hyndbottom. The fruits o’ Hyndbottom didna soon vanish. The

martyrdom of the minister so quickly after served as a standing application of the sermon, and enforces its truth till the

present hour.’

   ‘We never had the opportunity of hearing Cameron,’ said one of the men from Cairsphairn; ‘but we have had many

a meeting in our wilds kept by men who have doubtless visited your uplands.’

   ‘Ay,’ said Grizzy, ‘good Mr. Peden tells us that there are nae Christians like the Christians o’ Cairsphairn, and nane that

nae mair moyen at the throne of grace than they.’

   ‘Yes,’ said Gilbert, ‘and ye hae had an eminently godly minister, John Semple, who watered the deserts around you.

I hae heard him at the Sanquhar sacrament, and the sweet impression has scarcely left me till this day.’

   ‘It was under his ministry,’ said one of the men,’ that we were brought to the Saviour; and never can we forget that

saintly man.’

   ‘Ye are but men in your prime yet,’ said dizzy. ‘Continue to live as a credit to that good man’s name. Ye may hae

muckle to try you ere a’ be done; for, tak my word for it, the persecution is not yet at an end, and we hae need o’

patience. We cannot tell how soon we may be wrapped in a bluidy winding sheet, and hidden in a mossy grass.’

   Such was the staple of their talk. Nor need we wonder that except topics wore a religious aspect they were distasteful.

Every moment might be their last, and a gravity befitting their position marked their behaviour and their speech.

   During one of these indoor chats at the Miny, John of Lesmahagow, volunteered an account of himself and of his

companion, which, with true gentle manliness their host had not yet asked for.

   ‘We are cousins— Thomsons of Lesmahagow. When it became known that we had Covenanting leanings and

frequented conventicles, we were given out as disaffected. Our movements were watched, and soldiers were sent in quest

of us. We were successful in evading them, till one Sabbath evening, in coming over a lonely moor, we encountered, all

at once, a party of troopers, who emerged from a hollow place in the waste. They suspected we were conventiclers and

pursued us. We fled, but in vain: the moor was hard and benty, and their horses easily gained fast’ upon us. We were



threatened with instant death except we surrendered. The troopers marched us across the moorland till we reached the

high road. We came on at length to a small wayside inn. This the soldiers entered, first locking us in the stable with the

horses. They sat long and drank deep, and at length were overpowered with liquor. We discovered how matters stood,

because tha horses were neglected, and at once resolved to make our escape. We got up among the joists, and finding

that the roofing was very slender, we tore aside the turf, and crept out. The night favoured us. We were no sooner out,

than we ran across the fields till we reached a ravine, where we concealed ourselves among the bushes. What became

of these troopers we never heard; but we resolved to seek our homes. My aged and helpless parents for whose sake alone

I wish to live, were much concerned when they saw me, and urged instant flight. To this I felt strongly averse, and would

willing have lain down my life for them. One night, all on a sudden, our house was surrounded by soldiers. Happily I

was from home at a prayer meeting. On my return as I drew near the house I heard confused voices. Not knowing what

might be the matter, I stept cautiously behind a peat stake and examined. I soon saw how matters stood. The troopers

had been in, and were asking angrily for me. As they were baffled in their search, they came out of tho cottage uttering

terrible oaths, mounted their horses, and rode away. When I entered, I found my dear parents greatly distressed. ‘You

must fly--- at once,’ they both said, ‘or my life would not be worth a groat.’ I remained till morning; when my cousin and

myself, both men marked by the troopers, resolved to set off elsewhere for security. Before my departure I made

arrangements with some kind neighbours to look after my parents. We then began our wanderings, which lasted several

days, and were again in full flight before the soldiers, when the Lord guided us to your friendly abode.’

Chapter III. Eddie the Keelman

The storm at length abated, and the weather became clear, calm, and frosty. Every cottage and farmsteading in the

uplands was now like Jericho, straightly shut up; none went out, and none came in. The snow was piled as high as the

top of the houses, and at the Miny as well as the rest. It was indeed drifted up and around in such a way that no person

at a little distance could have guessed that there was a cottage and farm-buildings near, except from the sturdy column

of smoke which seemed to issue from the interior of a hillock of solid snow. The two shepherds conceived the design

of clearing a wide space along the entire length of the front of the building, that ample room might be made for entering

the outhouses where the sheep and cattle were confined.

   The four men soon cleared the space. Other advantages were gained by this work. The fine well at the bottom of the

knoll at the end of the buildings could now be reached, and there was no further need to melt the snow in pots and

kettles over the fire to obtain water for cooking and for the cattle. Fuel could more readily be obtained. A good walk

was secured between the Miny and the Auchty, which was frequently used for exercise.

   The visitors now thought they would re-thatch the roof. It was agreed to clear a space on the Bide towards the

cowhouse first, and there make the experiment. The farmsteading of the Miny consisted of a row of low buildings, the

dwelling house occupying the centre, the byre and the stable stretching to the west, and to the east the barn and outhouse

in which the sheep were sheltered. The men had just finished what they had marked out for clearing as the night drew

on, and were about to descend, when Sandy exclaimed, ‘Maister, maister, here’s auld Eddie.’

   ‘Auld Eddie wha?’ said Gilbert.

   ‘Auld Eddie Cringan and his cuddie, standing on the top of the snaw wreath at the end o’ the house.’

   ‘The callans’ gaen gyte. It’s a vision— a vision.’

   ‘May be; but Eddie’s there, at ony rate,’ said the herdboy; ‘and he’s crying to help him down.’



   ‘Eddie, is that you?’ shouted honest Gilbert.

   ‘Indeed it is, Gibby; it’s a’ that ye’ll get for auld Eddie.’

   ‘O dear, man, that’s miraculous. It’s like walking on the water without sinkin’.’

   ‘But ye could walk on the water if it was frozen, Gibby; could na ye? Now the snaw is frozen as hard as a board, so

that a gude skater could flighter his way frae Glenbuck to this in an hour.’

   ‘Where hae ye come frae, Eddie?’ exclaimed Grizzy, in great astonishment, as she looked up at his dangerous height.

   ‘Where? frae the head o’ Douglas Water, and I hae come here just wi’ the article ye ken. But come and help me down,

and I will tell ye a’ about it.’

   The four strangers were both astonished and amused at Eddie, a personage of whom they had never heard, and their

spades were quickly at work making a way for his descent.

   Eddie Cringan was a noted character in that district and a warm friend to the Covenanters, though he never took a

decided part with them. He was regarded as a privileged person and went under the familiar name of Eddie the Keelman,

or Keel Eddie. He traversed the moors with his donkey, having a creel attached to each side of the animal, while he sat

on the seat between. His cuddie was a strong creature, and well fitted for the moorlands; and wherever Eddie went, both

he and his companion were treated kindly. His journeys were short, and in general he was in no hurry in shifting his

quarters. His company was always entertaining. He gathered abundance of news on his journeys, and nothing pleased

him better than to sit by the blazing hearth while he retailed it to others. He was known to be honest, and well able to

keep a secret. Eddie carried keel for the shepherds in the uplands and gathered eggs from the farmers’ wives, in both

which things he drove a considerable trade. But there were two other articles he always carried in the bottom of his creels

carefully covered over by the keel and the eggs. Of these two none knew but his Covenanting friends. They were---

powder and shot. Self preservation obliged the hunted people to keep arms, and there was no way of getting ammunition

except through such men as Eddie. His visits were, therefore, always welcome to the Covenanters. While thus secretly

leaning to them, he could rally with the dragoons, and make himself amusing to their officers. Eddie often passed the

soldiers in their raids, but always without suspicion.

   The thought flashed across the minds of all the inmates of the Miny, as Eddie sat by the fire with a bicker of rich,

steaming brose resting on his knees, and his enormous ram-horn spoon in his mouth— that if Eddie could come thus

easily over the snow, the troopers might shortly be expected from Muirkirk. Their anxiety was increased as Eddie thus

broke the silence:

   ‘I never travelled these moors so lightly along as I have done this day, and the animal, even in the softest parts, never

sank above the hoof. I came round by the edge of Cairntable, and called at no house till I reached this. I saw the face

of no living creature, and I am sure none saw me.’

   ‘Think ye, Eddie,’ said Gilbert, expressing the fears of all tho inmates, ‘that there is no likelihood of the troopers

coming out fra Muirkirk, if the snaw keeps hard?’

  ‘Na, na,’ he replied, ‘there is nae fear o’ that. The cuddie and me came lightly o’er the snaw, but their heavy horses

would sink to the belly at the very first step. They are fond enough o’ mischief; but they hae little notion o’ sinking

themselves, man and horse, in a bottomless snaw wreath. Na, na; they are no the chaps for that; and so ye need na fear

a visit frae them; tak my word for ‘t.’

   All breathed freer when Eddie had delivered this opinion.

   ‘Weel, a - weel, Eddie,’ said Grizzy, ‘I’m just glad to see ye. I was thinkin about ye the other day, and said to mysel’---

“ We’ll no see Eddie the year, nor hear what is doing ayont the muirs.” But ye are here after a’, and ye are welcome to

our biggin.’



   ‘Thank ye, gude wife. I kent I was welcome, else I wadna hae been here; and if I can help ye in onything, I’ll be glad.’

   The next day a fire broke out in the stable, and but for the help which Gilbert got from his increasing number of

guests, the cattle, the provisions, and the cottage would all have been consumed. The horses and cows were taken to the

vault, the roof covered with cabers, as Gilbert called the spars of wood; and in a week the damage was thoroughly

repaired.

   After these labours were ended, they were again seated by the fire, when Eddie awakened fresh fears by the following

narrative:

   ‘As I was coming along by the head o’ Douglas Water on the day that tho snaw began to fa’, I met a company o’

troopers. I kent the captain weel, and he began to rally me on my puir equipage, compared wi’ his gallant war-steed.

“Weel, a-weel,” says I, “yer honour, if your horses be brawly harnessed, ye’re no o’er weel clad yoursels. There’s a batch

o’ chaps that’s come enow to Douglas that dings ye out right. They are a’ clad brent new frae tap to tae, in bonny bright

red; but your cloaks are turned sae blue in the hue that they need a bit o’ my keel to bring back the colour.” “Never

mind, Eddie,” said he; “orders are given to deed us all anew before the winter sets fully in.— But who is the commander

of the Douglas party?” “O, it’s that scapegrace, Peter Inglis.” “Peter Inglis? I thought he had been garrisoned in Hell’s

Byke in Lesmahagow.” “So he was; but he’s come bnssin’ out o’ that byke, and a’ his bees at his back; and noo they are

skeppit in the Bed Ha’ in Douglas.” “So ho,” he cried, and rode off.

   ‘But the thing I am ga’en to tell is this: there’s a blade, a dragoon in his party, they ca’ Geordy Ga’; a fine chiel. I kent

his father weel. He was a douce man, auld Saunders Ga’. He was one o’ the cottars o’ Carmacoup. It was a waefu’ day,

that o’ their flittin’, when so many godly families were driven frae the skirts o’ Cairntable; and when thirty chimneys

ceased to smoke on the fair lands of Carmacoup, and a’ for keeping a gude conscience. But Geordy means nae ill. He

just wontit to be a sodger, and sodger he is. Geordy tells me he never puts lead in his pistol, and when he fires, his piece

maks as loud a noise as ony o’ them. Weel, as I was sayin’, Geordy was in the troop, and when he saw me and the captain

haverin thegither, he fell into the rear, and so when the party scampered off, Geordy cries, “Eddie, hae ye ony tobacco?”

“I dinna ken but I hae,” I says; and so he fell back; for a’ this was a pretence. He just wanted to speak wi’ me; for ye see

I sometimes get news frae Geordy. So as I was takin out the tobacco, I says, “Geordy, what’s in the wind enow?” “O,”

says he, “we are on the chase the day. Twa herd lads frae Lesmahagow side were seen hereabouts, and we are after them;

and last night we got notice of other twa men frae Cairsphairn hand, the one a tailor and the other a shoemaker, that

have been seen coming down the Afton, and then directing their course to the upper part of Kyle; at least so say the

spies from New Cumnock. But I hope we’ll make nothing of it:--- noo ye hae my secret; and, good day.

   ‘I now began to think what I should do; and so praying earnestly for Divine direction, I rode to Glenbuck, for the snaw

was beginning to fa’, and there I was storm-stayed till the day ye saw me and the cuddie on the tap o’ the snaw.’

Chapter IV.– A Run For Dear Life.

The guests at the Miny, remained nearly the whole of the winter. When spring came round, all had fled. The news of

the ‘refuge’ now became known among the Covenanting brethren, and others sought its friendly shelter.

   But how long that shelter would be available was fast becoming a matter of grave debate. The laird had made Gilbert

his gamekeeper; and the troopers at Muirkirk had come to think well of him because they once saw him, as they thought,

fire after poachers. While the curate of Auchenleck, notorious for giving information of disaffected people, hardly knew

there was such a spot as the Miny, since it lay some twelve miles right in the heart of the moss; and the curate of



Muirkirk didn’t trouble himself about its inhabitants, because they were not in his parish.

   But the troopers who had long been garrisoned at Muirkirk were relieved by others under the command of the

notorious Crichton. He was fierce, bloodthirsty, and unscrupulous. It is enough further to say that he fought under

Claverhouse at Bothwell Bridge, and even earned his approbation. His dragoons were not slow in imitating their master,

and were reckoned the worst that infested the uplands. They were scarcely ever sober. Indeed drunkenness characterized

the whole of the persecuting party, from the men who sat in the council down to the lowest soldiery. Even the curates,

the lairds, and the informers, were all more or less addicted to this vice. Crichton’s dragoons were a terror to the women,

and by their conduct antedated some of the most revolting parts of the Indian mutiny. Plunder, rape, murder--- nothing

came amiss. Crichton, keenly intent on ferreting out the Covenanters, sent his troopers forth in every direction from

Muirkirk.

   One day, a small company, under Cochrane, was ravaging the parts about Cairntable, intending to seize upon any stray

person they could find. All were drunk as usual, for the tin flasks of whiskey which they carried with them had been used

without stint; and some were so intoxicated as scarcely to keep in their saddles. They were in perpetual danger of an

overthrow from the uncertain nature of the moss. At length one heavy steed did stumble, and threw his rider with great

violence to the ground. The heartless troopers did not stop to help their comrade, but turned his misfortune into ridicule.

‘Let him lie there,’ said one; ‘it will teach him better manners than attempting to ride before his betters.’ ‘Let him seek

favour with Crichton now,’ said another. ‘I trow this will stop his vaunting.’ Thus muttering, they rode on, and left him

to his fate.

   All this was seen by three Covenanters who were hiding in a hollow on the face of the hill. They pitied the poor man,

though one of their foes, and yearned to render him assistance if alive, or bury him if dead. They accordingly crept out

of their lair and descended the hill.

   By this time the troopers began to think what account they should render for the loss of their companion, and for the

loss of the horse, which could be even less spared than the rider. They returned in a body, and soon came in sight of

the animal grazing quietly on the moor, and this guided them to the spot where their comrade lay. As they approached

they quickly discerned the three men who were stooping over the fallen trooper. They at once gave chase. The ‘brethren’

retreated hastily, and rounding the hill for a few minutes lost sight of the horsemen. The pursuit now became hotter,

and the dragoons were soon again in full view. The fugitives saw in the hollow which lay before them an extensive moss,

into the heart of which it was their intention to run. They plunged in, and struggled on, through the deep hags, onward,

still onward, until they reached a green spot, on which they flung themselves prostrate, more dead than alive.

   The troopers stood to consider. It was obvious at a glance that their horses could not enter the morass. Their fire-arms

were at once in requisition, but the balls failed to reach their intented objects. The fugitives lay panting on the mossy

platform perfectly secure.

   Cochrane was not to be baffled. Three of the six troopers were ordered to dismount, and three to ride round the moss

and cut off the retreat of the brethren. Seeing the predicament they were in, the three Covenanters rose from their

resting place, and cleared the morass before the troopers came round. The rest were at once recalled, again mounted

their horses, and hastened, with Cochrane, to the three in advance. The men fled to the height on the other side; but

exhausted, and with pursuers on horseback, it was evident that they must speedily give in. Every yard they trod the

powerful horses of the troopers gained ground. One of the brethren fell through sheer exhaustion, but recovering

himself, rose and fled with the rest. By this time they were nearing the edge of a ravine, precipitous, and filled with dense

hazel-wood and birches. To gain this was their only hope. But the troopers, guessing their purpose, fired upon them.

At the first volley one of the party fell. Another volley: and the remaining two were on the very brink of the gully, and



tumbled over among the thicket, while the shot went rustling among the leaves.

   The soldiers thought they had now done their work: one lay weltering in his blood on the turf, and the other two, as

they imagined, had tumbled lifeless into the ravine— Cochrane began his retreat, leaving his victims to be buried by any

one who chose to undertake the task. Many bodies were thus left on the moors.

   The men in the ravine were simply bruised by their fall among the bushes. Perceiving the hubbub had ceased, and not

knowing the fate of their companion, they scrambled up to the edge of the ravine, and saw the horsemen departing in

the distance, and the body of their companion lying on the grass. As they came near him they found that while life was

not extinct his body was literally bathed in a pool of blood. The dying man raised his head when he heard the familiar

voices of his friends, and said, with a feeble voice and with most painful articulation— ‘ I am dying; I am dying; but I

am happy, happy, yes, happy; and if I had a thousand lives I would lay them all down for Christ. O! how sweet to suffer

for Christ! I shall soon see Him who loved me and gave Himself for me. I know God has received me for Christ’s sake.

I feel it— in my heart.’ After a pause’ he added, ‘Bear my love to my dear mother, my brothers and sisters. My father

has already borne his testimony for Christ, and may be his spirit will come along with angels and conduct my soul to

glory. I leave my love to all my suffering brethren. I forgive my enemies. Kiss me, my dear friends, and then I will die,

and— and— ‘ He could say no more. Life had fled.

   The two survivors brushed the tears away from their eyes, after a solemn pause, in which neither spoke. They had now

to consider how to bury their martyred brother. Where were they to get implements in that lonely place? They

determined to search for the nearest cottage; and meanwhile covered the body with leaves, and bushes. As they turned

to seek, the sun was setting in lured majesty. Presently they descried a thin blue column of smoke. This was their beacon.

It led them to the Miny. Gilbert and his wife, with Sandy, the herd boy, were now the only inhabitants.

   ‘I dinna like the look o’ the sun at his setting the night,’ said Grizzy. ‘It seems as if his face were covered wi’ a cloth

dipped in blood. It’s fearfu’ to look at.’

   ‘Hoot awa, woman; ye are aye thinkin’ o’ bluid,’ said Gilbert.

   ‘And can I miss,’ she replied, ‘when there has been sae muckle bluid shed in these moorlands, and when we canna tell

how soon our ain may dye the heather bloom. I had a unco dream yesternight. I thought I was reading these verses in

the Hebrews,— They were stoned, they were sawn asunder, were tempted, were slain with the sword; they wandered about in sheepskins

and goatskins, being destitute, afflicted, tormented: Of whom the world was not worthy: they wandered in deserts, and in mountains, and in

dens, and caves of the earth. And just as I was reading, there fell twa draps o’ bright red bluid on the very words; and I closed

the Book, for I could read nae mair. And then I thought I went to the end of the house, and saw, in the dark muir, a

deep, deep, grave wi’ the black moss lying on the side, and I awoke in a fright.’

   At this moment a gentle knock was heard at the door, and the two men stood before it. Gilbert kindly asked them in,

not knowing whether to consider them friends or foes. In a brief space, however, suspicions vanished, the men were

welcomed as suffering brethren, and their story was soon told.

   ‘There now,’ exclaimed Grizzy, ‘I hae my dream read. Gibby, my man,’ turning to her husband, who had sought to

discourage the love for dreams and portents which his gude wife had in common with thousands of her sex. ‘Gibby---

ye see there is mair in dreams then some folk well wot o’.’

   It was agreed to wait till night had set in before venturing back again to the murdered Covenanter. Meanwhile the two

strangers enjoyed the hospitalities of the Miny, and declared that they already knew its inmates before they came from

the account of friends who had sojourned with them.

   The darkness having set in, the three men proceeded along the dreary moss, the footing of which was somewhat

dangerous. Sandy followed with a lantern, which was not lit till they were half a mile from the house. On reaching the



body, the leaves were removed, a grave was dug in the moss, just where the martyr fell, and the face having been covered

with a napkin, the body was gently lowered into its narrow bed. The body was now strewn with leaves stripped from

the branches, and then the moss covered all. A stone was placed at the head of the grave, and another at the foot. The

little company knelt down round the spot, their faces bathed in tears, and prayed, and the Comforter was with them, and

filled their hearts with peace.

Chapter V.— The Conventicle at Glenmuirshaw, and what came of it.

Glenmuir Water is a beautiful strath that stretches up through the moorlands, south of Muirkirk. The upper part is wild

and desolate in the extreme, and as secluded a glen as could be desired. Far up the strath, in the very heart of the

solitudes, stood an old baronial castle. The ruins remain to this day, and are environed by aged trees, the growth of

centuries, which seem to guard the venerable spot. Close to the old castle, near the stream that flows through the lonely

glen, stood a farmhouse known as Glenmuir Shaw. Its distance from the Miny was inconsiderable, and the worthy farmer

who occupied it and Gilbert were fast friends.

   It had been agreed at one of the prayer-meetings held at Friarminion that a conventicle should be kept at the Shaw,

and that young Mr. Renwick should be invited to preach.

   The day came round, quiet, sunny, beautiful. Crowds of people flocked in from all parts of the surrounding country,

and were at once lost to view when they entered the secluded glen. The throng gathered about the tent in which the

youthful preacher stood ready to begin the services of the Sabbath. It still remained a question whether they would be

permitted to gather manna without interruption. They had, however, dared, at the risk of their lives, to meet together

in that solitary glen to worship God.

   The service proceeded. The sound of many voices singing in concert was wafted down the glen by the breeze, and rose

to the hills, where it was caught by the warders stationed by the Covenanting brethren, who were ready to give alarm

on the approach of any danger. The preacher, with his sweet soft voice, dwelt with unusual pathos on the love of the

Great Sufferer, Jesus the Son of God. All hearts responded to his fervid appeal, as the trees of the forest bow before

the breath of the softest wind. The great day of final reckoning can alone disclose the good done by that sermon. If

Glenmuir Shaw wanted something of the glory of the day once spent at Hyndbottom, it was at least only second to it.

- The brightest morning is often followed by a day of storm. Informers had given notice of this meeting to the dragoons,

though not in time to prevent it, nor even to hinder the services till they were nearly closed. One of the warders,

stationed on the Tor Hill, immediately above the conventicle, observed something suspicious; and looking narrowly and

wistfully, at length discerned, glancing in the sun, the armour of the troopers. The alarm was instantly given. The

Covenanters fled in the opposite direction. All was confusion. The greater part took the steep brow of the height before

them, up which, as they knew, the troopers could not climb. Laing, of Blagannoch, always the foremost in danger, took

charge of Mr. Renwick, and a small but nimble pony, carried him down the glen in the direction of Dalbair, where he

succeeded in making his escape. The great body of the people reached the top of the hill, and got beyond danger. All

were not equally successful. The troopers, seeing the people scattered on the heights and along the distant moor, were

afraid of losing their prey, and pushed on with great fury.

   Gilbert and Grizzy, with the two fugitives, and the farmer of the Shaw, and Sarah his wife, were fleeing in company.

A party of dragoons, separated from the main body, encountered them, and they were at once made prisoners. The

women were dismissed, and the men led away. The troopers fired after the fugitives, but without effect, and no other



prisoners were secured. The four men were taken back to the Shaw to await the arrival of Crichton. Sarah and Grizzy

lingered about the place to see the upshot. Cochrane ordered them off, and actually sent some of his men to drive them

over the moor. With heavy hearts they turned their backs on all they loved best on earth, and comforted themselves with

quoting many a precious text of Holy Writ.

   The prisoners were confined in an old vault in the Shaw till the next day, when Cochrane arrived with his cavalcade.

The men were examined, and at once confessed. ‘There needs no further proof, then,’ said Cochrane. ‘You know the

penalty!’ ‘We do,’ replied the four prisoners, ‘and are prepared to abide it.’ ‘And you shall abide it; but in the meantime

you must be taken to Muirkirk.’

   All now left the Shaw. The prisoners were in no way dismayed at the certain death which awaited them, although their

hearts yearned toward home and kindred. As they emerged from tho glen, the constant friend of the sufferers, Eddie

Cringan, who had heard all, crossed their path.

   ‘Ho, Eddie,’ cried Crichton, ‘is this you? Why, man, you are everywhere.’

   ‘And it’s e’en gude for some folks that I am to be found here and there,’ said Eddie, ‘else it might be worse for them.

Ye ken yoursel’, yer honour?’

   ‘I think I know what you mean. But there is no second danger of that sort here, I think.’

   ‘May be no, may be no; but whar are ye gaen wi’ thim puir men this morning, yer honour?’

   ‘Why, they are rebels, to be sure. They have transgressed the Conventicle Act, and they must be shot.’

   ‘Noo, hear me ance, Captain. A word privately in yer lug. To mind the day when I saved your life in the moss. Noo,

Captain when you and yer horse, wi’ your reckless riding, were plunged baith o’er the head in that deep wellee, twenty

feet to the bottom, and I drew yer out like a dead salmon to the hard turf, and ye find yoursel’ actually alive— a thing

ye didna expect twa minutes afore; and when ye stood a’ drookit and shiverin’, mair frae fear than frae cald— Noo,

Captain, what did ye say to me? “Eddie,” says ye, “ye have saved my life. Had it not been for you I should have perished

in that hell’apit.” These were yer verra words. And then ye added in the overflowing o’ yer heart, “Eddie, can I do a

favour for yer? Just ask, and I’ll grant it.” “I hae nae favours,” I said, “to ask for mysel’, for neither me nor the auld

cuddie needs muckle; but may be I may hae occasion to ax a boon frae ye in anither direction; and that occasion has

come, and— I earnestly request the lives o’ these four men.”

   ‘Eddie, you have asked a hard thing. You know the strictness of the laws; and if I were to let these men go, my own

life would be at stake.’

   ‘But it has been at stake already: and had it no’ been for me, ye wadna hae been standin here either to keep the laws

or break them.’

   ‘You say the truth, Eddie. It is only three days since I was near the black bottom of that execrable well, and I feel a

shuddering yet. But still if I were to comply with your request, these fellows here, and Cochrane, would lodge

information against me.’

   ‘I’ll tell you what to do, yer honour. Order them a’ back to the Shaw again, and just say that if these men are to be shot,

it is better that they be shot near the place where they were taken, as a warnin to others. Order Geordy Ga’ and a

company to guard them, and— leave the rest to me.’

   ‘Right, Eddie, right. That is the very thing. I see the issue. Keep this secret; or if you whisper it, a whizzing ball goes

through your brains.’

   ‘Chap me for that, yer honour. It will fyke some folk to howk that outo’ me.’

   Crichton did according to Eddie’s suggestion, and marched forward himself to Muirkirk.

   ‘I didna ken,’ said Eddie, to Geordy Ga’, ‘I didna ken how I could stand to see these poor men shot on the green the



morn.’

   ‘Nor I,’ said Ga’.’ ‘It’s a black business, and I wish I had been a hundred miles off.’

   ‘But ye’ll be obliged to execute it, though!’

   ‘I am sure I wish most heartily,’ answered Ga’, ‘that they may find some way of escape ere the morning.’

   ‘I would like to see,’ said Eddie, ‘how they are put up, and to take a last farewell; for I canna think o’ staying here till

mornin.’

   By this Eddie thought he should be helped to devise some way for their escape. Their prison was a barn, with two

soldiers as guards at the door.

   ‘I think,’said Eddie to Ga’, ‘if this business pinches yer conscience, ye may possibly avoid it. It’s an unco thing to be

accessory to the murder of gude folks. Yer ain godly father wad sooner hae laid yer head in the grave than’

   ‘I understand you. It is a wretched business, but sooner than see these men shot, I will quit the army.’

   ‘There is no occasion for that either,’ said Eddie, ‘for these reckless men would shoot them in your absence, and think

it good sport. Leave the thing to me— between us twa— I’ll manage it.”

   ‘Do as you like.’

   ‘Then,’said Eddie, ‘a’ that I ask is that, after it is mirk dark ye will ca’ the guards in to their supper, so that the ground

without may be clear.’

   Everything was arranged according to Eddie’s wish. When the soldiers were feasting in the kitchen of the Shaw, he

crept up to the door, took down the key, and stood in the dark beside the prisoners. ‘Ye ken me,’ he said. ‘I have opened

the way for your escape. The soldiers are at their supper. In five minutes after this— for I must return to the house to

avoid suspicion— issue ye frae yer prison house, and when ye get to the close, lift every man a large stone and smash

the barn door to pieces, and syne make the best o’ yer way to the muir.’

   Eddie returned to the kitchen. The soldiers went on with their supper. In the midst of their hilarity a loud crash was

heard, as if the broadside of the house had been battered in. Instantly all were on their feet. A general rush was made

to the door. Perhaps the horses had broken loose--- but nothing was seen but the darkness. A light was obtained. The

barn door was found broken to pieces, and the prisoners were gone! Conjecture was useless. The general opinion was

that a rescue had taken place.

   The four men made the best of their way to the Miny. Sarah and Grizzy had been fervent in their supplications for

the welfare of their husbands and brethren. While they were praying the party suddenly appeared in their midst.

   The next morning Eddie with his cuddie called to see how his friends fared at the Miny. Before he reached the

farm-steading all went out to meet him. Though they did not know all, they knew that he had been the means of

delivering them from death.

   Eddie was received with a shout, and such a welcome as any prince might have been proud to earn. Every one strove

to show him kindness, which greatly affected the honest keelman. He wept like a child, and all fell on their knees and

gave thanks to Him whose care had been so visibly shewn.

Chapter VIII.— In which Keel Eddie relates his adventures at Crichton Castle, and what he heard at Sanquhar

Kirk. 

One day in the autumn of the same year (1685) just as it was growing dusk, Eddie and his donkey once more appeared



before the door of the Miny.

   ‘Whar hae ye come frae the day?’ said Gilbert.

   ‘I hae come frae the burgh o’ Sanquhar; and I hae had an unco speel up the face o’ that weary Bale Hill. It is a sair

toilsome ascent, and there is always something eery in passing that wild-looking spot they call Laganawell, where, the

shepherds says, unsoncy things hae been seen. They say the name means the “bluidy hollow”— but be that as it may—

what a glorious view presents itself frae the top o’ that lofty hill. All the upper Nithsdale lies spread before ye. I may say

I never saw its beauties till this afternoon. The clear, mild sunbeams lit up the whole scene. The pure Nith winded its

way through the bottom of the valley, like a silver thread, till it lost itself among the woods of Eliock. The town of

Sanquhar, with its old frowning castle, lay as it were at your feet. In the east corner the majestic Lowther Hills were seen

towering above all the lesser mountains and overlooking the terrible gorge of Enterkin. And there were the heights of

Afton— the green Corsancone— the charming defile of Glen Aylmer— the hills of Killy and Yochan— and the dark

mountains of the wild Disdeer. My spirits were raised; but yet my heart sank within me as I thought of the many

martyred brethren whose mangled bodies lay on moor and mountain in all the district before me. I trembled, and I didna

ken but I might mysel’ the next instant be stretched lifeless on the bent.

   ‘As I was saying just now, I hae been to the ancient burgh o’ Sanquhar. I hae lang dealt wi’ the Provost, and as he

wishes me well he got me introduced to tho Castle. Hech, sirce! but it is an unco place yon castle they ca’ Crichton Peel.

It’s a gowsty old pile o’ a biggin, capable o’ baudin’ hundreds o’ folk, great and sma’; and then there is Wallace’s Tower

in the south corner; and there was a great iron yett, wi’ its heavy portkillus, as they ca’ it. It hangs frightfully aboon, wi’

its great iron teeth grinin’ as it were for a bite.

   ‘Weel, as I was creeping toward the Peel wi’ considerable caution, wha should I forgether wi’ but Queensbury

himsel’— no so frightful a lookin’ man after a’. He glowered at me a blink, but I appeared naething daunted.

   “What do you here with that miserable looking creature you are leading behind you?”

   “An’t please yer honour,’‘ says I, “I am e’e auld Eddie Cringan the keelman; and I deal in sundry articles, such as

tobacco and pipes, and the sodgers are often gude customers.”

   ‘When he heard me name the sodgers, he said :— 

   “Ye are an honest fellow, I opine. Here, Sergeant Turner, take the old fool into the kitchen, and give him something

to eat and drink.”

   “Thank yer honour,” stammered I, and passed on. ‘The cuddie was tied up in an out-house, with the creels on his back;

but I took care to hide the poother and shot in a friendly house in the town.

   ‘And now I am going to tell you. what happened. A company of Airly’s troops is lying at the castle. I had no

acquaintance with any of them, but my ears were open. All was bustle about the Peel; and what wi’ sodgers, and what

wi’ servants, I was amaist dung donnart a’ thegither. One pushing this way, and another that, and swaggering, swearing,

drinking, and fighting, the place seemed to be like pandemonium. I dined wi’ the troopers, but I didna find mysel’ at

home among them. The entertainment was plentiful; and whiskey, and ale, and a’ sorts o’ liquors were in abundance.

I never saw such eating and drinking. The men seemed as if they had not broken their fast for half a week, and scarcely

any one was sober. Presently they all turned out on the green under the castle wa’ to dance, Angus McBane, one of

Airly’s men, being a first-rate hand at the bagpipes. Such a mingling, and a shoutin’, and a caperin’ as followed, I never

saw. Some drew their swords, and waved them over their heads, and others threatened to run their fellows through.

Bonnets were tossed high in the air, kilted lads footed it most nimbly. Some were tripping their neighbours up: others

were boxing like rams and pushing like wild bulls. I crept into the shed wi’ the cnddie, and pept through a hole, for the

men seemed stark mad wi’ strong drink. The braw folks were keckin’ frae the castle windows, enjoying the scene, and



one fair lady displayed her handkerchief from the balcony, when a shout arose from the crowd that was perfectly

deafening.

   ‘The hubbub increased, and all was confusion. Sodgers and servants were a’ jumbled together, fightin’ and brawling.

At first I thought mysel’ pretty secure in my little out-house; but ere long I began to dread the upshot. A roisterous party,

in the frenzy of their excitement, approached my hiding place, and fighting furiously and roaring terribly came with a

crash against the frail door behind which I stood. It flew to shivers, and in tumbled half a dozen of the boisterous

troopers, heels over head, on the floor. As soon as they recovered themselves they espied the keelman and his cuddie,

and their thoughts were at once turned to mischief and to plunder.

   “Come, now, old fellow,” they yelled out, “unpack, and let us see what sort of .wares you have in those miserable creels

and wallets of yours. You are a fair prize— captured on the battle-field, and now for the spoil.”

   ‘It was useless to remonstrate. The poor cuddie was soon eased of his burden, the creels emptied,— the tobacco, pipes,

snuff, eggs, all tumbled on the floor. The tobacco was quickly picked up, and the snuff; the pipes were broken, and the

eggs they picked up and flung at one another. They then turned on mysel’ and the cuddie. Presently the yellow yowks

were running down my breast and back like water. They kicked the creels about and tossed them on to the green. The

cuddie was untied and led into the very midst of the hubblement, and I, all besmeared with eggs as I was, was compelled

to mount him and ride round the green. Every eye now turned on me. All ceased fighting, and burst into a loud and

uncontrollable fit of laughter. They next insisted that I should perform some feats of horsemanship, on pain of being

ducked in the horse pond, when suddenly a spy was seen hasting toward the castle frae the moors. He brought word

that a large conventicle was being held northward among the hills. The bugle sounded. Every man girt on his armour,

and mounted his horse. In an instant the castle yard was empty, and all were dashing along toward the moor after the

captain.

   ‘All this occurred on Saturday afternoon last. Queensbury and Airly remained in the castle, swilling themselves with

wine, and Kirkwood, the witty curate of Sanquhar, was their companion. I never like ony one to speak to Kirkwood’s

discredit. He treats me kindly when I ca’ at the manse; but no man is perfect, and the curate has his failings. Weel,

Kirkwood was at the castle, and Airly was greatly taken wi’ him, and kept him to a late hoar wi’ jokes, and stories, and

chaffin’. Kirkwood’s conscience now and then pinched him wee, for he kenned he was to preach on the morrow, and

he attempted several times to rise and retire to his home; but Airly always held him to his seat, with the words— “One

glass more, and then!” But the night wore away and the dawn began to appear. He was at length allowed to depart, and

stealing quietly along the edge of the river— some say he dipped into the water— he reached the manse unseen.

   ‘The next day Kirkwood appeared in the church, and Airly, Queensbury, and all their retinue, placed themselves in

the loft, exactly opposite the pulpit. I was in the kirk, and a great crowd o’ folk to see the grand anes frae the Peel. I was

in a corner where I could weel see baith the curate and the castle folk, and I could see how they smiled and frowned as

the minister went on in his dashing way preaching frae the text, The Lord will destroy the wicked, and that early. He

pronounced the word early with a strong voice, and looked straight to the loft were Airly sat, and thumpt on the

book-board, and stampt wi’ his feet till the bottom o’ the pu’pit rang like a drum; and the folk glowered and stared, and

winkit and noddit, and leuch some o’ them at the courage and spirit o’ the minister, and wondered sair what it a’ meant.

When he had drawn to the ordinary length o’ the sermon, he ball’d oot to his precentor—  “Jasper, turn the sand-glass;

for I mean to have another glass— and then— .” When he uttered these words I observed Airly and Queensbury laid

their heads on the bookboard and botched and leuch, to the amazement of all around them. When the sand had run its

course a second time, the minister repeated the same command—  “Jasper, another glass, and then— .” In this way he

detained the party in the Queensbury loft as they had detained him in the castle the night before.



[• The broad Scotch pronunciation of this word is Airly. Kirkwood’s text we have been unable to find even with the aid

of Cruden.— Ed.]

   ‘Kirkwood is a merry blade, and pleases the Peel folks vastly, and liberties are granted him which in anotherwould not

have been allowed. I was in the seat ahint the Provost, and as the kirk was skailin’, he says to me, “Eddie, what think ye

o’ this day’s work?” “The curate will get an invitation to dine at the castle this afternoon, and to spend another night wi’

the family in carousals.” “Right, right, Eddie. He is not only witty, and a boon companion, but a man of uncommon

sagacity, and Queensbury, if a’ tales be true, is in no small degree indebted to his prudent counsels, and through him the

persecution here has been greatly lessened. The curate has influence with Queensbury, and Queensbury with the Council

in Edinburgh, and so ye see how one thing hangs on another. Did ye observe how the people enjoyed the thing the day?

They hate the persecuting party, and are glad to find anybody who can deal a blow at them.” Thus talking we parted at

the style.’

   ‘But,’ said Gilbert, who had been all this time an eager listener, ‘ye havena tauld how ye came on after the affair of the

plunder, and yer waggery in riding round a circle.’

   ‘Waggery!’ said Eddie, I trow it was nae waggery in me, but a very sair trail, and the upshoot of which I couldna well

guess. Weel, then, ye see, I was in a sad plight--- all besmeared wi’ the broken eggs, as if I had been standing for a

misdemeanor in the jugs at the kirk door, or the cross of the burgh, when mischievous callans and illbehauden women

are privileged to fling a’ sorts o’ nuisance in the face. The tobacco was strown; the pipes smashed a’ to stapples; the creels

crushed as flat as a scone; and the cuddie shaking as if he had the ague. I went to the pond and stript my coat and vest,

and cleansed me as best I might. Luckily there were nae banes broken, nor a drap o’ bluid shed. I then lifted the auld

creels and placed them tentylie on the cuddie’s back, and walked quietly up the old burgh, where I met wi’ muckle

sympathy, for ilka ane said, “Eddie, you are an illused man ;” and some strakit and clappit the donkey, and others held

a whisp o1 new hay to the craiter’s mouth. At last I came on wi’ a heap o’ bairns following, till I reached deacon Weir’s

door, when the honest man much bemoaned me, and kindly treated me. I was his lodger and the nuddie had its stance

in the byre. When he had closed the shop, and drawn round the ingle in the dusk, he said, “ Eddie, ye hae met wi’ a sair

misfortune, and muckle ill-usage, and I had a mind to gi’e ye a lift out o’ yer difficulties. I’ll gi’e ye a pair o’ new creels

and fill them wi’ a’ that ye hae lost, and set ye fairly on yer feet again; and if ever ye can repay me, gude and weel; but

if not, there’s be nae mair about it, and sae ye hae my gude will.” “Hoot, awa’, deacon,” says I; “it’s come to muckle, but

it’s no come to that. I am greatly obliged to ye for yer truly friendly offer, but I have a proxy here which the thieves have

not lighted on. My siller is a’ safe, It is not much, to be sure; but still it serves my turn. And, besides, I hae something

in the hands o’ a worthy man in Douglas Water on which I can fa’ back if need be.” “Indeed, Eddie,” said he, “I am glad

to hear it, and I shall be ready to supply ye wi’ the articles ye require.”

   ‘And so ye see, I bought new creels and got them weel packit wi’ gudes, and paid ready siller for the whole; and so I

owe no man a plack. I placed the poother and the shot among the packages in the bottom, and set out again on my

travels glad to escape without mair scathe.’

Chapter IX.--- In which is related how Arthur Allan was banished, wrecked, and at last murdered.

As Gilbert and Grizzy sat one evening by their warm hearth at the Miny, two visitors entered. One was well known, and

had already shared with Gilbert the penalties of being found at a Conventicle. The other was a man in the prime of life.

He was tall and ‘buirdly’ in his make, with an open and generous countenance. His plaid was over his shoulders, and a



sturdy staff was in his hand. A smile played on his face, as he stood eying the snug family circle which appeared to have

forgotten him.

   Grizzy gazed for a moment, and then exclaimed ‘Arthur Allan?’

   ‘Arthur Allan;’ cried Gilbert; ‘where are my eyes that I dinna ken you? O Arthur, many a weary thought hae I had about

you, but I tynt tho track o’ ye a’thegither. Where hae ye been? Sit ye down, aid tell us a’.’

   The invitation was at once accepted. Allan sat down, and proceeded to satisfy their natural curiosity. After referring

to his parents, who were dear friends of Gilbert’s, he thus proceeded to speak about himself:—

   ‘When my parents were dead, I left Minygaff, and resolved once more to visit the old Ayrshire farm on which my

father had managed with great industry to save a little money. I came. No one knew me. The old families had all been

driven away by the persecution. I next sought out this place, but you also were gone. My heart sank within me. I seemed

alone in the world, and in my loneliness I said with the Psalmist, Lover and friend hast Thou put far from me, and mine

acquaintance into darkness. The Highland host was then ravaging the west, and I had enough to do to keep out of their way.

I remained, now in concealment, and now in service in a pious household till the rising at Bothwell began. I joined the

Covenanting forces, and fought. Thirteen hundred were taken prisoners— myself among the number. We were marched

to Edinburgh, and subjected to much ill-usage on the way. The clothes were stripped off our persons, and, half-naked,

we were placed as state prisoners in the Greyfriar’s churchyard. If we had been the greatest misoreants on the earth our

treatment could not have been worse. Pent in a small enclosure in the churchyard, we were guarded night and day by

soldiers. At night we were compelled to lie down flat on the ground, and if anyone happened to raise his head, he was

fired at by the sentinels. Our food was scanty, our clothes insufficient to protect us from the weather, and the Christian

friends who sought to relieve us were rudely repulsed. After a long season of confinement and cruelty in this wretched

state, 250 were drafted from the crowd, and sentenced to be transported to Barbadoes. On the 15th November, early

in the morning, and before our friends had time to learn it— we were taken out of the churchyard. About thirty were

dangerously ill with a flux and other distempers, the effects of ill-usage, but no pity was shown them. We embarked at

Leith, and now began a series of barbarities which cannot be adequately described. We were stowed under deck in so

narrow a space that the most part of us were obliged to stand in order to give room to those who were sickly and

apparently dying. The air was stifling, for 257 were packed into a space barely sufficient for a hundred. Many fainted.

Others were sick. The sailors behaved with the greatest inhumanity. The quantity of bread doled out was reduced, and

no drink was allowed. After we had sailed from Leith we met with very severe storms. In December we were off the

Orkneys, and in a very dangerous sea. We came nearer the shore and cast anchor. The prisoners begged to be put on

shore, and taken to any prison. This the captain— who was a Papist— refused. The hatches were nailed down by his

orders, that no prisoner might escape. About ten o’clock at night the ship was torn from her anchor by a violent gust

of wind, and being forced upon a rock, broke in the middle. The seamen lowered the main mast, and laying it between

the broken ship and the rock, quickly got ashore. The poor prisoners cried vehemently to be released from the hold, but

the sailors would not even open the hatches. Some who did escape from the hold were driven back by the captain and

the sailors into the boiling sea; others were more successful. Fifty, myself among them, got safe to land; but about 200

were drowned.’

   Arthur Allan’s narrative thrilled his eager listeners, who offered him a permanent home beneath their roof. Arthur also

confirmed the rumours Gilbert and his wife had heard of the cruelties practised by the council at Edinburgh.

   ‘An acquaintance of mine,’ said Allan, ‘who was brought before that tribunal, told me that he was subjected to the most

infamous tortures. He had first to bear the thumbkins, and then the bootkins. His thumbs were placed in a sort of iron

vice, which was screwed so hard that the bones crashed within the instrument, and the blood and marrow spouted out,



and so intense were his Bufferings that he fainted away. He was sent back to prison, where he lay several weeks. As his

tormentors could get nothing criminative from him, they applied the bootkins, which were ten-fold more excruciating

than the thumbkins. These boots were of iron, adjusted to the leg, and the wedges were inserted between the limb and

the boot, which a man drove in with a large mallet till the bone within this instrument was compressed and crushed in

the most frightful manner. The shrieks of the person writhing under the agony of this diabolical instrument were

unendurable. And yet the monsters who sat at the Council laughed, and winked, and jeered; and none enjoyed the scene

more than the Duke of York.’

   The account of Arthur Allan’s friend is confirmed in every particular by the treatment received from the hands of the

Council by Hugh Mackail.

   Days passed away, and Arthur found the Miny both safe and pleasant. Geordy Ga’ had deserted the troopers and

joined the little company, and Eddie was now a permanent guest. Gilbert and Gnzzy cared for Arthur as their own child,

which affection he was not slow to return. None of them suspected how near his end was.

   One day Arthur went to a Conventicle held in the upper wilds of the Afton. A company of troopers accidentally fell

upon them. Arthur fled, for some distance successfully; but his strength failed him. He sank exhausted on the moss, and

the troopers soon made him their Prisoncr. It was agreed to shoot im on the spot. At once he was ordered to prepare.

He knelt down and offered a fervent prayer to his Father in heaven, and then arose upon his feet and stood undaunted

and erect. They bade him pull his bonnet over his face, but he replied, ‘I am not ashamed of what I have done, and I

am not afraid to meet death as a witness for Jesus Christ and His precious truth.’ He uncovered his head, grasped his

Bible firmly, gazed upward to heaven, his lips moving in silent prayer. The word was given— ‘ Fire!’ The flash and the

report instantly followed. The martyr lay dead on the heath. Two shepherds overheard the report, and seeing the

troopers march away from the place whence the sound came, they hurried forward. They found a man lying dead in a

pool of blood. The nearest house was Miny. They came thither, briefly told their tale. Gilbert and his friends hastened

to the spot. No words can describe their uncontrollable grief when they saw that the dead man was poor Arthur. It was

at first proposed to carry his corpse to the Miny; but at length it was agreed to bury him where he fell. Sandy fetched

a spade, and Grizzy brought out one of her best blankets as a winding sheet. Her poor heart was ready to break as she

saw the dear lad lying slaughtered on the moor. The last rites were tearfully performed by her, and the body was lowered

into the mossy trench and filled up. When nothing more remained to be done, the mourners sat down in a circle, and

gave way to a flood of tears. That night sadness marked every face that gathers by the Miny fire. Arthur was gone. Who

would be next?

Chapter X.--- How Geordy Ga’ Worsted The Trooper, And Got Valuable Information. The Conclusion.

Geordy Ga’ and Eddie now became increasingly cautious. But their vigilance did not prevent them from occasionally

venturing abroad. On one of these rambles Geordy was surprised by a trooper. He learnt that a goodly price had been

set upon his head, but was not disposed to allow his old companion Ringan to get it. A personal conflict ensued---

Geordy’s only weapon being a massive club. The combat was very short. With a powerful sweep of his club he sent the

trooper’s pistol spinning through the air. He was now in Geordy s power, and surrendered.

   ‘And now, Ringan,’ said Geordy, ‘I will let you go. We have been companions in iniquity. We are so no longer. I exhort

you to repent.’

   The trooper paid little heed to Geordy’s exhortations; but for his own credit’s sake he determined to say nothing about



this encounter when he returned.

   ‘Do you remember old Eddie?’ said Ringan. ‘Well, if you meet him, put him on his guard. Crichton suspects him of

treachery, and will no longer treat him as before. Tell him if you see him to keep his douce cuddie and his pawky self

out of sight for a season. And then there’s that silly whining creature, the farmer at the Miny, he’s suspected with the

rest. Tell him to keep his premises clear of poachers.

   You understand? And Geordy—  let me tell you Crichton has two spies in his pay: one has a squint in his left eye, and

red hair, and passes himself off as Patrick Laing, of Blagannoch. The other is a pedlar. He has a deep scar in his chin,

got in a drunken quarrel. He comes creeping in with his pack, and in a timid sort of way tries to bespeak the favour of

the mistress. He generally comes towards dusk, and seeks a lodging. These are the only two spies now on the alert. I tell

you, Geordy, for I know you wont betray an old friend.’

   After further conversation, Ringan left. His information proved invaluable. That very night the sleek pedlar was beaten

off by the adroitness of Gilbert, who had been made acquainted with his character. The boy Sandy was despatched hither

and thither to warn the various families of the false Patrick and the pedlar.

   But what was to be done at the Miny? How was the ‘douce cuddie’ to be hidden? Geordy proposed that as the old

cuddie grazing about would attract attention, it had better be killed. Eddie opposed. It was agreed at length to imprison

it in the Auchty--- the old vault being dreaded by Crichton and his party as a dolorous and haunted place.

   Not long after increased caution became necessary at the Miny. Claverhouse had come into the neighbourhood, and

was making a diligent search of every cottage and farm-steading. Sandy was therefore appointed as a sentinel in the day:

but who was to watch at night? Presently the searching party came in the direction of the Miny. The whole inmates,

except Grizzy, fled to the haunted vault. When the troopers came they searched about, and finding nobody, were about

to retreat. Some of the troopers said they had found an old vault, and suggested that they should search that. Cochrane

and Ringan, who were guiding the party, exchanged looks. Remembering a former attempt to explore it, a shudder

passed over them as they recalled the hideous sights and sounds associated with the Auchty. Cruel men are often

superstitious. These men feared as they thought of these ominous things. Others, less timid, laughed at their fears, and

proposed to begin their search. They hastened to the mouth of the vault with a courage that very soon limped. Eddie’s

donkey hearing footsteps began to bray, and his voice roared and resounded like thunder, or the din of twenty gongs

all playing at once. The bats fluttered wildly over their heads. The searchers halted in terror, and fled. The vault was

unmolested, ever afterwards.

   The persecution now began to flag, partly through the want of victims, and partly through more lenient measures

devised by the king. His lenience, however, was only adopted the more securely to gain his own end--- the

re-introduction of Popery, that masterpiece of the devil’s invention.

   A few words, and our work is done. The inmates of the Miny lived to a green old age, and prospered in their worldly

matters. Eddie still remained at the house which had afforded him shelter and comfort so long and preceded his friends

to the tomb. He was buried, according to his wish, in the moorland with the martyrs. No stone marks his resting-place.

His poor donkey, which strolled about the moor, was found dead on the day of his master’s funeral. Geordy became

a substantial farmer, and maintained his consistency as a Covenanter. He lived far on in the century that succeeded the

persecution. Peter Corsan and Sarah, dear old friends of Gilbert and Grizzy, were spared to talk over by the hearth-fire

in better times the persecutions and dangers of the past. John and Willie, of Lesmahagow, were blessed in their surviving

years. The upland people who lived in the localities which have been mentioned in these ‘Passages’ cherished the

memory of their ancestors with the warmest interest, and to this day the people of the district point out the spots which

have been hallowed by the fidelity, the patience, and the martrydom of their forefathers.*



* The substance of these Sketches may be found in the admirable bit indigested materials given in Dr. Simpson’s

‘Martyrland.’


