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Historical Novel

C

atherine MacFarlane, a young, untaught
Highland woman, is torn between loyalty
to her people and her desire to learn of
and embrace the larger world. She is the heroine
of Farewell Rhilochan. Set is Scotland and based
on the Highland Clearances of 1806, Farewell
Rhilochan is a story of survival and the undying
human spirit. Forced to burn their own homes, to
abandon everything they knew and embark on an
exodus, the characters of the novel eloquently
illustrate a journey blighted by injustice and
graced with improbable love and human kindness.

Verna MacLean has studied the history of Scotland’s
Highland Clearances through research done in the U.S. and
Scotland. The result is her novel, Farewell Rhilochan. It provides (in headnotes) a vivid and useful reader’s bibliography
of her subject in a moving tale of the dispossession of a small
community during the early years of the industrial revolution, a mirror, by extension, of the struggle of the Highland
Gaels to maintain their tribal identity.
The granddaughter of Washington
State pioneers, she was born in Seattle,
and raised in the small logging town
of Granite Falls. A graduate of the
University of Washington, she worked
at that school for many years as a
Program Assistant in the South Asia
Studies Program of the Jackson School
of International Studies, and served
briefly as secretary to the Director of
the Jackson School.

REVIEWS
“Verna MacLean's uncanny gift for narrative detail completely envelops the reader in the
heroine's world. As a result, we keenly feel the pain of her cruel journey. The characters are
fictional, but the history is real, and this is a story we should all know.”
—Mary Israel, Assistant Professor Retired, Drama and Theatre
Queens College, City University of New York

“Verna MacLean has transformed a single line in our history books into the tragic story of the
MacFarlanes' removal from their Rhilochan home as part of the Highland Clearances. The details
made me see the hovel that the MacFarlanes and their neighbors lived in, the limited diet, and the
beautiful countryside. This would make a highly entertaining movie!”
—Shirley Shimada, Research Coordinator College of Education University of Washington

“Farewell Rhilochan is the retelling of a tale that has been lived and relived over the centuries. It's
about a proprietor exercising a legal right to rationalize the employment of a productive asset.
The result was to maximize its return to the estate but at great cost to those who had, until
removed, eked out a spare living on the holding.
After rationalization there was no need nor room for the crofters who had managed a meager
subsistence living in the Scottish Highlands for a millennium before the introduction of the ‘Great
Sheep.’ By being ordered by the Duchess of Sutherland to burn their Highland homes, remove
themselves to the coast where they were expected to adopt a wholly alien way of life, the
villagers of Rhilochan were forced to provide the emotional and sweat equity needed to ‘finance’
the investment required by agricultural improvement.
Verna MacLean has used a microcosm of Highland life, the folk of Rhilochan,
to skillfully tell us of the vast adjustments and great pain associated with the forced mobility that
was the rural side of the Industrial Revolution. And who are ‘us?’ A generation born in the 1930's
or later and so wedded to, or at least, inured to mobility that we expect to have to move at least
once and consider the prospect without emotion.
Those of us who read Farewell Rhilochan will witness with profound empathy the immense
losses and the contrasting small victories of the victims of the Highland Clearances of 1806.
Readers will also witness with admiration the hardy persistence of some of those underclass
victim—especially Catherine, the novel's protagonist—who managed to prevail despite the
harshness of the circumstances forced upon them by one of the era's rational, economic
decision-makers.”
—Ralph Gray, Professor Emeritus, Economics, DePauw University

“Verna MacLean's new novel, Farewell Rhilochan, creates a warmly emotional
tale around the distress and upheavals experienced by the ordinary people of Rhilochan.
Engrossing....”
—Lillian Britain Retired Docent, Seattle Art Museum

”I was completely drawn to the feisty Catherine MacFarlane, willingly following her so I could
learn more about her. It was hard to stop reading and return to my own life. I wanted so much to
know what would happen to her as she was pulled into life-changing events, either thrilling or
horrifyingly sad. Well written, the story brought home that the Clearances were imposed on real
people who were wrenched from their homes and the lives they'd known for generations in the
Scottish Highlands.”
—Gloria L. Young, Avid Reader

“This book is a wonderful change from the usual racing plot stories with no real character
analysis. Like the Highlands of Scotland where it’s set, the plot rolls gently into the story, gaining
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“This book is a wonderful change from the usual racing plot stories with no real character
analysis. Like the Highlands of Scotland where it’s set, the plot rolls gently into the story, gaining
momentum. Rather than being a blood and thunder type of book, as one might expect of the early
19th century, it delves into the real thoughts and experiences of the people involved.
MacLean's writing style is full of similes and metaphors that flow easily one after another,
moving the story ahead by painting complete pictures of the landscapes, village living, poverty
and hardship. Full of beauty, her writing style, reminiscent of Willa Cather’s, describes a very
difficult time. I truly enjoyed this book.”
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PROLOGUE
In the Highlands of northern Scotland, near the site of the
old village of Rhilochan, there was once a footpath made down
the centuries by travelers on their way through Scotland’s interior. If the traveler followed the path quietly he heard in the distance a sound like thunder. As he continued the sound became
a roar, and soon the traveler came upon the Falls o’ the Bull,
where the cataract, which began as a small stream high up near
the shielings, surged over the precipice and roared into a deep
pool feeding the River Brora.
This was no ordinary cataract; halfway down and behind the
tumble of water was a cave in which lived a fearsome bull. The
beast, it was said, had been seen more than once behind the spray
of water by frightened travelers, sometimes rising on his two
hind legs as he roared at intruders in his territory.
If the traveler had great courage and escaped the beast’s fury, he
then had to pass through miles of wild and untamed land full of hidden and dangerous bogs. After that came frightening obstacles of a
different kind. Strewn over the path were the remains of a stone fort,
built by the Picts a millenium ago. No matter how many times travelers pushed away the stones, they reappeared. A small hole in the
crumbling wall marked the door once used by those ancient people.
At the time of this story the Picts were gone; but, it was said, the
fairies used this as their trapping place to enslave curious travelers.
A few miles on, through a narrow gap in the hills, a cairn
marked the resting place of a Norseman’s bones. A thousand years
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past in some long-forgotten battle he had been killed and buried in
those barren hills. When storms raged and the winds howled, the
story is told, it is the Viking’s ghost shrieking for revenge.
The traveler who successfully evaded the dangers of those
fearsome places would finally have entered a small Highland
glen. Sod and stone dwellings, about twenty in all, stood near
the banks of the shallow burn whose waters meandered the
length of the glen. This was the scene and the mythic heritage of
the village of Rhilochan.
A generation before the time of this story, a stranger to the
eastern hills, an old man with long unkempt hair, appeared in
Rhilochan. According to one version of his coming, the old man
possessed only his walking stick and the clothes on his back.
The villagers said his eyes had such a look of wildness that at first
some were afraid of him. He was a seer, it was said, and he had
come to warn the Highlanders of the future. So anxious was he
to tell his story, that neither the wind-carried howls of the
Viking’s ghost nor the devious tricks of the fairies touched him.
“Beware, beware o’ the Great Sheep, oh Highlands,” the old
man cried, “for they will cover the hills and fill the glens and ye
will be destroyed!”
The seer’s vision of these new invaders, bigger and more
durable than the smaller Highland sheep, sent the old man
through the hills warning the people of greedy landlords closing
their hearts and their lands to past loyalties, ignoring the pleas
for compassion of their homeless tenants. The little Highland
sheep, thought, according to legend, to be blessed by Christ,
would be forgotten, their blessing lost in the riches the new and
larger sheep would bring the landlord.
And so the seer walked from village to village crying to his fellow Highlanders. But where could they go? What would they do?
They waited and the old seer’s vision faded into myth, his tale repeat-

Farewell Rhilochan INSIDE 4 10/22/03 11:27 AM Page vii

PROLOGUE ◆ vii

ed over and over around the fires of many a highland gathering.
The warning was still being heard a century later, when, on a
Winter day in 1804, several years before the story begins, a
Scottish soldier in service to the English crown hurried through
the hills as a fine powdering of snow began to fall.
The soldier gave no thought to the weather or to the stories
of the old seer and the Great Sheep, for he was thinking only of
Catherine MacFarlane, the girl he hoped would say yes when he
asked her to wait for him while he finished his army enlistment.
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CHAPTER 1
No one, of course, asked what the people wanted . . . the Highlanders
of Sutherland may have desired to live as they had always lived, to do without roads, bridges, wheeled vehicles and the religions of their lairds; . . . to
operate illicit stills, to sing the Psalms in Gaelic and to believe in the Evil
Eye . . . Their way of life was the despair of the improvers.
John Prebble
The Highland Clearances
1963

1807
“There’s an ill day coming,” called the old woman, her black
skirts swirling about in the shifting May breezes. “We must
beware of evil. Will you no’ listen?”
But no one wanted to listen to old Meg Gunn. The weather
was fine for the May festival of Beltane, and the villagers of
Rhilochan were celebrating.
At the top of Beannach Hill the old ceremony of rolling the
Beltane bannocks, those griddle cakes of barley or rye, was being held
amid much laughter. Several of them were found broken or with the
sign of the cross face up, but still no one listened to old Meg. She
looked closely at the bannocks and in her thin, reedy voice, called
upon the villagers to be wary of what the future would bring.
“They’re coming, the big sheep are coming, and we’ll no longer
have our land, for the big sheep will need it. You must listen!”
As they left Beannach’s lower slope, Morag Nicolson’s laughter floated through the morning air and over rooftops.
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“Get along, Meg,” she called. “’Tis only two bannocks; the
rest are fine. We’ll have a grand year.”
Meg leaned on her walking stick and with a sober face
watched the retreating figure of the younger woman. “Nay,
Morag, ‘twill not be a good year,” she muttered, “not for you.”
Catherine Macfarlane tucked loose strands of auburn hair
under her cap and edged away from the old woman, not wanting to
hear the old seer’s dour prophecies. They frightened her, for
unwanted visions of the future had lately come unbidden, filling
her mind with things she didn’t understand. She prayed she wasn’t
going to be one of those people who possessed second sight like her
sister, Mary before her death, or like old Meg herself. And besides,
she had enough to do, taking care of her seriously ill mother, wee
Michael and all the household duties. And always wondering if she
would ever see Euan again. Yet, even as she turned away, she understood Old Meg’s warning as the beginning of what might come. For
the past several months her visions had become stronger and
included some of the things Meg was always talking about. At first
they had been like little pictures of something a friend might
describe, maybe a piece of newly woven wool. Except that they
were never that pleasant. They always foretold some disaster and
they scared her. She trembled with the thought, gathered her plaid
more closely around her, and walked slightly apart from the others,
not wanting anyone to guess at her problems.
◆

◆

◆

A week after Beltane, Catherine stood by the burn enjoying the
gentle breezes. Her hair blew about her face as she looked up at
the hills. It was that time in the Highlands between winter’s gray
and heather’s glory, when late spring and early summer seemed to
flow together and Beltane meant release from harsh cold.
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As June drew nearer there was a softness about the land.
New shoots of oats and barley, released by damp earth and the
warming air, had turned winter’s barren scene into a luminous,
greeny gold landscape offering the promise of gentler times. So
soft were the colors of this early summer that the hills appeared
draped in velvet. High summer would bring stronger hues, and
the Highlands would be swathed in purple. For now, it was
enough for Catherine to be a part of this place as birds filled the
air with their late afternoon songs.
“What are you doing, lass?” Old Meg had walked up behind
Catherine, her gnarled old hand clutching the younger woman’s
by the arm. Catherine smiled, avoiding what she knew Meg
wanted to talk about.
“I’m thinking how lucky we are, Meg. They say there’s
famine all around us, even in Lairg. Their potato crops are
ruined, but ours have not been touched. Ah, Meg, to think God
has chosen us to live in this beautiful spot!”
But Meg’s expression was one of great sadness. “Ah, if you
knew what lies beyond, and I think you do for you have the gift,
but you haven’t accepted it yet, have you? But you’ll see, and very
soon.” She squeezed Catherine’s arm and turned away.
Catherine shivered. She didn’t want to be reminded of Mary and
how possession of second sight had affected her. She turned
again to the scene before her, for there was comfort to be drawn
from the growing crops, from the spirals of smoke rising slowly
above each cottage, from the clean, sweet air and the burn’s cool
waters splashing seaward in the late afternoon sun.
Carrying water for tea, Catherine left the burn and walked up
the gentle incline to the cottage. All thoughts of the future were
banished as she saw her mother outside, enjoying the weather. A
good sign, surely. William Grant was talking to her father, trying to
make himself heard above the shouts of the boys playing shinty.
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“I’ll be glad of Janet’s return from the shielings,” he grumbled. “My cooking is that bad I’m looking like one of those skinny cows at the end of winter.”
“Well then,” Catherine interrupted, “I think you had better
have a bite to eat with us. We don’t want Janet coming home to
a weak, skinny ghost of a man. I’ve potatoes in the pan just now.
Shall I be throwing in another?”
“Aye, thank you.”
Catherine knew from his grin he had been waiting for her to
ask. She knew from twenty-one years in this village that William
would bring whatever he had on hand to add, a bit of kail or
some bannocks Janet had left behind.
“’Tis good to see you about, Jane Macfarlane,” said William
when he returned with some broth that only needed reheating.
“Aye, William. ‘Tis not so easy these days, but with
Catherine here to help me, I manage.” She looked down at her
hands. They were brown from years of working outdoors, rough
from digging peats and caring for the cattle.
Catherine looked at her mother and guessed her thoughts. At
this moment, on the sheilings, the women and girls would be eating
their evening meal and for the first time Jane Macfarlane would not
be among them. And neither would she. Jane was far too ill to make
the climb into the hills, and it had been decided that Catherine
should remain behind to care for her mother. Catherine pictured
their friends on those high, hilly places where the cattle summered,
the butter and cheese were made, and there was the fun of being
women and girls together, sharing in the laughing and giggling, the
occasional quarrel, but above all the togetherness as they worked to
provide for the coming winter. Only occasionally did the women
return to take care of domestic chores. In a few months, when the
weather changed, they would return to the village with cheeses and
butter, the cattle fat and glossy from the long summer grazing.
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“Here, Mother, have some of William’s broth; it is a fine
one.” Jane took the bowl but said nothing, and after a few
minutes she went inside to lie down. After their simple dinner
out-of-doors, while her father and William talked, Catherine
sat in the doorway of the cottage knitting woolen stockings for
her father.
“You say your old Lassie is not so well, Robert.”
“She’ll be asleep already,” her father answered. “I pray she’ll
feel stronger tomorrow.”
William took a puff on his pipe. He looked up as Maggie
Maclaren walked up the path, knitting as she came.
“Where is Angus, Maggie?” Catherine asked.
“Gone to Golspie and not yet come back; he’s late.”
“Maybe he’s seen the Norseman’s ghost or the devil,” said
William with a sly wink at the others.
“Och, go away with you,” Maggie said. She placidly continued her knitting. “The devil himself couldn’t hurt our Angus.
He’s that happy when he’s had his wee drop of whiskey he’d just
put his arm around the old fellow and ask him did he not want
to come in for a bite to eat.”
Catherine was shocked. The devil was usually not spoken of
so lightly, but then Maggie never gave heed to what she said, and
Angus did like his drink. She smiled as Maggie walked on. Ah,
Maggie has a gift for talk, she thought; that she has. Still, the
men will not miss that endless chattering of hers when she goes
back to the sheilings. Angus is used to it, but the others like the
quiet of these summer evenings.
Catherine put down her knitting and looked at the hills
enclosing the village. The plots holding oats, barley, and other
crops, although often hidden by weeds, surrounded the village
and made it look like an island in a sea of green. Aye, it was a
pretty sight, but it would be prettier if there weren’t always so
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many things to do, including all the hoeing. It was always work,
work, work. Else they would go hungry.
Well, she was hungry right now, but not for food. I’ll never
learn to read or write. Knitting, always knitting or cooking or looking after the animals, and soon the peats will have to be dug. And
yet, ‘tis such a beautiful spot. She sighed and looked again at the
men. Aye, ‘tis a man’s world, that it is. Look at them, busy with
their round of jokes and tales, pleased there will be no interruption
by the girls, who always seem to giggle at sensible things and look
sober when there’s a joke. I’m different from the others; I want to
learn things, but ‘tis a man’s world and I’m a woman. If I could just
find someone who would teach me!
“I suppose we’ll be hearing from Reverend Wallace soon.”
William settled himself on the ground, lying back and looking up
into the deepening blue of the sky. Robert frowned and spat on
the ground.
“Aye,” he replied. “If he can find something to grumble about
he’ll be here.”
“He calls us lazy,” said William, “but look at Thomas. Your sonin-law is still there hoeing potatoes with the wee boy at his side.”
Catherine looked down at her knitting, pretending to concentrate on what she was doing. She didn’t want to think about
Thomas. He was nothing but trouble, always expecting
Catherine to be at his beck and call since Mary had died. She had
never cared for Thomas the way she had cared for Euan, but
Euan had gone into Lairg one day and joined the army without
telling her. She had been bitterly disappointed, for she and Euan,
although shy in saying it, had known they were meant for one
another. After two lonely and hurtful years, when Euan had not
returned or left word for her, she had given up her dreams and
accepted Thomas. Then the unthinkable happened. Euan, given
leave, hurried home to ask her to wait for him. In a bittersweet
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reunion, she had to tell him she had promised herself to Thomas.
Despite her loyalty to her promise, Thomas was furious when he
found her talking to Euan. He broke their engagement and spitefully married Mary. Catherine had been confused, hurt, even
though she hadn’t loved Thomas. Then, suddenly a year later,
Mary died in childbirth and Thomas was left a widower with a
young son to raise. It had been a sad, confusing time and she was
glad it was over.
The hard part then was trying to ignore Thomas who had
become close to her father after his own had died. Thomas was
in and out of the Macfarlane house every day, leaving Catherine
and her mother to care for wee Michael. Nowadays she tried to
ignore the past and think only of the present. She sighed and
looked up as she heard someone calling to Maggie, one of the few
women down from the shielings on this day.
“Maggie Maclaren, here’s thy Angus now,” called one of the
villagers, interrupting Catherine’s thoughts. She looked up and
saw the figure of a man emerge from the shadows of the hills.
Maggie turned to watch her husband’s progress.
“He seems to be in a hurry,” she said.
“It looks as if the devil was more than Angus expected,” said
a thoughtful William Grant.
“We’re to be cleared,” shouted a red-faced Angus, gasping for
breath. “Lord and Lady Stafford are taking back their land and
we’re to be moved.” His words silenced the others. No one
spoke when he stopped to catch his breath.
A move! Catherine put down her knitting. She turned to
look at the familiar scene, and something within her changed.
Horizons she had never imagined, open and less remote, suddenly beckoned. I want this change!
She was shocked at herself and glanced around at the others.
Could they guess what she was feeling? Of course not; they were
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staring at Angus, trying to comprehend his words. How could
they possibly be moved from this land that had been theirs for
generations? Her father’s face expressed such shock and pain
that Catherine immediately felt remorse. Nay. ‘Twas wrong to
feel that way when her mother and father would suffer so.
Instead she had better think of how she could help them. She
put down her knitting and took her father’s arm.
“There will be soldiers,” Angus continued. “I heard Aeneas
Henderson, the sheriff-substitute himself.”
“Why would anyone take away our village?” Hector Nicolson
asked. “Are you sure you heard right, Angus? He was not having a wee joke with you?”
“I know what Aeneas Henderson told me, Hector. I tell you
the truth. He said he’d be here within the week, and the soldiers
themselves will see the orders carried out if we refuse to leave. I
tell you they are without mercy.” He jabbed his finger at Hector
and his words were bitter.
William interrupted. “The Lord and Lady are like the rest of
the lairds. If we’re in their way, it is no matter to them.” He
shook his head. “Nay, nay. Sheep are all they care for, and sheep
is what they’ll get. Aye,” he added when no one else spoke, “they
want our land for a sheep run. Their fine friends will come here
and get rich raising and selling the beasts on the lands where our
homes once stood. ‘Tis a bad thing when the lairds take on the
ways of the Sassenachs. All they think of is money, never their
people, as they did in the old days.”
Catherine frowned. If Her Ladyship was not there to protect
her people, who would? Surely the Lady would not do this to
them! She looked up from her knitting. “Aeneas Henderson may
be the Sheriff-substitute,” she said, “but he is also a Highlander.
Why is he doing this to his own people?”
“He was never one of us after his Edinburgh grandfather sent him
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south for schooling,” Angus said. “He came home in grand style and
hated us for being ourselves. At least he’s good to his mother. When
he opened his mouth today it was like the devil speaking. His eyes
were so full of hate I nearly took a fright when he spoke.”
“He reminds you of the devil?” A slight smile crept across
Alex Hewitson’s face. “Are ye sure you heard right, Angus? You
didn’t have a drop too many?”
Catherine sighed. Alex always loved to tease, but did he
need to do it now?
“Alex Hewitson, I tell you I know what I heard! If you don’t
trust me you can ask Aeneas Henderson. He’ll have the answer
for you, and then we’ll see how many drops of whiskey I’ve had!”
Maggie hurried through the dusk to her husband, putting a
hand on his arm. “Angus, Angus! You must not carry on so.
Don’t worry what they believe. One day soon they’ll find out
what is going to happen.”
“Och, you are all fools if you will not listen!” Angus impatiently shook off his wife’s hand and stomped away.
Alex and the others shook their heads and chuckled. Angus
was a good man, they all knew, but after he’d had several drinks,
who could be sure what he had really heard? Catherine picked
up her knitting and stared at the hills and the burn. She knew
Angus Maclaren was not a man to make up stories when sober.
Would there really be no one here after next week, no one at all?
“Well,” said Alex, “I’m thinking this evening is too fine to
waste in gloomy thoughts. Who really knows what Angus
heard? I’m off to the Nicolson’s house.” He stood and stretched.
With a shrug of the shoulders or a final puff on a pipe, the others drifted through the darkness toward the cottage where Hector
and his wife, Morag, lived.
“ ‘Tis a sad time,” said Catherine’s father. “We need a bit of
merrymaking. Will you come, Lass?”
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“Aye, Father. Mother is well asleep, but I’ll not stay long.”
The interior of the Nicolson’s house was dark. Like the rest
of the cottages in the village, it was one long room. Its only illumination came from the peat fire that burned softly in the center
of the room, and two lighted crusies on the walls. Already the
cottage reeked of warm bodies crowded too closely together, and
of drifting smoke fanned by Morag into even greater clouds as
she built up the glowing peats. Hector’s chickens had settled for
the night on an overhead beam and clucked as their sleep was
interrupted by the intrusion of the noisy villagers.
“Hector! Shoo away the beasties. I’ll not have their droppings in the tea!”
Catherine laughed as Morag seized a stick and began waving
it at the unfortunate birds flapping their wings awkwardly
through the laughing crowd.
“Hector,” she called again as she spooned batter on the hot
griddle, “is there enough whiskey?” She picked up the little
heart-shaped spatula and began turning the bannocks so the
other side would bake.
“Enough whiskey? Woman, what a question.”
Several of the men laughed as they settled themselves on low
stools or the packed dirt floor. Sandy Mackay mended his fishing equipment and Robbie Gunn repaired a broken hoe while
they consoled each other over the long summer ahead without
the girls who were now on the shielings. The older villagers’ talk
took a more serious turn, and Catherine listened more closely.
“’Lady Stafford wouldn’t be so cruel,” said a voice from
the corner.
“I’ll not believe Lord and Lady Stafford will do this to their
people until I see the soldiers coming over the hills,” said
Sheena Hewitson.
“Can she really send soldiers?” asked a young boy.

Farewell Rhilochan INSIDE 4 10/22/03 11:27 AM Page 11

CHAPTER 1 ◆ 11

“Of course,” said Robbie Gunn. “’Tis her regiment.”
Catherine sat without speaking. Of course there would be
soldiers; did they imagine Aeneas Henderson would do it any
other way? She wondered why she was so impatient. It would
be good if she could get away and sort out her feelings. She stood
and was making her way toward the door when she was stopped
by the sudden look of fright on Morag’s face.
“Morag, what is wrong?”
“Old Meg was right, Catherine, and on Beltane I laughed at
her.” Morag’s voice was almost a whisper amidst the raucous
laughter of the men. “I’m uneasy, as if I could see my own end.”
She clutched the little heart-shaped spatula to her breast.
“It does no good to worry, Morag. Meg’s words were just
that, words.” She wanted to deny the power of Meg’s words. It
was not an easy thing to do.
“You’re leaving?” Morag looked surprised.
“I thought I should check on Mother.” Catherine stepped
toward the door, but was blocked by some of the young boys.
Morag, and Sheena Hewitson, also down from the shielings,
thinking her gone, began to gossip. Catherine paused when she
heard them speaking of her mother.
“You have seen old Jane, have you not?”
“Aye. She looks bad,” sighed Morag. “I told her to make a
tea from a bit of clover and add a drop of honey, but she wouldn’t. Now she lies most days without much strength and can barely do any housework.”
Sheena raised her eyebrows. “Well, Morag,” she said, “I don’t
know why you didn’t ask me before you told her to use a clover
tea. I always use a clover poultice.” Sheena was known for her
cures and sharp tongue.
“Well,” sniffed Morag under her breath, “I always thought
my teas did a world of good.” She quickly changed the subject
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and Catherine smiled at the little exchange. She was sure Morag
did not want to offend Sheena in case one of her own children
should ever be ill and in need of her cures. By now, latecomers
filled the door and Catherine’s way was again blocked and she
gave up trying to leave.
“Hector says that before we came down from the shielings
the Macfarlane’s dog howled through the night,” Morag said.
“No one could stop him, and you know what that means.”
Through the smoky air, Catherine could see the two women
stare at one another. Her mind was a whirl of questions as Morag
put the lid on the teapot and set it near the fire to steep. Was old
Jocko’s howling really the death sign? Catherine refused to believe it.
The old dog was always howling or barking. Her mother might be
ill just now, and surely she would get better, but something began to
stir inside her, like a voice trying to tell her something. She shook
herself, trying to rid herself of the voice, trying to focus on the conversations around her. From the shadows of the crowded room she
could hear murmurs about the move they would soon be making,
what they would like to do to Henderson if they had the chance.
“’Tis a pity he’s a Highlander,” said one voice.
“When did you say he would be coming with the eviction
notices, Angus?” Sandy Mackay asked.
“Within the week, he said,” replied Angus.
“I suppose he will come by way of Golspie.” Robbie
spoke casually.
“That’s where he was today.”
Sandy and Robbie Gunn glanced at one another but said
nothing. Catherine smiled to herself, for Robbie and Sandy were
always up to mischief. She only hoped it wouldn’t be serious.
Hector’s voice rose above the others, and after once more
shooing the confused chickens out the door, he passed around
the whiskey calling to everyone, “A drink, it is time for a drink.”
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“Is it your own, then?”
“Aye,” replied Hector with a grin, “the finest in the glen.”
“One of these days you’ll be caught, Hector. Henderson
will catch you with all your fine, illegal drink and then what
will you do?”
“What will I do, Alex Hewitson? Do you not mean what will
you do? I’m the only one around making proper good whiskey
and your thirst will grow large if they put me in jail.”
The others laughed, and through the blue haze William
Grant called for a toast.
“Here,” called Thomas Ross, “I’ve a toast that seems fitting
this night.” He lifted his glass through the haze and recited:
“The devil rock them in a creel
That do not wish us well.”
“Aye, a good one, Thomas.” William smiled and hoisted his
quaich. Several more toasts were made, and after a while several long tales were told.
“Music!” exclaimed a voice. “Where’s the music?”
“Music is fine, but a wee drop of whiskey is even better,”
Thomas replied. He grinned and passed his quaich for a refill.
Lachy Morrison was holding his fiddle. “Shall we have music
then?” Without waiting for a reply he began playing a reel.
Catherine picked up her knitting and hurried outside, for the
voice inside her was becoming more insistent. Sandy and Robbie
were sitting by the door, whispering. They looked up and
grinned. Catherine shook her head at them, knowing full well
they were thinking up some mischief, but she said nothing, for
the voice inside her seemed to be getting louder and she knew
she had to get away. Inside, Lachy played his fiddle with gusto.
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EPILOGUE
As the following months stretched into nearly a year, the distance of Nova Scotia became greater for Euan and Catherine.
Greater even than the bitter memory of Henderson’s persecution
and death. Their child was born in late summer, a boy with
Euan’s eyes and Catherine’s red-gold hair. Their house would
shelter them through the winter and beyond, and be filled with
the new joys of parenthood. Euan’s work with John Sinclair
would prosper, and the tragedies of Catherine’s loss would gradually heal for her under the warmth of Euan’s love.
The world of the lowlands, so strange and fearful to
Catherine only a year before had become usual, now. Catherine
felt the power of learning grown in her mastery of the printed
page, and she found the joy that she felt reflected in the smiles of
Flora’s family who took much pride in having helped. Gradually
the highland and lowland ways were beginning to merge, and
Catherine, proud as she had always been of her origins, felt the
comfort of being accepted in this place that was no longer alien.
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GLOSSARY
Bairns
Bannocks
Beltane

Brig
Brochan
Brose
Burn
Carageen
Ceilidh
Claise
Clearances

Coinneach Odhar
Creel

Young children.
Griddle cakes made of oatmeal, barley
or rye.
May 1st festival marking end of winter
and beginning of summer. Goes back to
ancient times.
A bridge.
Oatmeal and water boiled together.
A cereal-like dish made by pouring
boiling liquid over meal.
A small stream or brook.
Dried seaweed. Boiled in milk it thickens
into a kind of pudding.
A gathering where stories are told, music
is sung and played and there is dancing.
Clothing.
The clearing of the land by landlords of their
tenants whose families had, in many cases,
lived on the same land for generations.
A seer who foretold many events which
came to pass.
A wicker basket often worn upon the back
by means of staps pulled across the forehead and often used to carry fish or other
seafood gathered along the shore.
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Crofter
Crowdie
Crusie

Culloden
Dubh
Dunrobin Castle
Evil Eye

German Sea
Hoosie
Kelpie

Keening
Mor (Euan)
Mutch
Peats
Plaid
Quaiche
Sassenach

A tenant farmer.
Cheese-like substance made from milk.
Device to hold fish oil or mutton fat
which was then lighted and used as an
illuminant instead of a candle.
1745 Highland battle in which the forces
of Prince Charles Stuart were defeated.
Gaelic for dark.
Ancient castle on Sutherland’s east coast.
Scottish home of Lord and Lady Stafford.
A power believed to be held by certain
persons. Some holders were thought to
use their powers in an evil way, others had
no control over their powers and brought
misfortune on themselves and others
around them.
North Sea.
Slang for house.
A being, often called a water horse,
believed to live in streams and rivers,
often near a bridge, who lured the unwary
into the water where they were devoured.
Wailing; a mourning cry for the dead.
Gaelic for big or tall.
A frilly, white cap worn by married
women.
Fuel cut from the ground and made into
brick-like shapes to be dried and burned.
Large woolen scarf of a checked or tartan
pattern. Sometimes used as blankets.
A cup or bowl used for drinking.
An Englishman.
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Strath
Shielings

The valley of a river, usually wide
and flat.
High, hilly places where cattle were taken
for the summer to fatten. Women and
young children went along to make the
winter supply of cheese and butter.
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