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FOREWORD





With the exception of certain historical personages, all the characters in this book are wholly fictitious and bear no resemblance to any persons living or dead. A similar statement might be made in regard to many of the places described in these pages; for the Central Highlands are no longer isolated from the world of tourism and industry. A gothic villain could not pursue the heroin far without being run down by a truck, or tripped up by a pack of officious Boy Scouts. I feel no need to apologize for this minor departure from vulgar reality in a tale, and a literary form, which is inherently fantastic. Nor, I feel sure, need I apologize to Scottish readers for an occasional note of levity. Contrary to the opinion of the ignorant, no one has a finer sense of humor than a Scot; and I should know, because I am a quarter Scot myself.



















Chapter 1





The gravestones were black.


Jetty crosses, ebon urns and tablets, sable angels folding sable wings over somber stones. A Devils graveyard; a cemetery of Satanists.


In actual fact Susan did not find the sight at all sinister. In the mellow summer sunshine, nestled cozily among emerald grass, the black stones had a certain bizarre charm. As Susan looked down on the cemetery she felt not a single premonitory shiver. Which only goes to prove that premonitions, like history, are more or less bunk.


She had an excellent view from one of the bridges that arch superbly over the gorge separating the lower section of Edinburgh from the high ridge of the old city. Edinburgh is three different cities: the drab, sprawling suburbs of the recent past; the elegant, formal squares of the eighteenth-century town; and, dominating the skyline, the tangled closes and wynds of the ancient capital. From the heights of Castle Rock, more than four hundred feet above sea level, the old streets slant down toward the foot of Arthurs Seat; and the mile-long slopes are crowded with buildings whose turreted, gabled, and towered roofs form a skyline unsurpassed in any city of the world.


Susan had fallen in love with it that morning, when she came out of the station after the all-night train ride from London. The weather had been fine; the stone battlements of Edinburgh Castle were outlined against a translucent sky, and the tall old houses reached up out of lavender shadows like elderly aristocrats stretching toward the warmth of the sun. Susan was staring bemusedly out the taxi window when the drivers sour voice shattered her reverie.


Aye, aye, gawk awa, he remarked disagreeably. Rich, spoiled Americans, wasting guid siller on pleasure and paying nae heed to the struggles of an oppressed people.


Ive come here to work, Susan said, with perfect good humor; it would take more than a grumpy taxi driver to destroy her mood on such a morning, and the mans accent delighted her. Im an archaeology student, and I expect to spend the summer on my hands and knees, digging. And living in a leaky tent. At least I assume it will leak. Im not getting paid, either. I saved the plane fare by baby-sitting and doing housework last summer. Whos oppressing you?


It was tantamount to removing a plug. The tirade continued all the way down Princes Street. When they turned into the neatly squared-off streets in the new city, Susan interrupted. She suspected that the lecture would have continued indefinitely if she had not.


Youre a Scottish Nationalist, she said, pleased. How fascinating!


Fascinating! The drivers voice expressed ineffable scorn; no one in the world can express it better than a Scot. Five meelion souls writhing in the mailed fist o Sassenach oppression, and ye call it


We broke away from the Sassenachs ourselves, Susan reminded him. What are you mad at me for? I dont know much about the subjectat least I didnt, until a few minutes agobut you ought to expect an American to be sympathetic about home rule.


The driver was silent for a moment, maneuvering the car through a crowded intersection.


Aye, weel, he said thoughtfully. Thats true. Nae doot Ive been a wee bit unfair. But yed be better off studying some moder-r-rn history, instead of delving in the past.


But its Scottish history were digging up, Susan said. Macbeth and Duncanthe PictsRobert the Bruce. Arent you proud of your history?


It was an unfortunate question, for it started another lecture that lasted until they drew up in front of the small, unpretentious hotel Susan had selected to fit her limited budget. The driver was in a better mood by then, however; he gave Susan a meager smile as he turned to open the door for her, and when she offered him a tip, he waved it away.


A wor-r-king pairson should not be extravagant, he announced. Keep yer siller, lass. And apply yer mind to serious matters.


Eight hours later, leaning on the parapet of the bridge, Susan smiled as she remembered the conversation. It had been an engaging introduction to Edinburgh; and the ensuing time had confirmed her affection for the city and its inhabitants. She had stopped in the hotel only long enough to unpack. The streets drew her, and she had been walking ever since, with a short stop for lunch. Her legs ached from the unaccustomed climbing.


Like most tourists, she had headed first of all for the old city and the Royal Mile; but, unlike the majority of visitors, she knew all the famous landmarks and the stories connected with them. She had been infatuated with Scotland for as long as she could remember. It was one of those unaccountable attractions, for to the best of her knowledge she had not a drop of Scottish blood in her veins. She liked to think of herself as a reasonable romantic, who could enjoy the legends and traditions without believing in their reality; and she told herself firmly that it was not some mystical theory of dj vu, but rather prolonged study, that made every view seem familiar to her doting eyes. From the Castle, through Lawnmarket, the High Street and Canongate, the thoroughfare called the Royal Mile slopes down to Holyroodhouse, the palace that has housed so many of Scotlands ill-fated kingsand her most ill-fated queen. Mary, Queen of Scots, the femme fatale of royaltyhow many men had died for her legendary charm? Rizzio, her favorite, stabbed to death under her very eyesand one of the murderers Marys own husband, Darnley. Darnley himself, the victim of one of historys most mysterious unsolved crimes. Bothwell, Marys third husband, probably the murderer of her second husband, dying mad in a Danish prison. And the young men who had conspired to rescue Mary from her prison, and who had perished horribly under the ax and on the rack.


Marys was not the only ghost that haunted Holyroodhouse. Prince Charles Edward, the Bonnie Prince Charlie of romance, had danced at the palace in the days of his short-lived triumph, before the Stuart cause died forever in the bloody shambles of Culloden. His would be one of the brighter spirits to roam Holyroodhouse; the cause had burned high with hope at that time, and the fatal Stuart charm had run strongly in Charles Edward. Tall and handsome, crowned with ruddy-gold hair, he must have been a gallant figure in the kilt and plaid he wore to please his Highland supporters.


Satisfied, but not surfeited, with her day of romance, Susan stared dreamily down at the black graveyards of Edinburgh and wondered why they were that color. Smoke and smog and soot? Probably. But the problem was purely academic. She was much more interested in the prospect of tea. No wonder the British needed that extra meal; they deserved it, if they habitually walked as far as she had walked that day.


Finding a teashop was not as easy as she had expected. It was Sunday, and many stores were closed. Susan was finally driven back to Princes Street, and the lounge of one of the hotels. She felt out of place in its quiet respectability; apparently few of the younger, student types took tea in such dull surroundings. Hers were the only jeans to be seen, and her scuffed sneakers looked shabbier than ever. She put them under the chair, pushed her brown hair back from her face, and surreptitiously studied the other guests. For the most part they were well dressed and elderly. A few of the men were wearing the kilt, which delighted Susans romantic soul. She was not inclined to linger, though; summoning the waiter, she paid her bill, with a silent groan at its size, and escaped into the crowds of Princes Street. This would be her last visit to a big hotel; she couldnt afford the prices, even if she had enjoyed the stuffy atmosphere.


In this northern summer, daylight lingered late. A few souvenir shops were still open; tourists, frustrated at their inability to spend money elsewhere, crowded the counters buying cheap dolls dressed in kilts and bonnets, tartan placemats, tartan coasters, tartan scarves. Susan passed them by. She had no money for souvenirs, even if she had been attracted by the omnipresent and often inappropriate tartan. She was lucky to be here at all.


As she walked along, savoring the view of the battlemented old city and the long green park that stretched at its foot, she gloated, again, on her luck. If her history prof hadnt happened to know Dr. Campbell. If her grades hadnt been so good. If she hadnt spent all those evenings baby-sitting her professors wretched brats. The professors recommendation had been sufficient. Campbell had accepted her services for the summer. Of course, she told herself, with what she fondly believed to be adult cynicismwhy shouldnt Campbell accept them? She was trained and able, and she was working almost for free. A cot in a leaky tent and a few meals, that was all Campbell had to offer. Everything else was on her, and summers spent scrubbing other peoples floors and amusing their spoiled children had produced barely enough money for a cheap excursion fare. The most expensive part of the trip was the week she had planned to spend in Edinburgh before the dig officially began. It was pure extravagance, but she had to have it; Scotland had always fascinated her, she had been in love with the legend for years. If she counted her pennies carefully, there would be enough money for a few cheap bus tours. The lovely ruined abbeys, Scotts home, Carlisle. And no more posh teas in expensive hotels, Susan told herself sternly.


The weather was so lovely, and the light so good, that she decided to sit on a bench in the park and read for a while. The stuffy little room in her hotel held no charms; it was just a place to sleep in, and she recalled the single overhead bulb pessimistically. Why didnt hotels furnish decent reading lamps? Presumably because most people didnt read. But what else were they supposed to do in a hotel, especially on a Sunday evening in Edinburgh, where the Sabbath was properly observed?


The park, a mile-long stretch of greenery, lay at the foot of the ridge on which the old city had been built. Susan found a bench and opened her book. It was Professor Campbells magnum opus on Scottish prehistory, in a convenient Penguin edition. She had bought it in London, and meant to know it by heart by the time she met Campbell.


She was unable to concentrate on brochs and vitrified forts for long, however; the changing light on the castle ramparts and the stream of people passing by were too fascinating. Carrying the book, she strolled down the path toward the Royal Scottish Academy. As she drew near she heard voices, raised in impassioned speech, and saw several small groups of people collecting around the orators. Apparently the open space beside the Academy was an unofficial forum for aggrieved citizens, like Chicagos Bughouse Square and Londons Hyde Park. Only one of the speakers had succeeded in attracting a crowd of any size; it was large enough to conceal him from Susans meager sixty-two inches of height. Intrigued by this evidence of popularity and by the broad grins on the faces of the people on the fringes of the audience, Susan made her way through the onlookers until she could see the speaker. Then she stopped, frozen by a chill the black gravestones of Edinburgh had failed to produce. The orator was a tall, elderly man, with shaggy hair and an unkempt gray beard. To Susan he was more than that. He was a ghost that had haunted her adolescent dreams.


Shadows of the historic dead had companioned Susans childhood, not replacing normal friendships, but adding a rich and secret dimension to life. It had to be secret; the other kids would have laughed at her if they had suspected the extent of her preoccupation with the past, and Susan couldnt risk that, for mockery would have destroyed the fragile ghosts. She ran and swam and rode her bike as energetically as her friends, but her daydreams were peopled with shadowy warriors and princes. In high school, while her girlfriends were swooning over football players and TV heroes, she hid in the heather with Bonnie Prince Charlie, and allowed him to kiss her hand before he left her forever. In junior high, when the other girls had crushes on teachers and Scout leaders, she had wept over the tragedy of Mary Stuart, and hated Marys enemy, the fierce Calvinist preacher John Knox. An old woodcut had given her a picture of the manhard, fanatical eyes, jutting nose, long, stringy beard. Knox was a bigot. Mary was gay and frivolousCatholicand female. Any one of these would have sufficed to damn her in Knoxs eyes, and he had not been reticent about expressing his opinions.


As she grew older and wiser, Susan came to feel that Mary had perhaps been more sinning than sinned against, less romantic than slightly stupid; but she had never forgotten her dislike of Knoxwho had been in his grave for hundreds of years, and who would have been supremely contemptuous of Susans opinion in any case. Susan had dreamed about him when she was thirteendreamed that she was cowering under the thundering denunciations Knox hurled at poor Mary. One night she had wakened, howling with terror, and her mother had forbidden history books for a week.


And there, by the Royal Scottish Academy was Knox himself, his eyes blazing with self-righteous hatred, his voice hurling forth anathemas in the thick Scottish burr Susan had always attributed to the nightmare figure.


The impression lasted only for a second. The orator didnt really look like the old woodcut of Knox; he had a long beard and wild eyes, but there the resemblance ended. On closer inspection he was rather pathetic. His kilt was threadbare, the once brilliant colors faded. The long beard was gray, and the mans face was lean. He looked hungry.


Susan found the speech hard to follow, it was so burdened with rolling rs, but she gathered that the patriarch was discoursing on politics rather than religion. Another Nationalist, she thought, obscurely relieved.


The woman standing next to Susan said some-thing to her escort, and they both laughed. Then the woman turned to Susan.


Auld Tammas is one of the sights of Edinburgh, she said, with the casual friendliness Susan had found to be characteristic of the city. Theres nae harm in him.


Susan realized that her initial start had been observed.


Sure, I understand, she said, smiling. Poor old guy. Hes a Nationalist, isnt he?


The woman chuckled.


No, no, the S.N.P. is too respectable for auld Tammas. He talks about bloody revolution and a regiment storming Buckingham Palace! Poor auld daft body, he wouldna hurt a fly.


She didnt bother to lower her voice. The orators bearded face turned in her direction. Then Tammas stopped speaking. His eyes bulged.


Susan looked again at her neighbor. She was a plump, middle-aged housewife; there was nothing in her appearance, or in that of her lean, sandy-haired husband, to explain Tammass reaction.


The woman cupped her hands around her mouth.


Speak up, Tammas, she called. Lets hear about the King oer the Water, and the bonnie White Rose!



But Tammas was finished. When Susan looked in his direction she saw that he had disappeared.


The disappointed crowd started to disperse. The friendly woman gave Susan a wink and a grin as she took her husbands arm and walked away. Susan decided she might as well go back to the hotel. It was a long walk, and she was no longer in the mood for oratory.


She had gone scarcely a block when something caught at her purse, which was slung over her shoulder on a long strap. Making an instinctive grab at it, she dropped her book, and then let out a yelp of surprise. Towering over her was the lean form of auld Tammas.


Hush, lassie, he whispered, scowling hideously. Have ye nae wits?


His hand was in her purse.


Susan tugged at the strap. She was not frightened; there were a number of people close by, and the episode seemed ludicrous rather than alarming. Tammas stepped back, withdrawing his hand. He shook his head disapprovingly.


Weemen! Theyre nae suited for serious business. Ive said it again and again, but they willna heed me.


And with this sentiment, which might have come from the great Knox himself, he turned on his heel and strode away.



As Susan stood gaping after him, a boy in faded jeans touched her arm. He looked about twenty, and his accents were those of a native.


Its only auld daft Tammas, miss. He wouldna hurt a fly. Heres your wee buik.


Susan took her copy of Campbells masterpiece. She was getting tired of hearing about the harmlessness of auld Tammas.


He might not hurt a fly, but he scared me half to death, she snapped. He was trying to pick my pocket. My purse, I mean.


Her companion shook his head, smiling tolerantly.


Not auld Tammas. But if youre frightened, I could walk wi you to wherever you might be going.


With some difficulty Susan discouraged the young man and walked on. She hadnt seen Tammas take anything from her purse, but he might be more skilled at Fagins trade than he seemed. There was no point in trying to check now; the purse was crammed full, and the only way she could be sure nothing was missing was to turn it out onto the floor, which she did as soon as she got back to her room.


The pile of debris that emerged was amazing. For the past two days she had been adding to the collection; but it didnt take her long to find that the important objects were still there. Apparently Tammas had not palmed so much as a penny.


Relieved, Susan sat back on her heels and began to sort through the pile in the hope of eliminating some of it. She had accumulated a lot of miscellaneous paperspamphlets, receipts, notes, addresses. She sorted them, meaning to copy the pertinent data into the notebook she had bought for the purposewhich was, for some reason, never accessible when she needed it. It took some time for her to discover that, although nothing had been taken from her purse, something had been added.


It was a note, written on ordinary lined paper, but the penmanship was quite unlike her own hasty scrawl, or the casual writing on the other papers. It was an exquisitely precise, old-fashioned hand; and the words were just as extraordinary.




The bird, the beste, the fisch eke in the see


They lyve in fredome everich in his kynd;


And I a man, and lakkith libertee.




Susan turned the paper over. The back was blank. When she looked at the verse again, it was still there; somehow she had half expected to find she had imagined it.



She recognized the lines, of course. Her years of absorption in the romances of Scotland had not been wasted, and this was one of the most romantic of all the legends. The plaintive prisoners lament had been written by a kingJames I of Scotland, held captive by the English through most of his childhood. The Kings Quair, written in captivity, was a love poem as well as a lament. Peering pensively from his barred window, James had seen a lady walking in the garden:




And therewith kest I doun my eye ageyne,


Quhare as I sawe, walking under the tour,


Full secretly new cummyn hir to pleyne,


The fairest or the freschest yong floure


That ever I sawe, me thoght, before that houre.




The fair young flower was Joan Beaufort, a niece of the English king, and when James was released he brought her home to Scotland with him as his bride. At least, so the legend ran.


But what on earth had prompted auld daft Tammas to give her this fragment of poetry?


She hadnt the slightest doubt that it came from Tammas. No one else was crazy enough to do such a thing. It wouldnt have surprised her to find that Tammas was in the habit of pressing tracts or political pamphlets on unwilling recipients; what surprised her was the nature of the extract. Was this the old mans way of indicating respectful admiration? It was a love poem, in part.


The idea was obscurely embarrassing. It was also ridiculous. Tammas would have quoted the pertinent part of the poem, instead of the lines that mourned a prisoners lack of freedom.


Smiling sourly, Susan added the scrap of paper to the articles she meant to keep, though not in her overcrowded purse. It would make an amusing souveniran example of harmless Scottish daftness. Perhaps auld Tammas did this to many visitors. She would never know what had inspired the contributiona fancied resemblance, perhaps? Maybe she looked like Tammass long-lost love, a brown-haired lassie with wide-set blue eyes and a turned-up nose. Susan let her imagination run riot.




Auld Tammas wasnt the only inhabitant of Edinburgh to feel an interest in a brown-haired lassie with wide-set blue eyes, but the others did not express their sentiments in archaic poetry. Susan wondered how the Scots had acquired their reputation for aloofness. Edinburgh was one of the friendliest cities she had ever visited. Perhaps friendly was too cool a word for some of the suggestions she received; but she fended them off with the ease of long practice, rejecting the press-ing invitations of tourists as she ignored the hopeful smiles of the local lads. The real world would claim her soon enough, when she reported for hard labor at the dig; in the meantime she found ample companionship in the shadows that walked with her through the old streets: Graham of Claverhouse, the gallant Montrose, Burns, Stevenson, and Scottand, swaggering in kilt and laces and bottle-green velvet, Bonnie Prince Charlie himself. So what if the Bonnie Prince had died a fat, dissipated drunkard? So what if the clansmen who had sacrificed their lives and fortunes for his cause were not chivalrous gentlemen in kilts, but unwashed, illiterate cattle rustlers? The legend of the laughing, fair-haired prince and his gallant Highlanders was immortal.


Even the bitter ending of the legend had its melancholy glamour. It had ended far to the north, on the bloody field of Culloden, and in the lonely glens where the prince had wandered for months before escaping to Skye disguised as the servant maid of the dauntless Flora MacDonald. There was a price on his head; but it was never claimed, although the impoverished Scots who hid the royal fugitive might have won immunity as well as gold for betraying him. Susan wondered if he had ever felt remorse for the slaughtered clansmen of Culloden, for the ravaged glens and burned houses that marked the trail of Eng-lish victory. Remorse was not a royal weakness; but maybe that was why Charles Edward drank so much in later yearsto blot out the gray faces of the dead.


Her preoccupation with history didnt prevent Susan from enjoying human contacts. She struck up conversations with shopkeepers and chambermaids, and debated Nationalist aspirations with the night clerk at the hotel. He was a shy, gawky boy with a terrible case of acne, who would not have interested Susan even if she had not been involved with her royal ghosts, but she was too kind to reject his stammering attentions altogether. She discussed her sightseeing plans with him, and got some good advice on bus tours. Although she was drawn to the northern glens and the battlefields where her heroes had played out their dramas, she decided to postpone Culloden and Killiecrankie until after she had gone north. They could be reached more conveniently from the dig. The time in Edinburgh was short enough as it was and could be more productively spent in exploring the border regions.


On Thursday, having signed up for a bus trip to Carlisle and Gretna Green, Susan arrived early at the terminal off St. Andrews Square. The bus had not yet come, but there were a few other early birds waiting in the bay designated as Tour Number Twenty. Susan joined the queue and leaned against the rail, reading her brochure. Lunch at Lockerbie, tea at Hawick. Fifteen minutes at Gretna Green, the goal of so many eloping English couples in the eighteenth century; forty-five minutes at Carlisle, the old border capital. People eat and drink too much, Susan thought contemptuously. She would have forsaken tea for another hour at Carlisle.


At nine forty the bus arrived; at nine forty-five on the dot the doors opened, and the driver began to collect the tickets. There were not many passengers. Apparently this was one of the less popular tours.


Susan found a window seat and watched the other tourists trickle onto the bus with more than casual interest. Like most romantics, she believed firmly in the mysterious machinations of fate. The wheel of fortune, in its seemingly random spin, was about to turn up a seat mate for her; and that chance acquaintance might beanyone. A fumbling boor or a crashing bore; a lifelong friend or a lover; a mysterious stranger evading the villains of the Black Stone, a spy carrying the plans of the secret Naval Treaty, a Scottish chief descended from the MacDonald of MacDonald.


Or a man like the one who was now coming down the aisle.


Tall, dark, handsome; his strong, bronzed throat bared by the open collar of his shirt; the muscles on his brawny arms standing out like steel bands.


Susan took a firm grip on herself. He was probably a used-car salesman. Or an accountant. Mysterious strangers, if they existed at all, did not look like mysterious strangers. They looked like accountants, or used car salesmen.


The sleek black head turned, and the dark eyes looked straight into hers. The corners of the long, straight mouth quirked in a faint, enigmatic smile.


Is this seat taken? inquired the stranger.


No, said Susan. Uhyou arent by any chance a used-car salesman, are you?


Sorry. Settling himself, the stranger gave her a surprised look. Are you in the market?


Oh, no


The stranger threw his jacket over the back of the unoccupied seat in front, leaned back, folded his arms, and studied Susan thoughtfully. His regard was intense. Susans eyes fell.


Dont tell me, he said. Let me guess. Your father is a used-car salesman, so you instinctively trust the breed. Or was your ex-boyfriend a used-car salesman? You instinctively mistrust


No, no.


Is No all you can say?


No Susan bit her lip. Her companion grinned, showing even white teeth.


Lets start again, he suggested. The name is Ed Jackson. Im thirty-two years old, six feet one inch tall, and I weigh one hundred and ninety. I drink and smoke and. But since Im leaving Edinburgh tonight, you wont be unduly inconvenienced by my various sins. Im kind to my mother, and Im not such bad company when you get to know me; so why dont you relax? My intentions are necessarily honorable; I picked you because youre a pretty girl, and a fellow-American, andI hope you arent a used-car salesman?


No, Susan said.


Her companions smile broadened, and Susan laughed.


Im an archaeology student, she said. And a history buff.


Oh, yeah? I chose well, then. Im an ignorant tourist, myself; you can tell me all about Scotland.


Dont get me started, Susan warned.


Ill bet youre putting me on. Jacksons dark eyes looked into hers. Youre too young and pretty to be an expert on anything as dry as history.


Ask me anything. And skip the flattery, if you dont mind.


Okay, Jackson smiled. How about this Bonnie Prince Charlie character? I keep hearing about him. Who was he, and whats his claim to fame?


Susan studied him thoughtfully. His smile was very attractiveand very confident. She decided to give him both barrels. He had it coming, after that corny compliment.


His grandfather was James the Second, she began, King of England and Scotland. James was a Catholic, and the English didnt want a Catholic dynasty, so they kicked him out. It was a nice, bloodless revolution; James fled with his family, and the English invited William and Mary to come over and rule them. Mary was Jamess daughter by an earlier marriage; but she had married a Protestant, you seea Dutch prince, William of Orange. When their line ran out, it was succeeded by the Hanoverian kings, from Germany. They were distant connections of the British royal house, and, most important, they were Protestants too. But some people believed that the Stuarts, who were in exile in Europe, were still the rightful rulers. James the Second had a son, James the Third, popularly known as the Old Pretender. His son, the Young Pretender, was Prince Charles EdwardBonnie Prince Charlie.


In 1715, James the Third came over to Scotland and tried to raise a rebellion against the Hanoverian kings. Some of the clans rose, but the rebellion failed, and James went scuttling back to France. So, in 1745, Charles Edward tried. His father was still alive, but he was too old to do any fighting. Charles Edward was young and handsome and very charming; he raised his standard in the Highlands, and a lot of the clans joined him. They didnt like the English much anyway. They were independent characters, hard to discipline, and there was a lot of rivalry among the different clans. But at the beginning they were united by their loyalty to Prince Charles. They were absolutely sensational fighters; when they charged, screaming in Gaelic and waving their huge, two-handed claymores, seasoned troops broke and fled.


So, the rebellion went well at first. The Castle at Edinburgh held out against Charles, but he occupied the city and prepared for an invasion of England. He had only six thousand men. He was counting on the English people rising to support him, you see. They didnt. They didnt trust the Scots, and they were perfectly satisfied with their dull German rulers.


Finding no help from the English, Charless army turned back. He didnt want to. They say he wept, in angry frustration, when his council insisted. And, in the long run, he was probably right, and they were wrong. Things couldnt have gone any worse than they did in that disastrous retreat. The army began to disintegrate. The chiefs bickered among themselves. And the English army was in hot pursuit.


The final battle was at a place called Culloden. The Scots were cut to pieces. The English army massacred the survivors and then spread out through the northern glens, hanging and burning. For the next few months Charles was a fugitive, hidden by his loyal supporters. Finally he escaped to the island of Skye, where he was fairly safe, but he soon realized that he had no chance of raising another army. English retaliation had been brutally effective. So Charles finally left for France. He died years later, a drunken, disappointed old man. And Scotland was ruined. The clan system was destroyed. It was a criminal offense to wear a kilt, or the clan tartan. But the romantic legend survived the Stuart cause; and people remember the gallant, handsome prince, not the tired old failure.


Jackson shook his head admiringly.


You win, honey. You really do know it cold. And you tell it very well.


Susan had heard that line before, but this time it really sounded like more than a line. Not only did Ed Jackson let her talk, he asked intelligent questions and made meaningful comments. Like most women, Susan was unaccustomed to the dizzying pleasure of lecturing to an appreciative audience. It went to her head like Scotch. By the time they reached Penicuik, she had decided Ed was a wonderful guy. At Moffat (ten-minute rest stop), she was regretting his imminent departure from Scotland; and as they strolled the streets of Lockerbie after lunch, she made no objection when he put his arm around her.


Im glad you were on this tour, he said, tracing the curve of her waist with experienced fingers. Its a bummer otherwise. Why did you sign up for this one?


I told you, Im a history buff. Ive always been crazy about Scotland.


A good-looking chick like you shouldnt waste her time on history.


I suppose most chicks love that old line, Susan said coolly.


Jackson laughed and tightened his arm.


Dont stiffen up like that. I was kidding you. I admire women with brains. Go ahead, dazzle me with data. Sing me songs of old Scotland. Quote from Burns.


Im not wild about Burns, Susan admitted. And I only sing when Im full of beer.


Jackson took her chin in his lean brown fingers and turned her face up to his.


Come on, Sue, dont hold a grudge. Smile. You have a cute smile. Ill quote you some poetry. I had to learn a poem once, in school. Scots, wha hae wi Wallace bled. If I knew who Wallace was, and why he bled, and what wha hae means, I could render it with more feeling.


His smile was irresistible. Susan relaxed, and felt the hard muscles of his arm tighten in response.


Go ahead, he said coaxingly. Lecture me. From you I love it.


You deserve a lecture, Susan said. Wha hae means who have, and dont tell me you didnt know it. Wallace was the leader of the rebellion against England in the late fourteenth century. He was finally caught and executed, horriblyhanged, drawn and quartered, with all the frillsbut his example and his martyrdom inspired the Scots to keep on fighting, and he was succeeded by Robert the Bruce, who finally won. There, that wasnt so bad, was it?


You are admirably succinct, said Jackson. I wish my English lit prof had been that easy to follow.


They turned back toward the bus stop.


You were an English major? Susan asked.


How can you ask, after Ive just demonstrated my ignorance? I might have liked it, though, if Id had a good teacher. I kind of like poetry when Im in the right mood.


And are you in the right mood?


Oh, definitely.


Naughty, naughty, said Susan, sliding away from his exploring hands. The bus driver is watching us. Come on, were the last ones.


To put him in his place, she quoted poetry at him all the way to Carlisle. He listened with apparent meekness, but every now and then a spark flared in the dark eyes that were focused so intently on her moving lips. The light might have been one of amusement, for Susan didnt spare him; she gave him Burns at his broadest Scots, and bombarded him with the archaic accents of Henryson and Dunbar.




Pray we thairfoir, quhill we are in this lyfe,


For four thingis; the first, fra sin remufe;


The secund is fra all weir and stryfe;


The third is perfite cheritie and lufe.




What a beautiful thought, said Jackson.


Hawick was the tea stop. Jackson refused tea. He stood by, fidgeting, while Susan ate a few cookies. Then he suggested a walk.


Weve got less than half an hour, she protested breathlessly as he pulled her along.


Thats long enough, said Jackson.


She had a good idea what he meant; her suspicions were confirmed when he led her into a little local park and sought out the shelter of a clump of bushes.


Susans protests were admittedly perfunctory. She was afraid of missing the bus, but that was her only fear. Ed Jackson wasnt the type to force his attentions on an unwilling partner. He didnt have to; women probably lined up outside his door.


This bland assumption received a rude shock when Jackson caught her in a bruising embrace and bent her head back over his arm. The kiss had no redeeming qualities. It hurt. The mans strength was terrifying, and Susan received an impression of controlled rage that frightened her even more.


After a brief but hectic interlude Jackson released her so suddenly that she staggered. He dropped to his knees and began gathering up the contents of her purse, which were scattered on the ground.


Im sorry, he muttered. Women dont usually have quite that effect on me. Sit down, Susan. Theres a bench over there. Ill get your things.


Walking unsteadily, Susan made her way to the designated bench. Numbly she watched Jackson crawl around in search of her possessions. She could feel bruises coming up on her arms and body.


Finally he joined her, his face averted, and offered her the purse with a silent, placatory gesture. Susan took it and located her compact. Her makeup was definitely in need of repair; but for a few seconds she simply stared into the mirror, making no move to restore the damage.


She saw a familiar facethe rosy complexion rather paler than usual, the blue eyes very wide under the curving dark brows. The generous lips were parted, showing the uneven front tooth that she had chipped falling off her bike at the age of ten. Her nose was shiny. There was a blackhead on her chin.


Was this the face of a woman who drove men mad? The face that might have launched a thousand ships and burned the topless towers of Ilium?


Hell, no, said Susan regretfully.


Jackson turned.


What did you say?


Nothing.


Are you angry?


No, Susan said absently. She applied fresh lipstick.


Sue, I dont know how to apologize.


Its okay. Susan stood up. Well have to run.


They were not the last ones to board the bus after all. The episode had taken less time than Susan would have believed possible.


Ashkirk, Selkirk, Stow. Jackson was silent except for brief comments on the scenery. Eskbank and Gilmerton passed on schedule. They were due in Edinburgh at eight thirty, and it was only a few minutes after that when the bus pulled into its slot in the depot.


How about some supper? Jackson asked tentatively.


No, thanks.


You are angry.


No. Just tired.


My train doesnt leave till midnight.


Youll have to entertain yourself, Susan said firmly. Really, Ed, Im not mad, butwhats the point? Youre leaving, well never see each other again. Im not the twenty-four-hour-type girl.


Okay. No hard feelings?


They shook hands, somewhat absurdly, at the entrance to the bus depot. Susan went off at a brisk walk; she did not look back. She knew Jackson was standing still, staring after her.


As she trudged the long blocks to her
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