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  Introduction


  The Highlanders in my family had a tough time of it. My great-grandmother was a Ferguson from the southern Highlands. Born in Perthshire in 1857, Sarah Ferguson was the daughter
  of a shoemaker. The year before, her teenage brother Hugh had escaped their humble background by joining the Highland Light Infantry and served for twelve years. When Sarah was old enough, she left
  on the long journey to London.


  Sarah Ferguson settled in the East End, probably working as a servant. In 1887 she married George Finch, my great-grandfather. She lied on her marriage certificate, saying she was twenty-six,
  when in fact she was five years older, but her husband hid the truth from her as well. He said he was twenty-eight, when he was thirty-one, and claimed to be a bachelor when he was in fact a
  widower with a child.


  George worked on the railway at Stratford, but his money did not go far and they had to share a small workmans cottage with another family. They had the tiny ground-floor rooms, while the
  second family had to climb up to the first floor using a ladder. They shared the outside toilet with several other families. In this cramped slum space they brought up five children. One of them
  remembered their mother as being very intelligent and keen on books, but there was precious little opportunity for Sarah to make the most of her Scottish education. Eventually, her depressing
  circumstances wore her down and she took to drink. On one occasion she was arrested for drunkenness. But she was a robust old lady and lived to be eighty-one, dying in 1937.


  Most of my family are Londoners, but that didnt stop them being Highlanders too. Ernest Newark was working as a ledger clerk in the City of London when he
  was called up to fight in the First World War. Like many conscripts, he was used to fill a gap in a badly mauled regiment and ended up in the 1st Battalion Seaforth Highlanders. Surrounded by
  Scotsmen, he sailed to Mesopotamia to fight against the Ottoman Turks. It must have been doubly confusing for him  a London boy taking orders from Highlanders and fighting in a far-flung
  corner of the British Empire. Mesopotamia was a hard posting and many British soldiers died from disease.


  Ernest Newark rose to the rank of lance-corporal and survived three years of campaigning before being demobilized in 1919. He wanted to return to his old job in the City but that was gone, so he
  applied to join the Metropolitan Police force. His years in the Middle East had left him chronically underweight, and he was turned down. He took a temporary job as a clerk, nursed himself back to
  fitness and was finally accepted into the police force, where he became a sergeant and then an inspector in 1936. The harsh life of a Highlander in Mesopotamia still dogged him, and he suffered
  terribly from gastric ulcers for the rest of his life.


  In September 1940, a German bomb hit a civilian shelter in Tottenham, north London. Despite the blitz raging around him, Ernest Newark took control of the situation and helped organize the
  rescue of a hundred people trapped underground. For this act he was awarded the British Empire Medal by King George VI. It was a proud moment for a Seaforth Highland Londoner!


  What is clear from this snapshot of my family  a Highlander coming to work in London, and a Londoner serving in a Highland regiment  is that the notion of the Highlander is fluid.
  My book tells the story of how a group of people from the edge of the British Isles came to be regarded as heroes of empire and how their warrior ideal was embraced by the rest of the world. It is
  a tale of a united nation in which Scots have served alongside English, Irish and Welsh in a British Army that has stood up to tyrants across the centuries. Tremendous strength and enterprise have
  come out of that union, and this book describes one brilliant aspect of it.


  
    Tim Newark, 2009
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  Prologue: Run ye dogs!


  Captain John Maclean was the second son of a Highland clan chief. His fathers estate was on the shores of Loch Linnhe, looking out across the sea to Mull, but he would
  not inherit that. He had to make his money from soldiering. Before he was thirty-six years old, Maclean had served King George II, first in the Black Watch, patrolling the Highlands for robbers and
  cattle thieves, and then abroad.


  Overseas, the Black Watch had become a regular front-line regiment, and Maclean saw service in Flanders. But the service did not suit him. He had not joined the Black Watch to fight King
  Georges foreign wars and he did not fit easily into a redcoat regiment. In 1744 he was dismissed from the ranks of the Black Watch for duelling with a fellow officer. Deprived of a regular
  income and with little hope of inheriting his fathers estate, he had little left to lose.


  Two years later, he stood at the head of a group of Maclean clansmen, impatient to fight the redcoats who had once been his comrades. For Maclean was now a Jacobite rebel, and rain and sleet
  lashed at him as he waited for action at Culloden, five miles east of Inverness. He was cold, wet and hungry. It was midday on 16 April 1746.


  The land that Maclean stood on, Drummossie Moor, was typical of the Highlands  waterlogged and boggy. But it was the wrong sort of terrain for the Highland Charge  that traditional
  Celtic hell-for-leather attack unleashed at the climax of a battle. Previously successful charges depended on dry and firm ground, preferably on a slope, running down towards the enemy. You had to
  be confident of your foothold to run at full tilt across those deadly few yards inside the enemys close musket range. You didnt want to be slipping and
  sliding and picking your way across clumps of muddy grass. But that was how it looked that afternoon.


  Maclean tried to keep the locks of his pistols dry under his jacket. There was hope that the weather might be to the clans advantage, as the British Army depended on firepower, and a
  whole host of dud shots would lessen the impact of their muskets. Nonetheless, there were other reasons for grumbling among Maclean and his Highlanders.


  The night before had been the birthday of the enemys commander  the twenty-five-year-old Duke of Cumberland  and he had given every man an extra ration of brandy and cheese.
  More than a few redcoats could have been expected to get drunk. But the Jacobites had squandered the advantage of a night attack by pointless marches through the dark that left Maclean and the
  Highland rebels tired and disappointed. They were hungry too; most of their supplies had been left behind at Inverness and a good number of them left the battlefield to scavenge for food. Those
  that did not, stretched out on the sodden ground to snatch any kind of rest. Many of them fell asleep in the parks of Culloden and other places near the road, noted one witness,
  and never wakened till they found the enemy cutting their throats.1


  The early-morning exodus of hungry Highlanders to Inverness slashed the number of soldiers available to Prince Charles Edward Stuart  Bonnie Prince Charlie  the
  twenty-six-year-old French-raised Jacobite leader. To counter any further desertions, the Prince issued a severe order threatening that if any man turn his back to run away, the next behind
  such man is to shoot him.2 This was perhaps why a unit of French troops, the Royal Ecossais, especially loyal to the Prince, was
  placed in the centre of the rear line behind the Highlanders.


  But there was no fear of this with Captain John Maclean. He had no future with the British Army. His only chance of advancement was with Bonnie Prince Charlie and victory at Culloden. Nine
  months earlier, Maclean had rushed to pledge his support to the Prince, where I had the honour and satisfaction to get a kiss of his royal Highness his hand.3


  Back in 45, it had all seemed to be going so well. Early Jacobite victories led to an invasion of England, and the Highlanders marched as far south as Derbyshire. Maclean recalled with
  pleasure the friendly welcome they received. White sheets and napkins hung from windows alongside giant white cockades  the emblem of the Jacobites 
  nailed to the gables of houses. Crowds gathered and lit bonfires and cheered as the Highlanders swaggered past. One Englishman ran up to Maclean and wished him good luck. Such recollections raised
  rebel spirits on the mossy field of Culloden. If they had beaten the redcoats before, they could beat them again.


  What Maclean did not fully understand, however, was that his senior commanders were split on what action to take that day; and his fate was in their hands. The main Jacobite commander was Lord
  George Murray, a fifty-two-year-old landowner with a professional military background. But Murray had fallen out of favour with the Prince, who now decided to take over direct command of his army
  for the battle. For military advice, the Prince deferred to his Irish friend, John William OSullivan, and Murray despaired of the decisions they made. He had wanted to attack the British
  Army at night while they were drunk as beggars. He also knew for sure that the moor was the wrong sort of ground for Highland warriors. The Prince and OSullivan ignored his criticism.


  Murray was not the only senior Scot to disapprove of outside influences. David, Lord Elcho, a close associate of the Prince and Colonel of his Life Guards, voiced his dismay. Nothing
  displayed the Princes want of insight better than to see him throwing himself into the arms of some Irishmen come from France to make their fortune by him, wrote Lord Elcho,
  rather than consult the Scotch who formed his army and who were in their own land.4


  Captain James Johnstone was a twenty-seven-year-old aide-de-camp to both Murray and the Prince. The son of a well-to-do merchant in Edinburgh, he had left home to join up with the Jacobites as
  soon as the Prince landed in Scotland, but he was not blind to his leaders faults. He too thought the Irish gave poor counsel and overheard the Prince being told to withdraw his troops to
  higher ground and await the return of his missing hungry Highlanders. The Prince, however, would listen to no advice, he noted, and resolved on giving battle, let the
  consequences be what they might.5


  Was John Maclean aware of this argument among his senior commanders? He had stopped writing entries in his journal a week before the battle. The small vellum-covered pocket book was tucked
  inside his jacket, and he hoped soon to write some lines about a great victory of the clans over King George. Elsewhere, the feeling was growing that the battle was
  lost before it had even begun. They had the wrong weather, the wrong ground and the wrong commander. To go into battle knowing this says a lot for the raw courage of the Highlanders. To top it off,
  the rebel force of around 5,000 was outnumbered by the British Army by at least two or three thousand men.


  As midday came and went, Maclean and his Highlanders became more impatient. The cold wind was driving sleet into their faces and they had had enough of waiting on their Bonnie Prince. The Duke
  of Cumberland was satisfied with his redcoats organized in two broad lines, and both sides wanted to get on with it. At last, the combat opened with the boom of cannon. The British had more
  artillery than the rebels and their iron cannon balls skidded across the slick ground, bowling over Highlanders huddled in their clan groups. After about a quarter of an hour of this, the
  Highlanders snapped, just as Cumberland had anticipated. He wanted the clans to make the first move.


  The Highlanders advanced from the left: 500 MacDonells of Glengarry, 400 MacDonalds of Keppoch, Clanranald and Glencoe, all under the command of the Duke of Perth. In the centre of the front
  line, from the left, came 100 Chisholms, nearly 200 MacLachlans and Macleans, 150 Deeside men and then 500 Mackintoshes, all led by Lord John Drummond. On the right, commanded by Lord George
  Murray, were 500 Frasers, 150 Appin men, 650 Camerons, and 500 Atholl men from Perthshire. Captain John Maclean led his men forward alongside the MacLachlans in the centre of the battleline.


  All the Highlanders were instructed by the Prince to wear their traditional clothing of belted plaid to make the most of the Highland reputation for ferocity. Clan tartans were not invented
  until after the eighteenth century and so most tartan setts were red or brownish-red. As a Jacobite officer, John Maclean probably wore tartan trews, largely because they were more convenient than
  a kilt or plaid on horseback. All wore white cockades on their soft bonnets. Highland weaponry included the traditional basket-hilted steel broadsword and the round shield or targe, plus pistols
  and muskets  firelocks as they were called at the time. Many of the muskets carried at Culloden were made and supplied by the French.


  In a Highland Charge, muskets and pistols were usually fired first and discarded, allowing the Highlanders to rush in with broadsword and shield for close combat.
  It was a savage onslaught but had many inherent defects. It allowed for only one undisciplined volley of fire and ignored the value of fighting with bayonet. As everyone knew, Highlander and enemy
  alike, the main impact of the Highland Charge was psychological, and so the purpose of the broadsword was mainly to hack down fleeing soldiers. But what if the enemy stood?


  As a leader of his clansmen, John Maclean was in the front rank brandishing a pistol and broadsword. Yelling his battle cry, he rushed forward, pushing his tired legs over the boggy ground. He
  ran straight into the fire of the redcoats lined up before him. Musket balls buzzed past him, felling his clansmen following behind. One shot, maybe several, tore into his jacket and threw him down
  into the mud. Blood poured out and his life ended on Drummossie Moor.


  Macleans pocket book fell on the ground and was picked up by a fellow clansman, Donald Maclean. Donald later filled in the entry for the battle in Johns journal and described the
  combat that killed its author.


  
    
      After a short stay and all the disadvantages any army could meet with as to their numbers they doubled or tripled ours and all the advantages of ground and wind and weather
      our cannon began to play upon them and they upon us. After we stayed about 10 minutes we were ordered to march hastily to the enemy which we did boldly. They began a smart fire of their small
      guns and grapes shots from their cannons till we were beat back ...6

    

  


  As the Highland rebels emerged out of the clouds of artillery smoke, wielding their swords and pistols, they howled at the British infantrymen  Run ye dogs!
   hoping their Highland bloodlust would unnerve Cumberlands redcoats. They hoped too that the bad weather had dampened the rows of muskets aimed at them. But the redcoats had kept
  their powder dry within the lapels of their coats  shielding their muskets from the wet  and scarcely one gun in a battalion missed fire. At close range, Cumberlands artillery
  changed from round shot to grape, firing canisters loaded with dozens of small iron balls and creating the effect of massive shot guns blasting away in the faces of
  the Highlanders. The carnage was terrible. Iron balls ripped off heads, smashed arms and legs. The redcoats then unleashed volleys of disciplined musket fire, a hailstorm of lead tearing flesh and
  breaking bones. Because Jacobite officers led from the front, many of them were victims of the initial volleys, leaving their men leaderless.


  The Highlanders could not reply with their guns  they had already fired them at some distance and dropped them, most of their ill-aimed shots going above the heads of the redcoats. Their
  only chance now was to rush through the gunfire and stumble into close combat, hoping that enough of them had survived to scare the redcoats into falling back. But the impetus of their Highland
  Charge had been slowed by the boggy, lumpy moor and, most importantly of all, the redcoats were not frightened and stood their ground. They fought back at close quarters with bayonets attached to
  the muzzles of their muskets. This gave them another advantage, as the reach of the bayonet was greater than that of the broadsword.


  By sheer strength and courage some Highlanders broke though the front line to face units in the second line. In the heat of the fighting there were moments of individual combat evoking a more
  ancient age of Celtic duels. Lieutenant Loftus Cliffe of Monros 37th Regiment was confronted by a Highland officer. In the midst of the action, he recalled, the officer
  that led on the Camerons called to me to take quarter, which I refused and bid the Rebel scoundrel advance; he did, and fired at me, but providentially missed his mark; I then shot him dead and
  took his pistol and dirk, which are extremely neat.7


  The fighting lasted less than an hour. On the left, the marshy ground slowed the advance of the MacDonalds and they staggered forward to be easily mown down by the British before they had got
  anywhere near their lines. It was heartbreaking for the rebels. When they did get through on the right flank, they were met with redcoats wielding their bayonets with practised confidence. The
  traditional Highland broadsword that had done so much damage to redcoats in the past was now overtaken by the more deadly bayonet. They got a thorough dressing, trumpeted one British
  officer, and it has convinced our soldiers that their broadsword and targe is only a bugbear, and nothing equal to a firelock and bayonet.8


  Not only had the Highland Charge failed in the face of superior firepower and across treacherously boggy ground, but the sword-swinging warriors had even come off worse in the close-quarter
  fighting. As redcoats closed in on the outnumbered and outfought rebels, firing point-blank volleys at them, some bitterly frustrated Highlanders were reduced to throwing stones at their
  enemies.


  The collapse of the Jacobite army swiftly followed. Any Highlanders able to get out of the killing ground made their way back across the moor. Captain Johnstone was at the heart of the action.
  He had given up a safe position near the Prince to join his friend, Donald MacDonald of Scothouse, a captain of the MacDonald clan. He was on the left of the army, at a distance of twenty paces
  from the enemy, when the rebels broke. He stood motionless, lost in astonishment. I then, in a rage, discharged my blunderbuss and pistols at the enemy, he recalled, and
  immediately endeavoured to save myself like the rest; but having charged on foot and in boots, I was so overcome by the marshy ground, the water on which reached to the middle of the leg, that
  instead of running I could scarcely walk ...9


  When Johnstone came to write his account of the battle, he claimed it was lost rather from a series of mistakes on our part, than any skilful manoeuvre of the Duke of Cumberland.
  The Highlanders paid the price of these errors. No troops, however excellent, are possessed of qualities which will render them constantly invincible, he concluded.


  Bonnie Prince Charlie watched the rout, which was the result of his amateurish command. He tried to rally some of his troops but they streamed past him. Not even his most loyal soldiers were
  willing to fire on these beaten men, looking instead to their own survival and falling back. He soon joined them, along with the senior Jacobite commanders, including Lord George Murray.


  It was then that the Duke of Cumberland unleashed his cavalry in pursuit of the rebels. It was a ruthless but standard military tactic to send in cavalry after a broken force and redcoat
  horsemen surged after the Highlanders, cutting them down as they fled. As British soldiers advanced across the battlefield, they finished off any wounded rebels. Quarter had not been expected from
  the Highlanders and none was given.


  Stuck on the moor with the redcoats fast approaching, Captain Johnstone searched desperately for a horse. He came across one being held by a man frozen with fear.
  He tried to take the horse from him, but it took the efforts of another Highlander to wrench the horse from the panicked man and help Johnstone, who barely had the strength to mount. As Johnstone
  rode away, he witnessed the fearless act of a Highlander caught in the open by the redcoats.


  
    
      One officer, wishing to take a Highlander prisoner, advanced a few paces to seize him, but the Highlander brought him down with his sword, and killed him on the spot; and,
      not satisfied with this, he stopped long enough to take possession of his watch, and then decamped with the booty.

    

  


  Few Jacobite prisoners were taken on that day and they were mainly French soldiers serving with the Prince, accorded more civilized treatment than the native rebels. Cumberland
  wanted to end the threat of Jacobite Highlanders in Scotland once and for all, and through the next day the fleeing clansmen were slaughtered wherever they were found.


  Months later, a British dragoon walked into a printers workshop in Edinburgh and gave an eyewitness account of what happened after the battle. He remembered hearing the doleful sound of
  injured rebels huddling together, too weak to do anything but crawl across the ground. Then he saw small parties of the Kings troops passing through the field and shooting the wounded men.
  Some of the rebels seemed pleased to be relieved of their pain by death, said the dragoon, while others begged of the soldiers to spare them, which, however, was no ways
  regarded.10


  Between one and two thousand Jacobites died on the battlefield  there is no exact figure. In contrast, 310 Hanoverian soldiers were listed as killed or wounded (later rising to 364).
  Redcoat firepower had demolished the rebel army. While the relatives of Jacobite Highlanders mourned their losses, few other Scots were unhappy to see the back of Bonnie Prince Charlie. He had
  brought too much trouble to their land. When fourteen captured rebel standards were burned in public in Edinburgh, there were no great protests. The government then employed loyal Highlanders
   the paramilitary Independent Companies  to hunt down the few rebels that remained defiant after Culloden. The defeated Prince fled back to his royal
  patron in France. The Jacobite cause was over.


  *


  Today, the battle of Culloden is viewed as the last tragic flourish of Highland culture in Scotland. It is also crudely characterized as a combat of Scots versus English 
  its brutality arousing nationalist anger north of the border. On the battlefield  preserved by the National Trust for Scotland  there is a memorial to the British dead. It is called,
  wrongly, the English Stone. A far larger memorial cairn, erected in 1881, commemorates the graves of the gallant Highlanders who fought for Scotland & Prince Charlie. This is also
  far from the truth and yet is very much part of the later mythologizing of the battle.


  The reality is that many Scots, including Highlanders, fought with the British Army against the Jacobite rebels at Culloden. In fact, Culloden was the climax of a fifty-eight-year-old civil war
  fought across Scotland. At the time, the rebels called the enemy not English or British but Hanoverians. It was a not a national war of Scots against English, but a dynastic and religious struggle
   of Catholic Stuart-supporting Jacobites against Protestant Hanoverian loyalists.


  At the battle of Culloden, the British Army, commanded by the Duke of Cumberland, included three regular Scots regiments numbering over 1,000 troops. In addition to these were a 500-strong unit
  of Highlanders, including Scots of the Argyle Militia, and tartan-wearing troops from the 64th Highlanders and 43rd Highlanders, the Black Watch. Some of them were used to guard the British baggage
  train but others fought valiantly in an action on the edge of the battle. Cumberland paid tribute to them in his report published shortly afterwards.


  
    
      [The Rebels] came running on in their wild manner ... but the Royals [a Scots regiment] and Pulteneys hardly took their fire-locks from their shoulders,
      so that after these faint attempts they made off; and the little squadrons on our right were sent to pursue them. Gen Hawley had, by the help of our Highlanders, beat down two little stone
      walls, and came in upon the right flank of their second line.11

    

  


  Cumberland refers to our Highlanders on three occasions in his report. He refers to the Jacobite Highlanders simply as the
  Rebels. The British Highlanders at Culloden were clad in the traditional tartan belted plaid and distinguished themselves from the enemy by wearing red or yellow cloth crosses in
  their bonnets. Of course, the majority of recruits to the British regiments were English, but they all fought under the British Union flag. The only true Hanoverians on the field at Culloden were
  sixteen German Hussars, richly attired in their exotic Hungarian-influenced uniform, serving as Cumberlands personal bodyguard.


  The outcome of the battle of Culloden was tragic for the Jacobite Highlanders. The lives of John Maclean and so many clansmen ended abruptly there. Their fighting talents were criminally
  betrayed by Bonnie Prince Charlies foolish attempts at military leadership. They paid a heavy and bloody price for his mistakes. It was the end of the Jacobite cause, but it was not the end
  of the Highland soldier. Culloden was a key turning point in his advance. Liberated from the false hope of Jacobitism, Highlanders embraced the opportunities provided by a growing British Empire
  and would triumph in every corner of the globe.


  Traditionally, young men from the Highlands of Scotland had escaped the poverty of their background by seeking military service abroad. Subsequent to their defeat at Culloden, several Jacobite
  rebels ended up as most distinguished servants of an emerging British Empire. Alexander Grant, for example, was a clansman from Glen Urquhart who stood in the ranks of Glengarrys Highlanders
  at Culloden, but after the battle, he sailed away to a new life in India. He joined the East India Company and ten years later found himself defending the British settlement at Calcutta against the
  Nawab of Bengal.


  Unprepared and outnumbered, Grant and his colleagues fought a desperate house-to-house battle against the Indian warriors. In the end, he managed to escape but several of his comrades were
  imprisoned in the notorious Black Hole of Calcutta. Grant gained revenge when he urged Robert Clive to take on the Nawab at the battle of Plassey in the following year. It turned out to be a
  decisive victory in the expansion of British imperial influence in India. Alexanders cousin, Charles Grant, went on to become an important director of the East India Company.


  Other former rebels sailed west to America. Simon Fraser was the son of Lord Lovat, a key figure in the Jacobite rebellion. On the morning of Culloden, Fraser
  was reported to be marching his troops towards the battlefield to join the other rebel Highlanders, but he lingered a little too long on the road until he met fleeing Jacobites. He then proceeded
  to turn round and surrendered his troops to the British. He spent the subsequent decade working hard to prove his loyalty to the Hanoverian monarchy. This culminated in his raising the 78th
  regiment of Highlanders for the British Army in 1757. The 78th included many former rebel soldiers and was dispatched to North America to fight the French during the Seven Years War.


  On the morning of 13 September 1759, many of these ex-Jacobite soldiers found themselves standing on the Plains of Abraham outside the French-held city of Quebec. They wore red coats over their
  belted plaid and stood in line under the Union flag. Facing them across the battlefield, on the French side, there was at least one other Jacobite veteran of Culloden: James Johnstone, the
  aide-de-camp to Bonnie Prince Charlie who managed to escape from the battlefield by stealing a horse.


  After Culloden, Johnstone went on the run, avoiding arrest by disguising himself as a beggar. Eventually he restyled himself the Chevalier de Johnstone and sailed to Canada, ending
  up in command of a unit of French troops at the battle of Quebec opposite the 78th Highlanders. When his French commander was killed by British bullets, he feared for his life all over again.
  It was high time for me to extricate myself from this awkward situation in the best way I could, he wrote, for I was now in as embarrassing and ticklish a position as that in
  which I was after the battle of Culloden.12


  Johnstone did so by throwing himself on the mercy of the British Army and in particular a redcoat who turned out to be a distant relative of his in Scotland whom he had last seen in 1745. The
  one-time rebel was sent back with a boatload of French prisoners and, on landing, walked straight into a French tavern where he found oysters and white wine in abundance. A
  satisfactory ending to a tortuous military adventure.




  
    
  


  Chapter 1


  Making Hard Men


  James Charles Stuart  James VI, king of Scots  was a spindly, neurotic monarch. In 1598, at the age of just thirty-two, he was convinced he was dying and wrote a
  book for his son, Henry, describing the state of Scotland, how it should be ruled and how he hoped the prince would follow his ambition to succeed to the English throne after the current Queen
  Elizabeth I. Originally written in Scots, it was called the Basilicon Doron  the Kingly Gift. It was meant to be a secret book, published in a very limited edition of seven copies,
  but news of its controversial contents leaked out.


  Once the Scottish king became James I of England in 1603, a second, revised edition was widely published to great interest in England. In the original, uncensored copy of the book, James
  revealed his true Stuart arrogance and expressed especially his disdain for one group of his subjects  the Highlanders.


  
    
      As for the Highlands, I shortly comprehend them all in two sorts of people: the one, that dwelleth in our main land that are barbarous, and yet mixed with some show of
      civility: the other, that dwelleth in the Isles and are utterly barbarous, without any sort or show of civility.1

    

  


  King James recommended they be treated as wolves and wild boars and that his son establish colonies among them of answerable inland subjects, that within
  short time may root them out and plant civility in their rooms. Yet, it was to these same Highland wolves that the Stuart dynasty would later
  turn to help them back into power after they were deposed at the end of the seventeenth century.


  It was true, the Highlanders were not as sophisticated as the elegant Frenchified courtiers who thronged around James in Edinburgh, but this was hardly surprising. These were men and women
  surviving in a harsh environment, rain- and wind-swept, with the poorest soil in the British Isles. Once a family was fed, there was little left over for the fineries of civil life.
  In dress, in the manner of their outward life, and in good morals, wrote a sixteenth-century chronicler, these come behind the householding Scots  yet they are not less,
  but rather much more, prompt to fight ...2


  The Highlands of Scotland are hard in many ways. The rock that makes the landscape so dramatic is a barrier to drainage. When rain runs off the mountain tops it collects in valleys where there
  is no escape for it into subterranean chambers. Rain and snow are frequent, brought by Atlantic clouds, and moisture lingers on the surface to make the land marshy and sodden. If you make the
  mistake of stepping off the main road into this terrain, you quickly find yourself sinking into boggy ground that drenches your boots and makes walking tough work. A modern tarmac road is like a
  bridge across this water-soaked landscape.


  For much of its early history, the north of Scotland was a virtual island, cut off from the rest of Britain by the Firth of Forth in the east and the Firth of Clyde in the west and the boggy
  land that spread out from around the heads of these inlets. The only place to pass though this moss was at Stirling, which made the city crucial to controlling the north.3 Only a few miles to the south, Robert Bruce made good use of the wetland, forcing invading English knights and archers to stagger and drown in the marsh
  around Bannockburn in 1314.


  At this famous victory for the Scots, the Bruce numbered some Wild Scots among his troops who rushed upon the enemy in their fury as wild boars will do. They fought
  with daggers, spears and long-handled Lochaber axes, and when they came to close combat they did not hesitate to throw off their tartan clothes and offer their naked bellies to the point of
  the spear.4 It was an early demonstration of Highland battlefield rage.


  For centuries, beyond this boggy barrier around Stirling, the north of Scotland evolved detached from the rest of Britain. It was a much more significant
  geographical frontier than the conventional Highland line, which follows a north-easterly geological fault line from the Clyde to just south of Aberdeen. It was only in the late eighteenth century
  that the marshy land around Stirling was drained, opening up the Highlands to modern roads and then railways. Until then, the more efficient method of transport was by sea. Highland merchants
  passed along the west coast and criss-crossed the Scottish islands of the Hebrides, Orkneys and Shetland, creating a trading network that stretched to Scandinavia.


  The damp valleys and craggy mountains only allowed for the poorest kind of agriculture  the grazing of small herds of hardy cattle and sheep, with little profit to be made by the farmer.
  Large communities could not be sustained by this kind of living. Only the great estate owners  the clan chiefs  had any wealth, but this was paltry compared to southerners.


  The food and drink available to the poor Highlander was meagre. Cattle were raised to be sold, so little meat was eaten, leaving only oats, barley, cabbage, potatoes, turnips and cows
  milk to form the staple diet. Oat cakes and cheese might be a typical meal, with a winter breakfast, known as tartan purrie, being a porridge of oatmeal and the juice of boiled cabbage.
  Treats would be wild fruit or game, or fish and seafood if you lived near the coast.5


  Alcohol featured significantly in the lives of the richer classes and hard drinking was expected. A Highland hierarchy of booze was described as claret and brandy for the lords and lairds, port
  or whisky punch for the tacksmen (tenant farmers) and estate managers, and strong beer for common husbandmen. In the Memoirs of the Life of Duncan Forbes of Culloden, Forbess
  biographer made clear his disapproval of this excessive drinking.


  
    
      Tis a custom in the North of Scotland (highly indeed to be despised and abhorred) among the generality of gentlemen, to think that they do not entertain a visitor in
      a proper manner, unless they actually shall make him drunk: and indeed so far has the delusion spread that the visitor scarce judges himself well used, if he be left pass without the usual
      compliment ...6

    

  


  Although Forbes was a Lowlander, his estate was in the Highlands and he was happy to join in the customs of his clan chief neighbours, so that
  he and his elder brother won the reputation of being the greatest bouzers, ie the most plentiful drinkers in the North.


  An Englishman travelling in Scotland in the 1720s heard of a drinking contest in which English officers unwisely challenged some Highland gentlemen. The Highlanders won, well practised in
  drinking quarts of whisky, while the Englishmen suffered badly. One of the officers was thrown into a fit of the gout without hopes, it was recorded, another had a most
  dangerous fever, a third lost his skin and hair by the surfeit.7


  The geographical isolation of many Highland settlements meant they had to look after themselves. Young men were forced into the role of protectors, hunters or bandits, and it
  was customary to carry a weapon and maintain a fierce pride. Personal insults were settled by violence and injustices against a community by armed retaliation, raids and counter-raids. Highland
  songs and poetry demanded their young men be as fierce as wild cats.


  
    
      O children of Conn of the Hundred Battles


      Now is the time for you to win recognition


      O raging whelps


      O sturdy bears


      O most sprightly lions


      O battle-loving warriors


      O brave heroic firebrands...


      O children of Conn remember


      Hardness in time of battle.

    

  


  Conn was the mythical ancestor of the MacDonalds and his descendants were expected to act like ferocious animals in battle. Such expectations encouraged young men to push
  themselves forward as individual champions rather than working as part of a disciplined team. In battle, their natural instinct was to surge forward, running quickly to the combat, trusting on
  being chancy (Scots for lucky) rather than canny.8


  Out of this landscape came the Highland warrior  physically tough, quick to attack, savage in close combat. Denied an income from his hard-pressed farming family, he would seek service
  with his feudal lord. Refused that, he would join the companies of strong-arm men paid by government to hunt down outlaws  men like himself who had decided
  to go one step further to help themselves. Failing that, he would sail away across the sea to fight for a foreign army in Europe in French service or later in the Protestant forces of the Thirty
  Years War. Unemployed farmer, enforcer, mercenary, bandit, rebel  the first Highlanders were all these things.


  The Highlanders reputation as a merciless warrior came from this desperation to win a place in the world, but it began to have a value of its own, gaining him employment as a professional
  fighter. This reputation grew as his settled southern neighbours became more prosperous. It is in the chronicles of John Major, a Scots Lowlander from Gleghornie near the border with England, that
  we see this clear distinction. In his History of Greater Britain, published in 1521, he gave full vent to the timeless prejudice of southerners against northerners. To the people of
  the North, he wrote, God gave less intelligence than to those of the South, but greater strength of body, a more courageous spirit ...


  Major subdivided his people into Wild Scots and householding Scots. The Wild Scots spoke Irish (Gaelic) and were more aggressive because born as
  they are in the mountains, and dwellers in forests, their very nature is more combative. Some of these Highlanders were rich in cattle, sheep and horses and these were inclined to pay
  obedience to the laws of the land and their king, but other Highlanders were outlaws who liked to prey on their own people.


  
    
      The Scottish kings have with difficulty been able to withstand the inroads of these men. From the mid-leg to the foot they go uncovered; their dress is, for an over garment,
      a loose plaid and a shirt of saffron-dyed.9

    

  


  In Majors early sixteenth-century Latin text, the character was already set of the Highlander as an untamed tartan-clad warrior who rushed upon his enemy like a wild
  animal. This was the image repeated by James VI, king of Scots in his Basilicon Doron.


  If King James considered his own Highland subjects to be barbarians then it was not surprising that this was a view held by many Lowlanders who failed to make any connection with them at all. It
  enhanced yet further their fearful reputation and turned it into a weapon that could be wielded by a Stuart ruler against disobedient Lowland Scots. Such an act of
  terrorism was unleashed in 1678.


  *


  Highland society was organized into clans. These began as extended family groups with a single surname which became associated with a particular region of the Highlands. The
  word comes from the Gaelic clann meaning children. As a clan grew in size it became a political unit that could ally itself with other clans to protect its interests. The head
  of the clan was the chief and he formed the summit of the feudal pyramid. His duty was to maintain and secure the lands of his kinsmen  acting as both landlord and warlord  while
  those beneath him offered money or service in return for his protection and patronage.


  Far away from central government authority, the clan chiefs also administered their own justice, having the power to imprison or execute lawbreakers. Lowly clansmen worked as farmers and often
  ended up borrowing money from their overlords or offering feudal dues in exchange for rent, giving themselves as servants or soldiers if their chief demanded it.


  By the early seventeenth century, Highland society was caught up in the religious conflict that plagued the rest of Europe. Fighting had begun in Scotland with the Bishops War of 1639.
  Two years earlier, the Scots had grown alarmed at the tyrannical rule of the Stuart king Charles I, son of the Highlander-hating James VI and I. When he tried to impose a new Book of Prayer on
  them, the Scottish Presbyterian opposition drew up a Covenant to oppose him. Because of their later support of Stuart kings, it is frequently assumed that all Highland clansmen were Catholics. This
  was not so.


  The Campbells, Munros and Sutherlands were Presbyterian clans, and not all clan chiefs saw advantage in supporting the Stuart monarchy. The attitude of individual clan chiefs was based as much
  on personal relationships, rivalries and conspiracies as anything else, and these could often break into open fighting with each other. The most vicious of these clan conflicts was between the
  Presbyterian Campbells and the Catholic MacDonalds. The MacDonalds were the dominant clan of the western Highlands and islands and actively supported the Stuart monarchy, bringing over Irish warriors to assist them. The Campbells from the southern Highlands led the military opposition against them during the Civil Wars.


  In 1660, following the Restoration of the Stuart dynasty, Charles II became king of England and Scotland. John Maitland, Duke of Lauderdale, became his Secretary of State and was allowed to rule
  Scotland as though he was its uncrowned king. Lauderdale constantly persecuted the more radical Protestants, and religion became even more of a polarizing factor in Scotland.


  By 1678 Lauderdale was concerned about dissent among the defiantly Presbyterian population of south-west Scotland and chose to deal with this by physically intimidating them into submission. His
  weapon was the Highlander. The reputation of the Highlander was already poor among Lowlanders and it was about to get a lot worse. Lauderdale wanted to demonstrate that he could deploy their
  savagery against anyone he considered an enemy of the Stuart regime.


  Lauderdale called on clan chiefs loyal to the Stuarts to send their vassals  the men on their estates who owed them service  to Stirling, where they would link up with soldiers
  from the kings army. The Catholic MacDonalds, along with the Macleans and MacGregors, headed the list of clans that were particularly welcome. From there, the Highland horde of around 5,000
  warriors marched into Presbyterian communities where they were given licence to behave as badly as they wished, abusing the inhabitants and stealing their property. The Highlanders were fully armed
  and backed up by government troops, and the terrified Presbyterians declined to face them in battle.


  One inhabitant of Ayrshire recorded their behaviour, saying they pillaged, plundered, thieved, and robbed night and day; even the Lords day they regarded as little as any
  other. The marauding Highlanders came to his fathers house and pointed at his shoes, saying they would take them off his feet. They grabbed the farmer.


  
    
      But he threw himself out of their grips, and turning to a pitch-fork which was used at the stalking of his corn, and they having their broadswords drawn, cried
      Claymore, and made at him; but he quickly drove them out of the kiln and chasing them all four a space from the house, knocked one of them to the ground.10

    

  


  The next day, twenty Highlanders came back to the brave mans house, but, sensibly, he was not there. Instead, they plundered his home,
  taking pots, pans, clothes, bed linen, furniture, anything of value they could carry away. Another contemporary described their barbarity as more terrible than Turks or Tartars. It
  was not the Highlanders finest moment.


  Few people were recorded as having died during this punishment raid, but it was estimated to have cost the Presbyterian communities in Ayrshire alone some 200,000 in damage and loss. It
  also confirmed the savagery and poverty of the northern clans in the eyes of Lowlanders. The Highlander was proved to be a frightening, hard man who could serve his government  if directed
  against a soft target  but what would happen if this same clansman fought against the government, against professional soldiers? What was his value then?


  *


  Within the next ten years, there was a political crisis in Britain. Charles II was succeeded in 1685 by his brother, James II, the first Catholic monarch in England since Mary
  I. It was too much for the Protestant establishment in England and they invited William of Orange, a Dutch Protestant, to rule jointly with his wife Mary, who was also James IIs daughter. In
  1688 William landed at Brixham in south-west England with an army of 20,000 Dutch, English, German and French Huguenot troops. James failed to oppose the landing and within weeks was forced to flee
  to Catholic France.


  It was the beginning of almost sixty years of political intrigue during which James and his descendants would conspire with foreign support to win back their rule over Britain for the Stuart
  dynasty. Supporters of James II and his family were called Jacobites, a name derived from the Latin version of James, Jacobus. It was a name that would haunt the Highlands for decades to
  come.


  The dramatic change in the fortunes of the Stuart monarchy suddenly placed in jeopardy those Highland clans who had risen to their support. Just ten years before, they had been happy to bully
  their fellow Scots whose religion put them at odds with the government; now, they faced a dose of their own medicine  unless they proved their strength. This opportunity came on 18 May 1689.
  On that day, John Graham of Claverhouse, the forty-one-year-old Viscount Dundee, raised the Jacobite standard at a gathering of Highland clansmen at Dalcomera, near
  Spean Bridge. He was a passionate supporter of the Stuart cause and was known as Bluidy Clavers after his brutal suppression of Scots Presbyterian Covenanters ten years before.


  Today, the Jacobite Highland rebellions, stretching from 1689 to Culloden in 1746, are commonly viewed as a grand Scots-versus-English conflict, the last tragic gasp of Scots independence
   but that is a false view of history. In reality, these were civil wars in which Scots fought on both sides. On the government side, Lieutenant General Hugh Mackay of Scourie was appointed
  the new commander of the army in Scotland. Mackay, who was around fifty years old, was a Highlander from Sutherland who had served abroad in the Dutch Army and was a key supporter of the Protestant
  William. Just seven months before Williams accession, Mackays nephew had been arrested and imprisoned in Edinburgh Castle because he was bringing a secret Williamite message.


  In July 1689 Mackay took charge of a government army to hunt down Claverhouse. He was a good choice to take on the Highland Jacobite rebels: not only did he personally know the
  Highlanders style of fighting, but he could counter this by deploying modern methods of warfare he had learned on foreign service. To underline the fact that this was a largely Scottish
  affair, of the six regiments Mackay took to face Claverhouse, five were Scottish, only one was English. He left Stirling on 25 July with his army and pursued Claverhouse to Blair Castle, which had
  declared its support for James. Sited at Blair Atholl in Perthshire, it guarded the main route through the mountains separating the Lowlands from the Highlands. Two days later, Mackay caught up
  with the Jacobites at the Pass of Killiecrankie, midway between Pitlochry and Blair Castle.


  Mackay commanded 3,000 infantry and cavalry, trained in the latest Anglo-Dutch technique of firing well-ordered musket volleys. Claverhouse led a slightly smaller force, composed mostly of
  Highlanders ready to fight in their traditional way. It did not look promising for Claverhouse since the Highland way of war seemed out of date  suited to little more than raids and
  counter-raids. They were irregular fighters expert in ambush but ill trained for an organized battle.


  On the bright summer morning of 27 July, Claverhouses Highlanders took a position on top of the steep wooded slopes overlooking the mouth of Killiecrankie
  Pass. General Mackay drew his troops up beneath them on a broad terrace, with their backs to a birch wood and a river that ran through the pass. Mackay deployed his units in the usual fighting
  formation he had practised in Europe, with his musketeers in three ranks to maximize their firepower. They looked the very essence of modern fighting men, wearing long red uniform coats with
  differently coloured cuffs signifying which unit they belonged to. They were regimented soldiers.


  Due to the rough ground, there were gaps in the line between some of the government units. A bog a hundred yards across fell right in the middle of the redcoat battleline, separating Viscount
  Kenmores recently raised Lowland regiment from the more experienced troops on the right flank, including the only English unit commanded by a Colonel Hastings. Mackay tried to cover this gap
  with three light artillery pieces and a few cavalrymen, but it was a definite weakness. He relied, perhaps too much, on his new methods of warfare and did not fully appreciate the fact that many of
  his soldiers were young, raw recruits.


  Claverhouses Highlanders were formed up in regiments but did not have the professional training of their opponents. He had asked one of his Highland commanders to instruct his followers
  in volley firing, but the Highlander refused, saying his men had neither the weapons nor the ammunition for such complex tactics. Most of the Highlanders on the battlefield that day were there
  because of feudal duty owed to their landowning masters. Some of the Highlanders were wealthy gentlemen who brought their own servants with them and could afford finely crafted firearms,
  broadswords and shields, but most were poor warriors who fought in clan gangs for booty and reputation. They carried simpler weapons such as spears or long-shafted axes  even bows and
  arrows. But, what they lacked in formal training, they more than made up in their experience of warfare and violence. They were tough men and knew how to present a fierce appearance.


  Claverhouses warriors wore the traditional Highland belted plaid. This was a long piece of tartan cloth wrapped over the shoulder and round the waist, secured with a belt and a brooch on
  the chest. It was a bulky piece of clothing that served well as a warm cloak or blanket. Although the lower part of the plaid hung loose over the knees, this was
  not a kilt.


  If on a sunny day the belted plaid was too cumbersome to wear, a warrior would simply discard it and run into battle wearing only his voluminous shirt, with his shirt tails covering his groin.
  General Mackay later wrote his own report of the fighting at Killiecrankie and described the Highlanders in dismissive terms, mentioning their tendency to strip off for battle.


  
    
      To be sure of their escape, in case of repulse, they attack bare footed, without any cloathing but their shirts, and a little Highland doublet, whereby they are certain to
      outrun any foot, and will not readily engage where horse can follow the chase any distance.11

    

  


  He said they came on slowly, fired their guns at a distance and threw them down. They then drew their long broadswords and ran towards the enemy, who if he stand firm,
  they never fail of running with much more speed back again to the hills. Mackays phrase if he stand firm was to have particular resonance on that summers day at
  Killiecrankie. He might well have understood the Highland way of fighting and considered them little better than half-naked savages, but many of his freshly recruited Lowland soldiers had grown up
  with tales of malicious Highlanders and were anxious to keep them a musket shots length away. Mackay underestimated the value of the bogeyman factor presented by the Highlanders.


  At Killiecrankie, neither side was keen to attack first. Mackay did not want his troops to tire themselves marching uphill to fight the Jacobites, while Claverhouse could see his poor
  Highlanders were seriously outgunned by the government troops in their regular ranks. As the hot day drew on, Mackay provoked the Highlanders into action by firing artillery rounds into their
  groups. In response, a party of Camerons ran down the slope to occupy two cottages in front of them. These Highlanders were driven off by musketeers from Mackays own regiment on the right
  wing of his battleline. Mackays men were Highlanders from Sutherland, but uniformed and trained, and their clash with the Camerons may well have infuriated Claverhouses warriors, who
  saw it as a challenge in the old clan style.


  Having spent the long summer day anticipating battle, the Jacobite Highlanders were now impatient to fight or leave. Donald McBane was a twenty-five-year-old
  redcoat Scot fighting on the government side. Born near Inverness, he was himself a Highlander, but even he felt nervous as the rebels finally broke into a charge.


  
    
      The sun going down caused the Highlanders to advance on us like mad men, without shoe or stocking, covering themselves from our fire with their targes. At last they cast
      away their muskets, drew their broad swords and advanced furiously upon us, and were in the middle of us before we could fire three shots apiece, broke us and obliged us to
      retreat.12

    

  


  In the face of this feral aggression, Mackays recently raised soldiers in the centre of the battleline lost their nerve. Kenmores Lowland troops dropped their guns
  and ran. Mackays centre, bereft of any immediate support from the more experienced redcoats on the right flank  thanks to the extended gap caused by the boggy land 
  disintegrated. Donald McBane admitted they ran because many of them were new recruits.


  They fled down the hillside towards the river. McBane grabbed a horse from the redcoat baggage train to ride through the water. A Highlander ran up behind him and started to fight him for the
  animal. McBane dodged around the horse, keeping it as a shield against the Highlanders blade. Eventually the clansman drew his pistol and fired after McBane as he bolted on foot for the edge
  of the river. He stood on a boulder and contemplated his escape route. It was about eighteen foot over betwixt two rocks, he recalled. I resolved to jump it, so I laid down my
  gun and hat and jumped and lost one of my shoes in the jump.


  The location of McBanes legendary escape is now called the Soldiers Leap. Everyone wanted a quick exit. At least one redcoat officer died because one of his own men stole his horse
  to ride away. Mackay had hoped his personal presence among the troops in the centre would stiffen their resolve, but, as they flashed past him, he was in danger of being left alone, so he galloped
  over to his right wing.


  But even there, the panic of Kenmores troops had infected most of the two Scottish regiments, including government Highlanders, and they too fell back
  towards the river. Only one whole regiment remained standing and that was Hastingss Englishmen. They were experienced enough to know that flight offered no refuge from the fleet-footed
  Highlanders and that it was best to stick shoulder-to-shoulder and rely on their training. They shifted round to face the Highlanders running past them and poured volleys of fire into the flank of
  the clansmen as they sprinted after the fleeing redcoats.


  Fortunately for Mackay, Claverhouse was killed at the moment of victory and the Jacobites lacked any further orders about what to do next. They ran down through the birch wood to the river. Not
  wanting to fight any more than they had to, the Highlanders turned their attention to looting the government baggage wagons and stripping the bodies of their victims. Having filled their pockets,
  the Jacobites drifted off into the night. It was a lucky escape for Mackay and those men that stood their ground. A more disciplined enemy would have returned to eliminate the fragments of
  government troops that remained.


  As darkness fell, Mackays right flank joined those redcoats on the left wing that had watched in dismay the collapse of their central battleline and withdrew safely from the battlefield.
  The bodies of both sides littered the ground. John Drummond wrote a detailed account of Killiecrankie, drawing on Jacobite eyewitness accounts to describe the battlefield on the day after the
  fighting.


  Many had their heads divided into two halves by one blow, he reported, others had their skulls cut off above the ears by a backstroke, like a night-cap. Their thick
  buff-belts were not sufficient to defend their shoulders from such deep gashes as almost disclosed their entrails ... some that had skull-caps had them so beat into their brains that
  they died upon the spot.13


  It was the anticipation of such brutal hand-to-hand fighting that provoked panic in so many of the redcoats. It was their inadequate bladed weapons that had been shattered by the broadswords of
  the Highlanders. What characterized the battle was not training or skill, but fear. Most government soldiers were not killed in an initial clash with Highlanders  the redcoat units that
  broke crumbled before contact was even made. Most of them were killed in the pursuit, caught alone and cut down by the Jacobites chasing them.


  As for the Highlanders rushing down the hill, most of them were not killed by volleys of fire to the front of them, because they, quite naturally, veered away
  from that and surged towards the gaps in the lines formed by those redcoats running away. The majority of their casualties came from the fire that tore into the side of their groups as they ran
  past Mackays regiments that remained in the field  the figure has been estimated at over 700 clansmen. Neither side endured a frontal assault. Each had too much respect for the
  others fighting skills for that.


  Less than a month after the battle, Mackay wrote a report explaining the defeat to Lord Melville, Secretary for Scotland, in Whitehall, London. He admitted that several hundred of his men had
  fled without any firing.14 He later sought to explain this by saying all our officers and soldiers were strangers to
  the Highlanders way of fighting and embattailling, which mainly occasioned the consternation many of them were in. This was not strictly true
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