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330 IAN OF THE ORCADES
in the Western Wands of Scotland. Mine armourer I

l?rf^' ^'^^W "ince left him. but he-taU hveth m an extreme old age. and groweth garrulool« he groweth older, a strange curse tTLl upoTTon"

Tlf T"' ' ^°^^ '^^' *^** "- ^tion as
executioner dunng my time hath faUen into abeyance

tn\.Z °"* °'°'' "^^^ ^ ''^^' ^^ it tathto do with mme uncle Angus. A week after I had been
jeeored m my ,rightful position, a letter was brought me
bearing his signature. I have had it in possession ever
«noe. and it was the last communication I had from him
for he went abroad to France soon after, and Uiere died in'the end a great Churchman. The letter ran as foUows :-

J ^J"T ^"'f'^'-Either it hath been fated that a
fool should mar the best and wisest plans of men. or elsethou art a deeper vilkm than thine micle Ang;s. bIwhat thou mayest. I have done with thee andThy ways
for ever. Thatwi«lom may give thee sight toLth"!mn thou hast made of thy Kfe is the only remaining

Angus Siwclaib."

former bitterness had lost ite sting for evermore.


