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The Historic Fight ef Culloden — Only Qne
Hundred and Fifty Years Since the Conflict

that Decided the Fate of the Sturdy North.
L 2 2 o 23 9 9 v U

It is difficult for us in these busy, un-
romantic times to realize what is
meant by eivil broil, political intrigue
involving life and liberty, and the set-
fng in deadly array of rival hosts on
battlefields by our doors. Yet it is
only 150 years on the 16th of this pleas-
ant month since the last struggle of
civil warfare took place on Scottish
soil, giving to the national history one
of its darkest pages, and to national
story and song some of their most ro-
mantic themes. For mnot even such
names as Bannockburn and ¥Flodden
@re more familiar to Scottish ears than
the ominous syllables of Culloden. In
the jocound *“stoury’” barn, with the
winter winds whistling by, on the sun-
ay hairst rig, in the hall, by the low-
liest fireside, are yet sung the lays
that came of the last adventure of the
Stuarts, and kept the blood warm in
krave and loyal hearts—never mind
avhich side they beat for. Even in the
snurky, roaring city street the voice
of the wandering singer takes upon it-
self a spirit worthy of more congenial
surroundings when it ceases from the
jgnoble and strikes the "mnotes of a
Jacobite song. And as the lay rises you
wwill, if you observe, not many a hurry-
ing footstep linger on the pavement,
qany an eye glance, and now and
#gain a “bawbee” tinkle, to reward
nim or her who singsi

*Cam ye by Athol, lad, with the phila~-
b'-'g)
Down by the Tummel or banks o’ the
Garry,
Bow ve the lads wi the bonnet and
tartan plaid
Leaving the mountains to
Prince Charlie?
I hae but ae son, the gallant young
Donald,
But if I had ten they should follow
Glengarry; ¢
to MacDonald and gallant
Clan Ronald—
fhese are the men that shall dis !orAr
their Charlie!”

follow
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Or, it may be the rattling canter of
*Johnny Cope,” the wild raising of the
“‘Standard on the Braes o’ Mar,’”” or the
eerie wall that in so many lines tells
how

“A’ §s done that men can do,
And a’ is done in vain!?

We do mot stay to analyze the
strange 1illogical sentiments; we feel,
and are content to pass. To most it is
a touching of the still strings of mem-
ory, and some of us step onward, see-
ing peat fires in the shop windows and
hearing voices in the clatter of the
wheels. *Out in the Forty-five!” He
who can point to a forebear who was
s0 distinguished will forget all the tur-
moil of the day to speak of it, much
as the Irish peasant tells how his
great grandfather was “out in the
thrubles.” Surely, then, at this anni-
versary of events so mnotable a brief
glance backward at the closing trag-
edy will not fail to be of interest.

The rebellion of 1745 was, like that
of the 15, a result of the revolution
of more than half a century before.
The exiled Stuarts mever gave up hope
of regaining_ the sovereignty Jamed
had finally fornfeited, and in 1715 the
“old Pretender” had made a vain ef-
fort to this end. In July, 1745, his son,
Chares Edward Stuart, the *“Bonnie
Prince Charlie” of songs he mever de-
served, took advantage ot the embroil-
ment and disasters of Britain abroad
to make another attempt. Utterly un-
provided for such a wenture, with
neither money, arms, mnor supplies,
with only 17 followers, he proceeded
to raise the clans. Gearge IIL, the

reigning King, was in Hanover, and
the leader of the armies, the Duke of
Cumberland, was in Flanders, with
most of the avallable troops. Aided
by Lord Lochiel and other influential
ohiefs, Charles made a brave show,
and, had he been a capable leader,
there is no guessing what in these cir-
cumstances he might not have accom-
plished. To the terror of the South,
he shattered Sir John Cope’s forces at
Prestonpans in September. The Duke
of Cumberland was recalled from the
continent, and was repulsed in Pen-
rith by the Highlanders, who were re-
treating after a desperate invasion of
England.

On Jan. 17, 1748, Charles fought and
won the battle of Falkirk, and, con-
tinuing his retreat, with an idea of
holding out for a summer campaign,
he at last, early in April, found him-
self at Inverness, with the Royalists
rapidly closing upon him by land and
sea. This brings us to the situation
of the final struggle, which we will
mainly review, not from more or less
recent descriptions, but from the actu-
al newspaper reports, such as they
were, at the time. We will in fact,
deal with the accounts ,of eyewit-
nesses, 4

The concentration of the Highland
forces at Inverness was the signal for
& very considerable show of activity
on the part of Charles and many sup-
porters and opponents. The flery cross

‘was sent round, and ladies, not a few

of whom had husbands and sons in
the Royalist ranks, lent thelr power-
ful assistance. A spirited guerilla
warfare was successful in Afhole,

indeed for a space, Charles’s posi

was far from being regarded as des-
perate. But it was the flicker befDge
the quenching of the light. TFime was
passing, money run done, the country,
not at any time too rich, was literally
eaten up; the winter was passing

away and thus permitting the Royal-"

ists to draw nearer and nearer, well
appointed and resolved to spare no
severity or resource of war to crush
the adventurous men who had twice
overthrown them disastrously in fair
fight, folled them in many small en-
gagements, and baflled them in strat-
egy.

Lord George Murray, one of Charles’
ablest officers, was recalled from his
daring siege of doughty Sir Andrew
Agnew in the Castle of Blair, and
all preparations were made with the
idea of meeting Cumberland at the
fords of Spey. For, after all, it was
ty a mere accident that Culloden
proved to be the scene of the struggle
which decided Charles’ fate. A show
waga made of disputing this passage,
but no effective resistence was made,
and the Royalists crossed easily. The
rebels retreated, and on Monday, April
14, the Duke and his army arrived
at Nairn, where, the 15th being his
birthday, the troops rested and got
all ready for the morrow. Omn hear-
ing of the near approach of his enemy
Charles rode out of Inverness mwith
what artillery and troops he had, and
ordered a rendezvous on Drumossie
Moor, to the southeast of <Culloden
House. Even then it was mnot antici-
pated with any certainty that here
would be the scene of battle.

The rebels were by this time in most
piteous case. Food was barely to be
had—anything like an ample supply
was an impossibility, and the men
were worn out with exposure by night
and day to the inclemency of the
weather. The force was terribly thin-
ned by desertion, discipline was na-
turally lax, and division of opinion
filled in the detail of the miserable
situation. It is difficult to keep up a
fighting spirit on a shred of biscuit
and cold water, «aspeciallly after &
might spent behind a whin bush. Poor
fellows! how many of them were to
make that bed their last resting-
blace before many hours were over,

their valor making the unknown heath
memorable for all time.

It seemed as if the relentless fate
of his unfortunate line now closed in
upon Charles. The wise advice t0 0oC-!
cupy broken ground a short distance!
away was rejected, though this would |
Tave minimized the importance of
Cumberland’s artillery and cavalry,
in both of which arms he was eX-|
ceptionally strong, while Charles was'
as exceptionally weak. The fatal moor, |
on the other hand, gave splendid scope |
for artillery, and, as events proved,
excellent opportumity for the horse.

The night and morning preceding the
day of battle were occupied in a
singularly daring and desperate at-
tempt which resulted in lamentable
failure. It was resolved, and the idea
found much Zfavor, to steal a night
march on Cumberland and cut hig
forces to pieces at Nairn. The High-
landers set out, but the Frenchmen
with them were not able to march as
swiftly as the hardy hillsmen, and
this caused some delay. The darkness,
the necessity for making detours for
safety, the staying of the van for the
laggard rear, settled the fate of the
march. Daylight was near, and it was
apparent Cumberland could mnot be
reached before daylight, and within
sight of his camp-fires the weary,
famished Highlanders had to turn
back—back to the fateful moor.

The history of that march, as told
by a survivor, is a pathetic tale. Had
there been but one hour more of dark-
ness on that April morning, who can
say how DBritish history might have
run.

Back to the moor the weary men
aragged themselves, and flung them
down exhausted, or made renewed ef-
forts to obtain food. Cumberland’s
fresh troops in a few hours came in
sight, marching with the artillery as
if on mparade, and all became bustle
in the Highland camp. The Highland-
ers instantly called in all stragglers,
so far as possible, and took up posi-
tion. An old plan of the field, pub-
lished a month after the battle, gives
the clans the following order of posi-
tion, beginning from the left: *“Glen-
garry, Keppoch, Clanronald, Maclean,
Macleod, Mackintosh, Lovat, Clyny,
Appin, Lochiel, Athol.” Lord John
Drumsnond was in command, with
Lord George Murray on the right, and
the Duke of Perth on the left. The
Prince was in the center behind the
line, wifile reserves were disposed in:
rear andd on the flanks. The plan to
which we refer gives the total number
as: Royalists, 8,811; rebels, 8,350; but
various estimates of strength are dis-
cussed in the contemporary accounts
of the battle. On the right of the
rebels were park walls, which too late,
they thought of breaking down, and
these gave fatal opportunity to the
active Campbells in the Royalist
ranks. Their few guns were in the
center of the front rank of the clans
and on the wings. During the battle
the Macdonalds, who 'were enraged at
not being placed on the right of the
Prince, stood _sullenly still, and saw
their leader shot before their eyes
while vainly trying to lead them to
the charge.

The battle began with an inter-
change of cannonading, which severely
galled the Highlanders, who clamored
to be led on to the charge, and soon
were on the point of breaking all re-
straint and hurling themselves head-
long on the enemy. A murmuring
cry rose from end to end of the line,
and was carried through the dull driz-
zle to the Royalists, who nerved them-
selves for the wcoming shock. Sud-
denly the clans surged forward, fir-
ing their small arms, and dropping
these, taking to the beloved claymore.
It was the last battle charge of a
galant race on their native soil:

“Like wave with
foam,

Right onward did Clan Alpin coms,

Above the tide each Dbroadsword
bright

‘Was brandishing like beams of light,

Each targe was dark below;

And with the ocean’s mighty swing,
When heaving to the temptest’s wing,

They hurled them on the foe!”

The impact was terrific, and but
for sypports Barrel’'s and Monroe’s
regiments would have been torn to
pieces by the maddened swordsmen,

crest of sparkling

who wielded their weapons with des-
perate fury. But cannon and nlusket
fire was concentrated upon them: re-
serves closed up, the Campbells, fol-
lowed by horse, broke through the
walls on the right flank; the cavalry
on Cumberland’s right swung round on
the left flank,
horse charged home to the center. The
Royalist infantry, too had met the
Highlanders’ charge in a different

i manner from former occasions, each

soldier being instructed to strike not
the man in front of him, who would
parry the bayonet on his targe, but to
lunge instead at the opponent to his
right front, who would have his
right side unprotected in using his
sword arm. Torn by grape shot and
bullets, cooped in by infantry, charged
by cavalry, utterly unsupported, the
clans recognized that the day was
lost: They melted away from the field
as if by magic, leaving plaid and red
coat mingled thick in bloody swathes.
Some 1,500 Highlanders were mowed
down in the brief struggle, while the
Royalists lost between 200 and 300.

It is said that Lord Elcho rode un
to Charles and implored him to lead
a last charge and win or die, as be-
came the last of his race, and, on the
Prince turning t ogo, the fiery soldier
cursed him bitterly, and swore he
would never look on his face again.
Another account, however, is to the
effect that Elcho saw him shortly after
the battle, and ‘represented to him
that the check was nothing * * *
to think only of rallying his army and

| putting himself at its head, and try-

ing once more the fortune,of war, as
the disaster might be easily repaired.”
But Charles was not made of the stuff
that can bear up agalnst reverses, and
after a pverjiod of miserable wandering,
safe-guarded by a devotion that has
no parallel in modern history, he es-
caped to France. The sum of £30,000
was offered for his capture, but the
bribe was scorned: not a man among
those he had deserted would have it.
4And this weak remnant of a royal
house—he for whom so jmuch valiant
tlood had been shed on fleld and scaf-
fold, for whose sake the land had pa-
tiently borne devastation by fire and
sword, for whom man and maid had
vied in devotion peerless of pathetic—
died a miserable drunkard at Rome in
1788. His brother, Cardinal York, ‘“‘the
last of the Stuarts,” claiming to the
end to be “King by the grace of God,
but not by the will of man,” died with-
in this century, in 1807.

To return to Culloden Moor.
battle was fought at 1 o’clock,
lasted for only about half an hour. The
clansmen were buried where they fell,
as far as possible those of the same
clan being buried together. An eye-
Witness of the stricken field, writing
in the Scots’ Magazine of May, 1746,
and referring to the dead Highlanders,
says: “Everybody allowed who saw
them dead in the field of battle that
men of a larger size, larger Umbs and
ketter proportioned, could not be
fo‘und.” Today the visitor to the moor
will find memorials everywhere of the
fight—the little stones above the
mounds bearing the simple tribal
names, beside which, otherwise name-
less, sleeps the warrior dead till the
great reveille. A huge cairn near by in
the shelter of a dark wood which now
grows on a mortion of the battlefield,
bears the legend:

The
and

THE BATTLE

of CULLODEN
was fought on this Moor,

16th April, 1746, :

The Graves of the
GALLANT HIGHLANDERS
who fought for
SCOTLAND and PRINCE CHARLIE
are marked by the names
of their Clans.

Not far from the field of battle lies
the celebrated “Cumberland Stone,” a
huge grey boulder, from which, tradi-
tilon says the Duke watched the strug-
gle.

We meed not speak
consequences of the battle, or of the
infamous outrages which won for
Cumberland the title by which he will
ever be remembered by the kin of the
clans—‘‘“T'he Butcher.” The old ani-
mosities are dead, old grudges are for-
gotten, and we are content to recall

of the after-

and both parties of-
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only th; gallantry and manly loyalty
that will for ever touch quick the
heart at mention of Culloden and the
45.—R. ‘A. Dakers, in ithe Weekly
Scotsman.

A Dialogue in the Night.

The man in the upper berth leaned
over its edge, and, jamming his frown
firmly down on his brow, cried in a
harsh, coarse voice that was audible
aboye the rattle and rumble of the
engine:

“HI,
rich?”

“Heh?” ejaculated the man in the
lower berth, almost swallowing his
Adam’s apple. ‘“Whazzer mazzer?”’

“I say, are you rich?”

“What’s that sir! Rich? What do
you mean by waking me up in the
middle of the night to ask me such
a question as that?”

“I want to know—that’s why.”

“Well, then, confound you, T am
rich. Now, I hope your' curiosity is
satisfied and you will let me go to
sleep.

“Very rich?

‘“Millionaire, confound you.
shut up, and ¢ .

‘“Well, then, whg in torment don’t
you charter the whole train to do
your snoring in?”

you, down there. Are you

Now
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You can keep yourself fully
Campaign by having

Election

Sent direct to your address or having it delivered by
your newsdealer from now until the close of the cam-

paign.

neighbor has it.
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If you are getting it yourself see that your

Everyone that is intevested in the welfare of the country
should READ THE DAILY GLOBE for the

next few weeks.

From now

g

The Orillia Times says :—* We want to call attention to
the unusually full and fair reports by Tue GLOBE the past
two weeks of all the principal political meetings in North

Ontario.

There were no ‘garbled’ reports, and the Conserva-

tive and Patron meetings were as fully reported as the Reform,

and this without any disposition to belittle.

is a great newspaper.”

Truly, THE GLOBE

THE GroeE is Canada’s model newspaper—DBrantford Expositor.

THE GLOBE is the fairest paper in Canada. -1 always read it first,
—Hon. Peter White, Speaker of the House of Commons.

It is the best paper in Canada.-—Catholic Register.

THE GLOBE is the best paper in Canada, the best edited, the
best conducted, the most enterprising, and deserves all the
success that it enjoys.—Kingston Whig,

THE GLOBE is Canada’s greatest

ewspaper in every sense of

the term.—St. John, N.B., Sun.

THE GLOBE improves every day.

Its news columns contain

more and truer news than any other paper in Canada, and its
editorials are models for any writer to study.—Cornwall

Freeholder.

The St. Thomas Journal says:—* THE GLOBE is once

more established in its own home,

We are glad to note that

the circulation of THE GLOBE has been increasing of late very
rapidly. The reasons are not far to seek. The principal rea-
son for THE GLOBE’s prospenty is THE GLOBE’S quality, It
is the best newspaper in Canada.”

The Daily Globe

until June 25th

50 cents




